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THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW 


CIVIL  DISABILITIES  OF  THE  JEWS. 
(January,  1831.) 

Statement  of  the  Civil  Disabilities  and  Privations  affecting 
Jews  in  England.  8vo.  London:  1829. 

The  distinguished  member  of  the  House  of  Commons 
who,  towards  the  close  of  the  late  Parliament,  brought 
forward  a  proposition  for  the  relief  of  the  Jews,  has 
given  notice  of  his  intention  to  renew  it.  The  force 
of  reason,  in  the  last  session,  carried  the  measure 
through  one  stage,  in  spite  of  the  opposition  of  power. 
Reason  and  power  are  now  on  the  same  side  ;  and 
we  have  little  doubt  that  they  will  conjointly  achieve 
a  decisive  victory.  In  order  to  contribute  our  share 
to  the  success  of  just  principles,  we  propose  to  pass 
in  review,  as  rapidly  as  possible,  some  of  the  argu¬ 
ments,  or  phrases  claiming  to  be  arguments,  which 
have  been  employed  to  vindicate  a  system  full  of 
absurdity  and  injustice. 

The  constitution,  it  is  said,  is  essentially  Christian  ; 
and  therefore  to  admit  Jews  to  office  is  to  destroy  the 
VOL.  VIII  B 


2  Civil  Disabilities  of  the  Jews 

constitution.  Nor  is  the  Jew  injured  by  being  ex¬ 
cluded  from  political  power.  For  no  man  has  any 
right  to  power.  A  man  has  a  right  to  his  property ; 
a  man  has  a  right  to  be  protected  from  personal 
injury.  These  rights  the  law  allows  to  the  Jew  ;  and 
with  these  rights  it  would  be  atrocious  to  interfere. 
But  it  is  a  mere  matter  of  favour  to  admit  any  man 
to  political  power ;  and  no  man  can  justly  complain 
that  he  is  shut  out  from  it. 

We  cannot  but  admire  the  ingenuity  of  this  con¬ 
trivance  for  shifting  the  burden  of  the  proof  from 
those  to  whom  it  properly  belongs,  and  who  would, 
we  suspect,  find  it  rather  cumbersome.  Surely  no 
Christian  can  deny  that  every  human  being  has  a 
right  to  be  allowed  every  gratification  which  produces 
no  harm  to  others,  and  to  be  spared  every  mortifica¬ 
tion  which  produces  no  good  to  others.  Is  it  not  a 
source  of  mortification  to  a  class  of  men  that  they 
are  excluded  from  political  power?  If  it  be,  they 
have,  on  Christian  principles,  a  right  to  be  freed  from 
that  mortification,  unless  it  can  be  shown  that  their 
exclusion  is  necessary  for  the  averting  of  some  greater 
evil.  The  presumption  is  evidently  in  favour  of  tole¬ 
ration.  It  is  for  the  prosecutor  to  make  out  his  case. 

The  strange  argument  which  we  are  considering 
would  prove  too  much  even  for  those  who  advance  it. 
If  no  man  has  a  right  to  political  power,  then  neither 
Jew  nor  Gentile  has  such  a  right.  The  whole  founda¬ 
tion  of  government  is  taken  away.  But  if  government 
be  taken  away,  the  property  and  the  persons  of  men 
are  insecure  ;  and  it  is  acknowledged  that  men  have 
a  right  to  their  property  and  to  personal  security. 
If  it  be  right  that  the  property  of  men  should  be 
protected,  and  if  this  can  only  be  done  by  means 
of  government,  then  it  must  be  right  that  govern¬ 
ment  should  exist.  Now  there  cannot  be  government 
unless  some  person  or  persons  possess  political  power. 
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Therefore  it  is  right  that  some  person  or  persons 
should  possess  political  power.  That  is  to  say,  some 
person  or  persons  must  have  a  right  to  political  power. 

It  is  because  men  are  not  in  the  habit  of  con¬ 
sidering  what  the  end  of  government  is,  that  Catholic 
disabilities  and  Jewish  disabilities  have  been  suffered 
to  exist  so  long.  We  hear  of  essentially  Protestant 
governments  and  essentially  Christian  governments, 
words  which  mean  just  as  much  as  essentially  Pro¬ 
testant  cookery,  or  essentially  Christian  horseman¬ 
ship.  Government  exists  for  the  purpose  of  keeping 
the  peace,  for  the  purpose  of  compelling  us  to  settle 
our  disputes  by  arbitration  instead  of  settling  them 
by  blows,  for  the  purpose  of  compelling  us  to  supply 
our  wants  by  industry  instead  of  supplying  them  by 
rapine.  This  is  the  only  operation  for  which  the 
machinery  of  government  is  peculiarly  adapted,  the 
only  operation  which  wise  governments  ever  propose 
to  themselves  as  their  chief  object.  If  there  is  any 
class  of  people  who  are  not  interested,  or  who  do  not 
think  themselves  interested,  in  the  security  of  pro¬ 
perty  and  the  maintenance  of  order,  that  class  ought 
to  have  no  share  of  the  powers  which  exist  for  the 
purpose  of  securing  property  and  maintaining  order. 
But  why  a  man  should  be  less  fit  to  exercise  those 
powers  because  he  wears  a  beard,  because  he  does 
not  eat  ham,  because  he  goes  to  the  synagogue  on 
Saturdays  instead  of  going  to  the  church  on  Sun¬ 
days,  we  cannot  conceive. 

The  points  of  difference  between  Christianity  and 
Judaism  have  very  much  to  do  with  a  man’s  fitness 
to  be  a  bishop  or  a  rabbi.  But  they  have  no  more 
to  do  with  his  fitness  to  be  a  magistrate,  a  legislator, 
or  a  minister  of  finance,  than  with  his  fitness  to  be 
a  cobbler.  Nobody  has  ever  thought  of  compelling 
cobblers  to  make  any  declaration  on  the  true  faith 
of  a  Christian.  Any  man  would  rather  have  his 
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shoes  mended  by  a  heretical  cobbler  than  by  a  person 
who  had  subscribed  all  the  thirty-nine  articles,  but 
had  never  handled  an  awl.  Men  act  thus,  not  be¬ 
cause  they  are  indifferent  to  religion,  but  because 
they  do  not  see  what  religion  has  to  do  with  the 
mending  of  their  shoes.  Yet  religion  has  as  much 
to  do  with  the  mending  of  shoes  as  with  the  budget 
and  the  army  estimates.  We  have  surely  had  several 
signal  proofs  within  the  last  twenty  years  that  a  very 
good  Christian  may  be  a  very  bad  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer.  But  it  would  be  monstrous,  say  the  per¬ 
secutors,  that  Jews  should  legislate  for  a  Christian 
community.  This  is  a  palpable  misrepresentation. 
What  is  proposed  is,  not  that  the  Jews  should  legis¬ 
late  for  a  Christian  community,  but  that  a  legislature 
composed  of  Christians  and  Jews  should  legislate  for 
a  community  composed  of  Christians  and  Jews.  On 
nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  questions  out  of  a 
thousand,  on  all  questions  of  police,  of  finance,  of 
civil  and  criminal  law,  of  foreign  policy,  the  Jew, 
as  a  Jew,  has  no  interest  hostile  to  that  of  the 
Christian,  or  even  to  that  of  the  Churchman.  On 
questions  relating  to  the  ecclesiastical  establishment, 
the  Jew  and  the  Churchman  may  differ.  But  they 
cannot  differ  more  widely  than  the  Catholic  and  the 
Churchman,  or  the  Independent  and  the  Churchman. 
The  principle  that  Churchmen  ought  to  monopolise 
the  whole  power  of  the  state  would  at  least  have  an 
intelligible  meaning.  The  principle  that  Christians 
ought  to  monopolise  it  has  no  meaning  at  all.  For 
no  question  connected  with  the  ecclesiastical  institu¬ 
tions  of  the  country  can  possibly  come  before  Par¬ 
liament,  with  respect  to  which  there  will  not  be  as 
wide  a  difference  between  Christians  as  there  can 
be  between  any  Christian  and  any  Jew. 

In  fact,  the  Jews  are  not  now  excluded  from 
political  power.  They  possess  it ;  and  as  long  as 
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they  are  allowed  to  accumulate  large  fortunes,  they 
must  possess  it.  The  distinction  which  is  sometimes 
made  between  civil  privileges  and  political  power  is 
a  distinction  without  a  difference.  Privileges  are 
power.  Civil  and  political  are  synonymous  words, 
the  one  derived  from  the  Latin,  the  other  from  the 
Greek.  Nor  is  this  mere  verbal  quibbling.  If  we 
look  for  a  moment  at  the  facts  of  the  case,  we  shall  see 
that  the  things  are  inseparable,  or  rather  identical. 

That  a  Jew  should  be  a  judge  in  a  Christian 
country  would  be  most  shocking.  But  he  may  be 
a  juryman.  He  may  try  issues  of  fact ;  and  no  harm 
is  done.  But  if  he  should  be  suffered  to  try  issues 
of  law,  there  is  an  end  of  the  constitution.  He  may 
sit  in  a  box  plainly  dressed,  and  return  verdicts. 
But  that  he  should  sit  on  the  bench  in  a  black  gown 
and  white  wig,  and  grant  new  trials,  would  be  an 
abomination  not  to  be  thought  of  among  baptised 
people.  The  distinction  is  certainly  most  philo¬ 
sophical. 

What  power  in  civilised  society  is  so  great  as  that 
of  the  creditor  over  the  debtor  ?  If  we  take  this 
away  from  the  Jew,  we  take  away  from  him  the 
security  of  his  property.  If  we  leave  it  to  him,  we 
leave  to  him  a  power  more  despotic  by  far  than  that 
of  the  king  and  all  his  cabinet. 

It  would  be  impious  to  let  a  Jew  sit  in  Parliament. 
But  a  Jew  may  make  money ;  and  money  may  make 
members  of  Parliament.  Gattan  and  Old  Sarum  may 
be  the  property  of  a  Hebrew.  An  elector  of  Penryn 
will  take  ten  pounds  from  Shylock  rather  than  nine 
pounds  nineteen  shillings  and  eleven  pence  three  far¬ 
things  from  Antonio.  To  this  no  objection  is  made. 
That  a  Jew  should  possess  the  substance  of  legislative 
power,  that  he  should  command  eight  votes  on  every 
division  as  if  he  were  the  great  Duke  of  Newcastle 
himself,  is  exactly  as  it  should  be.  But  that  he  should 
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pass  the  bar  and  sit  down  on  those  mysterious 
cushions  of  green  leather,  that  he  should  cry  “  hear  ” 
and  “order,”  and  talk  about  being  on  his  legs,  and 
being,  for  one,  free  to  say  this  and  to  say  that,  would 
be  a  profanation  sufficient  to  bring  ruin  on  the 
country. 

That  a  Jew  should  be  privy-councillor  to  a 
Christian  king  would  be  an  eternal  disgrace  to  the 
nation.  But  the  Jew  may  govern  the  money-market, 
and  the  money-market  may  govern  the  world.  The 
minister  may  be  in  doubt  as  to  his  scheme  of  finance 
till  he  has  been  closeted  with  the  Jew.  A  congress 
of  sovereigns  may  be  forced  to  summon  the  Jew  to 
their  assistance.  The  scrawl  of  the  Jew  on  the  back 
of  a  piece  of  paper  may  be  worth  more  than  the  royal 
word  of  three  kings,  or  the  national  faith  of  three 
new  American  republics.  But  that  he  should  put 
Right  Honourable  before  his  name  would  be  the  most 
frightful  of  national  calamities. 

It  was  in  this  way  that  some  of  our  politicians 
reasoned  about  the  Irish  Catholics.  The  Catholics 
ought  to  have  no  political  power.  The  sun  of  Eng¬ 
land  is  set  for  ever  if  the  Catholics  exercise  political 
power.  Give  the  Catholics  every  thing  else  ;  but  keep 
political  power  from  them.  These  wise  men  did  not 
see  that  when  every  thing  else  had  been  given,  politi¬ 
cal  power  had  been  given.  They  continued  to  repeat 
their  cuckoo  song,  when  it  was  no  longer  a  question 
whether  Catholics  should  have  political  power  or  not, 
when  a  Catholic  Association  bearded  the  Parliament, 
when  a  Catholic  Agitator  exercised  infinitely  more 
authority  than  the  Lord  Lieutenant. 

If  it  is  our  duty  as  Christians  to  exclude  the  Jews 
from  political  power,  it  must  be  our  duty  to  treat 
them  as  our  ancestors  treated  them,  to  murder  them, 
and  banish  them,  and  rob  them.  For  in  that  way, 
and  in  that  way  alone,  can  we  really  deprive  them  of 
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political  power.  If  we  do  not  adopt  this  course,  we 
may  take  away  the  shadow,  but  we  must  leave  them 
the  substance.  We  may  do  enough  to  pain  and  irri¬ 
tate  them  ;  but  we  shall  not  do  enough  to  secure  our¬ 
selves  from  danger,  if  danger  really  exists.  Where 
wealth  is,  there  power  must  inevitably  be. 

The  English  Jews,  we  are  told,  are  not  English¬ 
men.  They  are  a  separate  people,  living  locally  in 
this  island,  but  living  morally  and  politically  in  com¬ 
munion  with  their  brethren  who  are  scattered  over 
all  the  world.  An  English  Jew  looks  on  a  Dutch  or 
a  Portuguese  Jew  as  his  countryman,  and  on  an  Eng¬ 
lish  Christian  as  a  stranger.  This  want  of  patriotic 
feeling,  it  is  said,  renders  a  Jew  unfit  to  exercise 
political  functions. 

The  argument  has  in  it  something  plausible  ;  but 
a  close  examination  shows  it  to  be  quite  unsound. 
Even  if  the  alleged  facts  are  admitted,  still  the  Jews 
are  not  the  only  people  who  have  preferred  their  sect 
to  their  country.  The  feeling  of  patriotism,  when 
society  is  in  a  healthful  state,  springs  up,  by  a  natural 
and  inevitable  association,  in  the  minds  of  citizens 
who  know  that  they  owe  all  their  comforts  and 
pleasures  to  the  bond  which  unites  them  in  one  com¬ 
munity.  But,  under  a  partial  and  oppressive  govern¬ 
ment,  these  associations  cannot  acquire  that  strength 
which  they  have  in  a  better  state  of  things.  Men  are 
compelled  to  seek  from  their  party  that  protection 
which  they  ought  to  receive  from  their  country,  and 
they,  by  a  natural  consequence,  transfer  to  their  party 
that  affection  which  they  would  otherwise  have  felt 
for  their  country.  The  Huguenots  of  France  called 
in  the  help  of  England  against  their  Catholic  Kings. 
The  Catholics  of  France  called  in  the  help  of  Spain 
against  a  Huguenot  King.  Would  it  be  fair  to  infer, 
that  at  present  the  French  Protestants  would  wish  to 
see  their  religion  made  dominant  by  the  help  of  a 
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Prussian  or  English  army  ?  Surely  not.  And  why 
is  it  that  they  are  not  willing,  as  they  formerly  were 
willing,  to  sacrifice  the  interests  of  their  country  to 
the  interests  of  their  religious  persuasion  ?  The 
reason  is  obvious  :  they  were  persecuted  then,  and 
are  not  persecuted  now.  The  English  Puritans, 
under  Charles  the  First,  prevailed  on  the  Scotch  to 
invade  England.  Do  the  Protestant  Dissenters  of 
our  time  wish  to  see  the  Church  put  down  by  an 
invasion  of  foreign  Calvinists?  If  not,  to  what  cause 
are  we  to  attribute  the  change  ?  Surely  to  this,  that 
the  Protestant  Dissenters  are  far  better  treated  now 
than  in  the  seventeenth  century.  Some  of  the  most 
illustrious  public  men  that  England  ever  produced 
were  inclined  to  take  refuge  from  the  tyranny  of 
Laud  in  North  America.  Was  this  because  Pres¬ 
byterians  and  Independents  are  incapable  of  loving 
their  country  ?  But  it  is  idle  to  multiply  instances. 
Nothing  is  so  offensive  to  a  man  who  knows  any 
thing  of  history  or  of  human  nature  as  to  hear  those 
who  exercise  the  powers  of  government  accuse  any 
sect  of  foreign  attachments.  If  there  be  any  propo¬ 
sition  universally  true  in  politics  it  is  this,  that  foreign 
attachments  are  the  fruit  of  domestic  misrule.  It  has 
always  been  the  trick  of  bigots  to  make  their  subjects 
miserable  at  home,  and  then  to  complain  that  they  look 
for  relief  abroad  ;  to  divide  society,  and  to  wonder 
that  it  is  not  united  ;  to  govern  as  if  a  section  of  the 
state  were  the  whole,  and  to  censure  the  other  sections 
of  the  state  for  their  want  of  patriotic  spirit.  If  the 
Jews  have  not  felt  towards  England  like  children,  it 
is  because  she  has  treated  them  like  a  step-mother. 
There  is  no  feeling  which  more  certainly  developes 
itself  in  the  minds  of  men  living  under  tolerably  good 
government  than  the  feeling  of  patriotism.  Since 
the  beginning  of  the  world,  there  never  was  any 
nation,  or  any  large  portion  of  any  nation,  not  cruelly 


Civil  Disabilities  of  the  Jews 


9 


oppressed,  which  was  wholly  destitute  of  that  feeling. 
To  make  it  therefore  ground  of  accusation  against  a 
class  of  men,  that  they  are  not  patriotic,  is  the  most 
vulgar  legerdemain  of  sophistry.  It  is  the  logic 
which  the  wolf  employs  against  the  lamb.  It  is  to 
accuse  the  mouth  of  the  stream  of  poisoning  the 
source. 

If  the  English  Jews  really  felt  a  deadly  hatred  to 
England,  if  the  weekly  prayer  of  their  synagogues 
were  that  all  the  curses  denounced  by  Ezekiel  on 
Tyre  and  Egypt  might  fall  on  London,  if,  in  their 
solemn  feasts,  they  called  down  blessings  on  those 
who  should  dash  our  children  to  pieces  on  the  stones, 
still,  we  say,  their  hatred  to  their  countrymen  would 
not  be  more  intense  than  that  which  sects  of  Christians 
have  often  borne  to  each  other.  But  in  fact  the  feel¬ 
ing  of  the  Jews  is  not  such.  It  is  precisely  what,  in 
the  situation  in  which  they  are  placed,  we  should 
expect  it  to  be.  They  are  treated  far  better  than  the 
French  Protestants  were  treated  in  the  sixteenth  and 
seventeenth  centuries,  or  than  our  Puritans  were  treated 
in  the  time  of  Laud.  They,  therefore,  have  no  ran¬ 
cour  against  the  government  or  against  their  country¬ 
men.  It  will  not  be  denied  that  they  are  far  better 
affected  to  the  state  than  the  followers  of  Coligni  or 
Vane.  But  they  are  not  so  well  treated  as  the  dis¬ 
senting  sects  of  Christians  are  now  treated  in  Eng¬ 
land  ;  and  on  this  account,  and,  we  firmly  believe,  on 
this  account  alone,  they  have  a  more  exclusive  spirit. 
Till  we  have  carried  the  experiment  farther,  we  are 
not  entitled  to  conclude  that  they  cannot  be  made 
Englishmen  altogether.  The  statesman  who  treats 
them  as  aliens,  and  then  abuses  them  for  not  enter¬ 
taining  all  the  feelings  of  natives,  is  as  unreasonable 
as  the  tyrant  who  punished  their  fathers  for  not 
making  bricks  without  straw. 

Rulers  must  not  be  suffered  thus  to  absolve  them- 
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selves  of  their  solemn  responsibility.  It  does  not  lie 
in  their  mouths  to  say  that  a  sect  is  not  patriotic.  It 
is  their  business  to  make  it  patriotic.  History  and 
reason  clearly  indicate  the  means.  The  English  Jews 
are,  as  far  as  we  can  see,  precisely  what  our  govern¬ 
ment  has  made  them.  They  are  precisely  what  any 
sect,  what  any  class  of  men,  treated  as  they  have 
been  treated,  would  have  been.  If  all  the  red-haired 
people  in  Europe  had,  during  centuries,  been  out¬ 
raged  and  oppressed,  banished  from  this  place,  im¬ 
prisoned  in  that,  deprived  of  their  money,  deprived 
of  their  teeth,  convicted  of  the  most  improbable 
crimes  on  the  feeblest  evidence,  dragged  at  horses’ 
tails,  hanged,  tortured,  burned  alive,  if,  when  manners 
became  milder,  they  had  still  been  subject  to  debas¬ 
ing  restrictions  and  exposed  to  vulgar  insults,  locked 
up  in  particular  streets  in  some  countries,  pelted  and 
ducked  by  the  rabble  in  others,  excluded  everywhere 
from  magistracies  and  honours,  what  would  be  the 
patriotism  of  gentlemen  with  red  hair?  And  if, 
under  such  circumstances,  a  proposition  were  made 
for  admitting  red-haired  men  to  office,  how  striking  a 
speech  might  an  eloquent  admirer  of  our  old  institu¬ 
tions  deliver  against  so  revolutionary  a  measure  ! 
“  These  men,”  he  might  say,  “  scarcely  consider  them¬ 
selves  as  Englishmen.  They  think  a  red-haired 
Frenchman  or  a  red-haired  German  more  closely  con¬ 
nected  with  them  than  a  man  with  brown  hair  born 
in  their  own  parish.  If  a  foreign  sovereign  patro¬ 
nises  red  hair,  they  love  him  better  than  their  own 
native  king.  They  are  not  Englishmen :  they  cannot 
be  Englishmen  :  nature  has  forbidden  it  :  experience 
proves  it  to  be  impossible.  Right  to  political  power 
they  have  none  ;  for  no  man  has  a  right  to  political 
power.  Let  them  enjoy  personal  security  ;  let  their 
property  be  under  the  protection  of  the  law.  But  if 
they  ask  for  leave  to  exercise  power  over  a  com- 
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munity  of  which  they  are  only  half  members,  a  com¬ 
munity  the  constitution  of  which  is  essentially  dark¬ 
haired,  let  us  answer  them  in  the  words  of  our  wise 
ancestors,  Nolumus  leges  Anglice  mutari 

But,  it  is  said,  the  Scriptures  declare  that  the 
Jews  are  to  be  restored  to  their  own  country;  and 
the  whole  nation  looks  forward  to  that  restoration. 
They  are,  therefore,  not  so  deeply  interested  as  others 
in  the  prosperity  of  England.  It  is  not  their  home, 
but  merely  the  place  of  their  sojourn,  the  house  of 
their  bondage.  This  argument  which  first  appeared 
in  the  Times  newspaper,  and  which  has  attracted  a 
degree  of  attention  proportioned  not  so  much  to 
its  own  intrinsic  force  as  to  the  general  talent  with 
which  that  journal  is  conducted,  belongs  to  a  class 
of  sophisms  by  which  the  most  hateful  persecutions 
may  easily  be  justified.  To  charge  men  with  prac¬ 
tical  consequences  which  they  themselves  deny  is 
disingenuous  in  controversy :  it  is  atrocious  in  govern¬ 
ment.  The  doctrine  of  predestination,  in  the  opinion 
of  many  people,  tends  to  make  those  who  hold  it 
utterly  immoral.  And  certainly  it  would  seem  that 
a  man  who  believes  his  eternal  destiny  to  be  already 
irrevocably  fixed  is  likely  to  indulge  his  passions 
without  restraint  and  to  neglect  his  religious  duties. 
If  he  is  an  heir  of  wrath,  his  exertions  must  be  un¬ 
availing.  If  he  is  pre-ordained  to  life,  they  must  be 
superfluous.  But  would  it  be  wise  to  punish  every 
man  who  holds  the  higher  doctrines  of  Calvinism,  as 
if  he  had  actually  committed  all  those  crimes  which 
we  know  some  Antinomians  to  have  committed  ? 
Assuredly  not.  The  fact  notoriously  is  that  there 
are  many  Calvinists  as  moral  in  their  conduct  as 
any  Arminian,  and  many  Arminians  as  loose  as  any 
Calvinist. 

It  is  altogether  impossible  to  reason  from  the 
opinions  which  a  man  professes  to  his  feelings  and 
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his  actions  ;  and  in  fact  no  person  is  ever  such  a  fool 
as  to  reason  thus,  except  when  he  wants  a  pretext 
for  persecuting  his  neighbours.  A  Christian  is  com¬ 
manded,  under  the  strongest  sanctions,  to  be  just  in 
all  his  dealings.  Yet  to  how  many  of  the  twenty- 
four  millions  of  professing  Christians  in  these  islands 
would  any  man  in  his  senses  lend  a  thousand  pounds 
without  security  ?  A  man  who  should  act,  for  one 
day,  on  the  supposition  that  all  the  people  about  him 
were  influenced  by  the  religion  which  they  professed, 
would  find  himself  ruined  before  night ;  and  no  man 
ever  does  act  on  that  supposition  in  any  of  the  ordi¬ 
nary  concerns  of  life,  in  borrowing,  in  lending,  in 
buying,  or  in  selling.  But  when  any  of  our  fellow 
creatures  are  to  be  oppressed,  the  case  is  different. 
Then  we  represent  those  motives  which  we  know  to 
be  so  feeble  for  good  as  omnipotent  for  evil.  Then 
we  lay  to  the  charge  of  our  victims  all  the  vices  and 
follies  to  which  their  doctrines,  however  remotely, 
seem  to  tend.  We  forget  that  the  same  weakness, 
the  same  laxity,  the  same  disposition  to  prefer  the 
present  to  the  future,  which  make  men  worse  than  a 
good  religion,  make  them  better  than  a  bad  one. 

It  was  in  this  way  that  our  ancestors  reasoned, 
and  that  some  people  in  our  own  time  still  reason, 
about  the  Catholics.  A  Papist  believes  himself  bound 
to  obey  the  pope.  The  pope  has  issued  a  bull  de¬ 
posing  Queen  Elizabeth.  Therefore  every  Papist  will 
treat  her  grace  as  an  usurper.  Therefore  every  Papist 
is  a  traitor.  Therefore  every  Papist  ought  to  be 
hanged,  drawn,  and  quartered.  To  this  logic  we  owe 
some  of  the  most  hateful  laws  that  ever  disgraced  our 
history.  Surely  the  answer  lies  on  the  surface.  The 
Church  of  Rome  may  have  commanded  these  men  to 
treat  the  queen  as  an  usurper.  But  she  has  com¬ 
manded  them  to  do  many  other  things  which  they 
have  never  done.  She  enjoins  her  priests  to  observe 
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strict  purity.  You  are  always  taunting  them  with 
their  licentiousness.  She  commands  all  her  followers 
to  fast  often,  to  be  charitable  to  the  poor,  to  take  no 
interest  for  money,  to  fight  no  duels,  to  see  no  plays. 
Do  they  obey  these  injunctions  ?  If  it  be  the  fact 
that  very  few  of  them  strictly  observe  her  precepts, 
when  her  precepts  are  opposed  to  their  passions  and 
interests,  may  not  loyalty,  may  not  humanity,  may 
not  the  love  of  ease,  may  not  the  fear  of  death,  be 
sufficient  to  prevent  them  from  executing  those 
wicked  orders  which  she  has  issued  against  the  sove¬ 
reign  of  England?  When  we  know  that  many  of 
these  people  do  not  care  enough  for  their  religion  to 
go  without  beef  on  a  Friday  for  it,  why  should  we 
think  that  they  will  run  the  risk  of  being  racked  and 
hanged  for  it  ? 

People  are  now  reasoning  about  the  Jews  as  our 
fathers  reasoned  about  the  Papists.  The  law  which 
is  inscribed  on  the  walls  of  the  synagogues  prohibits 
covetousness.  But  if  we  were  to  say  that  a  Jew 
mortgagee  would  not  foreclose  because  God  had 
commanded  him  not  to  covet  his  neighbour’s  house, 
everybody  would  think  us  out  of  our  wits.  Yet  it 
passes  for  an  argument  to  say  that  a  Jew  will  take 
no  interest  in  the  prosperity  of  the  country  in  which 
he  lives,  that  he  will  not  care  how  bad  its  laws  and 
police  may  be,  how  heavily  it  may  be  taxed,  how 
often  it .  may  be  conquered  and  given  up  to  spoil, 
because  God  has  promised  that,  by  some  unknown 
means,  and  at  some  undetermined  time,  perhaps  ten 
thousand  years  hence,  the  Jews  shall  migrate  to 
Palestine.  Is  not  this  the  most  profound  ignorance 
of  human  nature?  Do  we  not  know  that  what  is 
remote  and  indefinite  affects  men  far  less  than  what 
is  near  and  certain  ?  The  argument  too  applies  to 
Christians  as  strongly  as  to  Jews.  The  Christian  be¬ 
lieves  as  well  as  the  Jew,  that  at  some  future  period 
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the  present  order  of  things  will  come  to  an  end.  Nay, 
many  Christians  believe  that  the  Messiah  will  shortly 
establish  a  kingdom  on  the  earth,  and  reign  visibly 
over  all  its  inhabitants.  Whether  this  doctrine  be 
orthodox  or  not  we  shall  not  here  inquire.  The  num¬ 
ber  of  people  who  hold  it  is  very  much  greater  than 
the  number  of  Jews  residing  in  England.  Many  of 
those  who  hold  it  are  distinguished  by  rank,  wealth, 
and  ability.  It  is  preached  from  pulpits,  both  of  the 
Scottish  and  of  the  English  church.  Noblemen  and 
members  of  Parliament  have  written  in  defence  of  it. 
Now  wherein  does  this  doctrine  differ,  as  far  as  its 
political  tendency  is  concerned,  from  the  doctrine  of 
the  Jews?  If  a  Jew  is  unfit  to  legislate  for  us  be¬ 
cause  he  believes  that  he  or  his  remote  descendants 
will  be  removed  to  Palestine,  can  we  safely  open  the 
House  of  Commons  to  a  fifth-monarchy  man,  who 
expects  that,  before  this  generation  shall  pass  away, 
all  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth  will  be  swallowed  up  in 
one  divine  empire  ? 

Does  a  Jew  engage  less  eagerly  than  a  Christian 
in  any  competition  which  the  law  leaves  open  to 
him  ?  Is  he  less  active  and  regular  in  his  business 
than  his  neighbours  ?  Does  he  furnish  his  house 
meanly,  because  he  is  a  pilgrim  and  sojourner  in  the 
land  ?  Does  the  expectation  of  being  restored  to 
the  country  of  his  fathers  make  him  insensible  to 
the  fluctuations  of  the  stock  exchange?  Does  he, 
in  arranging  his  private  affairs,  ever  take  into  the 
account  the  chance  of  his  migrating  to  Palestine  ? 
If  not,  why  are  we  to  suppose  that  feelings  which 
never  influence  his  dealings  as  a  merchant,  or  his 
dispositions  as  a  testator,  will  acquire  a  boundless 
influence  over  him  as  soon  as  he  becomes  a  magis¬ 
trate  or  a  legislator  ? 

There  is  another  argument  which  we  would  not 
willingly  treat  with  levity,  and  which  yet  we  scarcely 
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know  how  to  treat  seriously.  Scripture,  it  is  said, 
is  full  of  terrible  denunciations  against  the  Jews.  It 
is  foretold  that  they  are  to  be  wanderers.  Is  it  then 
right  to  give  them  a  home  ?  It  is  foretold  that  they 
are  to  be  oppressed.  Can  we  with  propriety  suffer 
them  to  be  rulers  ?  To  admit  them  to  the  rights 
of  citizens  is  manifestly  to  insult  the  Divine  oracles. 

We  allow  that  to  falsify  a  prophecy  inspired  by 
Divine  Wisdom  would  be  a  most  atrocious  crime. 
It  is,  therefore,  a  happy  circumstance  for  our  frail 
species,  that  it  is  a  crime  which  no  man  can  possibly 
commit.  If  we  admit  the  Jews  to  seats  in  Parlia¬ 
ment,  we  shall,  by  so  doing,  prove  that  the  prophecies 
in  question,  whatever  they  may  mean,  do  not  mean 
that  the  Jews  shall  be  excluded  from  Parliament. 

In  fact  it  is  already  clear  that  the  prophecies  do 
not  bear  the  meaning  put  upon  them  by  the  re¬ 
spectable  persons  whom  we  are  now  answering.  In 
France  and  in  the  United  States  the  Jews  are  already 
admitted  to  all  the  rights  of  citizens.  A  prophecy, 
therefore,  which  should  mean  that  the  Jews  would 
never,  during  the  course  of  their  wanderings,  be  ad¬ 
mitted  to  all  the  rights  of  citizens  in  the  places  of 
their  sojourn,  would  be  a  false  prophecy.  This, 
therefore,  is  not  the  meaning  of  the  prophecies  of 
Scripture. 

But  we  protest  altogether  against  the  practice  of 
confounding  prophecy  with  precept,  of  setting  up 
predictions  which  are  often  obscure  against  a  morality 
which  is  always  clear.  If  actions  are  to  be  con¬ 
sidered  as  just  and  good  merely  because  they  have 
been  predicted,  what  action  was  ever  more  laudable 
than  that  crime  which  our  bigots  are  now,  at  the  end 
of  eighteen  centuries,  urging  us  to  avenge  on  the  Jews, 
that  crime  which  made  the  earth  shake,  and  blotted 
out  the  sun  from  heaven  ?  The  same  reasoning 
which  is  now  employed  to  vindicate  the  disabilities 
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imposed  on  our  Hebrew  countrymen  will  equally 
vindicate  the  kiss  of  Judas  and  the  judgment  of 
Pilate.  “  The  Son  of  man  goeth,  as  it  is  written  of 
him  ;  but  woe  to  that  man  by  whom  the  Son  of  man 
is  betrayed.”  And  woe  to  those  who,  in  any  age 
or  in  any  country,  disobey  his  benevolent  commands 
under  pretence  of  accomplishing  his  predictions.  If 
this  argument  justifies  the  laws  now  existing  against 
the  Jews,  it  justifies  equally  all  the  cruelties  which 
have  ever  been  committed  against  them,  the  sweeping 
edicts  of  banishment  and  confiscation,  the  dungeon, 
the  rack,  and  the  slow  fire.  How  can  we  excuse 
ourselves  for  leaving  property  to  people  who  are  to 
“  serve  their  enemies  in  hunger,  and  in  thirst,  and  in 
nakedness,  and  in  want  of  all  things  ;  ”  for  giving 
protection  to  the  persons  of  those  who  are  to  “  fear 
day  and  night,  and  to  have  none  assurance  of  their 
life  ;  ”  for  not  seizing  on  the  children  of  a  race  whose 
“  sons  and  daughters  are  to  be  given  unto  another 
people  ”  ? 

We  have  not  so  learned  the  doctrines  of  Him 
who  commanded  us  to  love  our  neighbour  as  our¬ 
selves,  and  who,  when  He  was  called  upon  to  explain 
what  He  meant  by  a  neighbour,  selected  as  an 
example  a  heretic  and  an  alien.  Last  year,  we  re¬ 
member,  it  was  represented  by  a  pious  writer  in  the 
John  Bull  newspaper,  and  by  some  other  equally 
fervid  Christians,  as  a  monstrous  indecency,  that  the 
measure  for  the  relief  of  the  Jews  should  be  brought 
forward  in  Passion  week.  One  of  these  humorists 
ironically  recommended  that  it  should  be  read  a 
second  time  on  Good  Friday.  We  should  have  had 
no  objection  ;  nor  do  we  believe  that  the  day  could  be 
commemorated  in  a  more  worthy  manner.  We  know 
of  no  day  fitter  for  terminating  long  hostilities,  and 
repairing  cruel  wrongs,  than  the  day  on  which  the 
religion  of  mercy  was  founded.  We  know  of  no 
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day  fitter  for  blotting  out  from  the  statute-book  the 
last  traces  of  intolerance  than  the  day  on  which  e 
the  spirit  of  intolerance  produced  the  foulest  of  all 
judicial  murders,  the  day  on  which  the  list  of  the 
victims  of  intolerance,  that  noble  list  wherein  Socrates 
and  More  are  enrolled,  was  glorified  by  a  yet  greater 
and  holier  name. 
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SADLER’S  REFUTATION  REFUTED. 
(January,  1831.) 

A  Refutation  of  an  Article  in  the  Edinburgh  Review 
(No.  CII.)  entitled  “  Sadler’s  Law  of  Population ,  and 
Disproof  of  Human  Superfecundity  containing  also 
Additional  Proofs  of  the  Principle  enu?iciated  in  that 
Treatise ,  founded  on  the  Censuses  of  different  Countries 
recently  published.  By  Michael  Thomas  Sadler,  M.P. 
8vo.  London  :  1830. 

“Before  anything  came  out  against  my  Essay,  I  was 
told  I  must  prepare  myself  for  a  storm  coming 
against  it,  it  being  resolved  by  some  men  that  it 
was  necessary  that  book  of  mine  should,  as  it  is 
phrased,  be  run  down.” — John  Locke. 

We  have,  in  violation  of  our  usual  practice,  tran¬ 
scribed  Mr.  Sadler’s  title-page  from  top  to  bottom, 
motto  and  all.  The  parallel  implied  between  the 
Essay  on  the  Human  Understanding  and  the  Essay 
on  Superfecundity  is  exquisitely  laughable.  We  can 
match  it,  however,  with  mottoes  as  ludicrous.  We 
remember  to  have  heard  of  a  dramatic  piece,  entitled 
“  News  from  Camperdown,”  written  soon  after  Lord 
Duncan’s  victory,  by  a  man  once  as  much  in  his  own 
good  graces  as  Mr.  Sadler  is,  and  now  as  much 
forgotten  as  Mr.  Sadler  will  soon  be,  Robert  Heron. 
His  piece  was  brought  upon  the  stage,  and  damned, 
“  as  it  is  phrased,”  in  the  second  act  ;  but  the  author, 
thinking  that  it  had  been  unfairly  and  unjustly  “  run 
down,”  published  it,  in  order  to  put  his  critics  to 
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shame,  with  this  motto  from  Swift :  “  When  a  true 
genius  appears  in  the  world,  you  may  know  him  by 
this  mark — that  the  dunces  are  all  in  confederacy 
against  him.”  We  remember  another  anecdote,  which 
may  perhaps  be  acceptable  to  so  zealous  a  church¬ 
man  as  Mr.  Sadler.  A  certain  Antinomian  preacher, 
the  oracle  of  a  barn,  in  a  county  of  which  we  do  not 
think  it  proper  to  mention  the  name,  finding  that 
divinity  was  not  by  itself  a  sufficiently  lucrative  pro¬ 
fession,  resolved  to  combine  with  it  that  of  dog-stealing. 
He  was,  by  ill-fortune,  detected  in  several  offences 
of  this  description,  and  was  in  consequence  brought 
before  two  justices,  who,  in  virtue  of  the  powers 
given  them  by  an  act  of  parliament,  sentenced  him 
to  a  whipping  for  each  theft.  The  degrading  punish¬ 
ment  inflicted  on  the  pastor  naturally  thinned  the 
flock  ;  and  the  poor  man  was  in  danger  of  wanting 
bread.  He  accordingly  put  forth  a  handbill,  solemnly 
protesting  his  innocence,  describing  his  sufferings, 
and  appealing  to  the  Christian  charity  of  the  public ; 
and  to  his  pathetic  address  he  prefixed  this  most 
appropriate  text :  “  Thrice  was  I  beaten  with  rods. 
— 67.  Paul's  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians!'  He  did  not 
perceive  that,  though  St.  Paul  had  been  scourged, 
no  number  of  whippings,  however  severe,  will  of 
themselves  entitle  a  man  to  be  considered  as  an 
apostle.  Mr.  Sadler  seems  to  us  to  have  fallen  into 
a  somewhat  similar  error.  He  should  remember 
that,  though  Locke  may  have  been  laughed  at,  so 
has  Sir  Claudius  Hunter ;  and  that  it  takes  some¬ 
thing  more  than  the  laughter  of  all  the  world  to 
make  a  Locke. 

The  body  of  this  pamphlet  by  no  means  justifies 
the  parallel  so  modestly  insinuated  on  the  title-page. 
Yet  we  must  own  that,  though  Mr.  Sadler  has  not 
risen  to  the  level  of  Locke,  he  has  done  what  was 
almost  as  difficult,  if  not  as  honourable — he  has  fallen 
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below  his  own.  He  is  at  best  a  bad  writer.  His 
arrangement  is  an  elaborate  confusion.  His  style  has 
been  constructed,  with  great  care,  in  such  a  manner 
as  to  produce  the  least  possible  effect  by  means  of  the 
greatest  possible  number  of  words.  Aspiring  to  the 
exalted  character  of  a  Christian  philosopher,  he  can 
never  preserve  through  a  single  paragraph  either  the 
calmness  of  a  philosopher  or  the  meekness  of  a 
Christian.  His  ill-nature  would  make  a  very  little 
wit  formidable.  But,  happily,  his  efforts  to  wound 
resemble  those  of  a  juggler’s  snake.  The  bags  of 
poison  are  full,  but  the  fang  is  wanting.  In  this  foolish 
pamphlet,  all  the  unpleasant  peculiarities  of  his  style 
and  temper  are  brought  out  in  the  strongest  manner. 
He  is  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  in  a  paroxysm 
of  rage,  and  would  certainly  do  us  some  mischief  if 
he  knew  how.  We  will  give  a  single  instance  for  the 
present.  Others  will  present  themselves  as  we  pro¬ 
ceed.  We  laughed  at  some  doggerel  verses  which 
he  cited,  and  which  we,  never  having  seen  them  be¬ 
fore,  suspected  to  be  his  own.  We  are  now  sure  that, 
if  the  principle  on  which  Solomon  decided  a  famous 
case  of  filiation  were  correct,  there  can  be  no  doubt 
as  to  the  justice  of  our  suspicion.  Mr.  Sadler,  who, 
whatever  elements  of  the  poetical  character  he  may 
lack,  possesses  the  poetical  irritability  in  an  abundance 
which  might  have  sufficed  for  Homer  himself,  resolved 
to  retaliate  on  the  person,  who,  as  he  supposed,  had 
reviewed  him.  He  has,  accordingly,  ransacked  some 
collection  of  college  verses,  in  the  hope  of  finding, 
among  the  performances  of  his  supposed  antagonist, 
something  as  bad  as  his  own.  And  we  must  in  fair¬ 
ness  admit  that  he  has  succeeded  pretty  well.  We 
must  admit  that  the  gentleman  in  question  sometimes 
put  into  his  exercises,  at  seventeen,  almost  as  great 
nonsense  as  Mr.  Sadler  is  in  the  habit  of  putting  into 
his  books  at  sixty. 
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Mr.  Sadler  complains  that  we  have  devoted  whole 
pages  to  mere  abuse  of  him.  We  deny  the  charge. 
We  have,  indeed,  characterised,  in  terms  of  just  re¬ 
prehension,  that  spirit  which  shows  itself  in  every  part 
of  his  prolix  work.  Those  terms  of  reprehension  we 
are  by  no  means  inclined  to  retract ;  and  we  conceive 
that  we  might  have  used  much  stronger  expressions, 
without  the  least  offence  either  to  truth  or  to  decorum. 
There  is  a  limit  prescribed  to  us  by  our  sense  of  what 
is  due  to  ourselves.  But  we  think  that  no  indulgence 
is  due  to  Mr.  Sadler.  A  writer  who  distinctly  an¬ 
nounces  that  he  has  not  conformed  to  the  candour  of 
the  age — who  makes  it  his  boast  that  he  expresses 
himself  throughout  with  the  greatest  plainness  and 
freedom — and  whose  constant  practice  proves  that 
by  plainness  and  freedom  he  means  coarseness  and 
rancour — has  no  right  to  expect  that  others  shall  re¬ 
member  courtesies  which  he  has  forgotten,  or  shall 
respect  one  who  has  ceased  to  respect  himself. 

Mr.  Sadler  declares  that  he  has  never  vilified 
Mr.  Malthus  personally,  and  has  confined  himself  to 
attacking  the  doctrines  which  that  gentleman  main¬ 
tains.  We  should  wish  to  leave  that  point  to  the 
decision  of  all  who  have  read  Mr.  Sadler’s  book,  or 
any  twenty  pages  of  it.  To  quote  particular  instances 
of  a  temper  which  penetrates  and  inspires  the  whole 
work,  is  to  weaken  our  charge.  Yet,  that  we  may 
not  be  suspected  of  flinching,  we  will  give  two  speci¬ 
mens, — the  two  first  which  occur  to  our  recollection. 
“  Whose  minister  is  it  that  speaks  thus  ?  ”  says  Mr. 
Sadler,  after  misrepresenting  in  a  most  extraordinary 
manner,  though,  we  are  willing  to  believe,  uninten¬ 
tionally,  one  of  the  positions  of  Mr.  Malthus.  “  Whose 
minister  is  it  that  speaks  thus  ?  That  of  the  lover 
and  avenger  of  little  children  ?  ”  Again,  Mr.  Malthus 
recommends,  erroneously  perhaps,  but  assuredly  from 
humane  motives,  that  alms,  when  given,  should  be 
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given  very  sparingly.  Mr.  Sadler  quotes  the  recom¬ 
mendation,  and  adds  the  following  courteous  com¬ 
ment  : — “  The  tender  mercies  of  the  wicked  are 
cruel.”  We  cannot  think  that  a  writer  who  indulges 
in  these  indecent  and  unjust  attacks  on  professional 
and  personal  character  has  any  right  to  complain  of 
our  sarcasms  on  his  metaphors  and  rhymes. 

We  will  now  proceed  to  examine  the  reply  which 
Mr.  Sadler  has  thought  fit  to  make  to  our  arguments. 
He  begins  by  attacking  our  remarks  on  the  origin  of 
evil.  They  are,  says  he,  too  profound  for  common 
apprehension  ;  and  he  hopes  that  they  are  too  pro¬ 
found  for  our  own.  That  they  seem  profound  to 
him  we  can  well  believe.  Profundity,  in  its  secondary 
as  in  its  primary  sense,  is  a  relative  term.  When 
Grildrig  was  nearly  drowned  in  the  Brobdingnagian 
cream-jug  he  doubtless  thought  it  very  deep.  But  to 
common  apprehension  our  reasoning  would,  we  are 
persuaded,  appear  perfectly  simple. 

The  theory  of  Mr.  Malthus,  says  Mr.  Sadler,  cannot 
be  true,  because  it  asserts  the  existence  of  a  great 
and  terrible  evil,  and  is  therefore  inconsistent  with 
the  goodness  of  God.  We  answer  thus.  We  know 
that  there  are  in  the  world  great  and  terrible  evils. 
In  spite  of  these  evils,  we  believe  in  the  goodness  of 
God.  Why  may  we  not  then  continue  to  believe  in 
his  goodness,  though  another  evil  should  be  added 
to  the  list  ? 

How  does  Mr.  Sadler  answer  this?  Merely  by 
telling  us  that  we  are  too  wicked  to  be  reasoned  with. 
He  completely  shrinks  from  the  question  ;  a  ques¬ 
tion,  be  it  remembered,  not  raised  by  us — a  question 
which  we  should  have  felt  strong  objections  to  raising 
unnecessarily — a  question  put  forward  by  himself, 
as  intimately  connected  with  the  subject  of  his  two 
ponderous  volumes.  He  attempts  to  carp  at  detached 
parts  .of  our  .reasoning  on  the  subject.  .With  what 
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success  he  carries  on  this  guerilla  war  after  declining 
a  general  action  with  the  main  body  of  our  argument 
our  readers  shall  see. 

“The  reviewer  sends  me  to  Paley,  who  is,  I  confess, 
rather  more  intelligible  on  the  subject,  and  who,  fortunately, 
has  decided  the  very  point  in  dispute.  I  will  first  give  the 
words  of  the  reviewer,  who,  when  speaking  of  my  general 
argument  regarding  the  magnitude  of  the  evils,  moral  and 
physical,  implied  in  the  theory  I  oppose,  sums  up  his  ideas 
thus  : — ‘  Mr.  Sadler  says,  that  it  is  not  a  light  or  transient 
evil,  but  a  great  and  permanent  evil.  What  then?  The 
question  of  the  origin  of  evil  is  a  question  of  ay  or  no,— 
not  a  question  of  more  or  less.’  But  what  says  Paley  ? 
His  express  rule  is  this,  that  ‘  when  we  cannot  resolve  all 
appearances  into  benevolence  of  design,  we  make  the  few 
give  place  to  the  many,  the  little  to  the  great  ;  that  we 
take  our  judgment  from  a  large  and  decided  preponderancy .’ 
Now  in  weighing  these  two  authorities  directly  at  issue  on 
this  point,  I  think  there  will  be  little  trouble  in  determining 
which  we  shall  make  ‘  to  give  place  ;  ’  or,  if  we  ‘  look  to  a 
large  and  decided  preponderancy  ’  of  either  talent,  learning, 
or  benevolence,  from  whom  we  shall  ‘  take  our  judgment.’ 
The  effrontery,  or,  to  speak  more  charitably,  the  ignorance 
of  a  reference  to  Paley  on  this  subject,  and  in  this  instance, 
is  really  marvellous.” 

Now,  does  not  Mr.  Sadler  see  that  the  very  words 
which  he  quotes  from  Paley  contain  in  themselves 
a  refutation  of  his  whole  argument  ?  Paley  says, 
indeed,  as  every  man  in  his  senses  would  say,  that  in 
a  certain  case,  which  he  has  specified,  the  more  and 
the  less  come  into  question.  But  in  what  case  ? 
“  When  we  cannot  resolve  all  appearances  into  the 
benevolence  of  design.”  It  is  better  that  there  should 
be  a  little  evil  than  a  great  deal  of  evil.  This  is  self- 
evident.  But  it  is  also  self-evident  that  no  evil  is 
better  than  a  little  evil.  Why,  then,  is  there  any 
evil  ?  It  is  a  mystery  which  we  cannot  solve. 
It  is  a  mystery  which  Paley,  by  the  very  words 
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which  Mr.  Sadler  has  quoted,  acknowledges  him¬ 
self  unable  to  solve  ;  and  it  is  because  he  cannot 
solve  that  mystery  that  he  proceeds  to  take  into  con¬ 
sideration  the  more  and  the  less.  Believing  in  the 
divine  goodness,  we  must  necessarily  believe  that  the 
evils  which  exist  are  necessary  to  avert  greater  evils. 
But  what  those  greater  evils  are  we  do  not  know. 
How  the  happiness  of  any  part  of  the  sentient  crea¬ 
tion  would  be  in  any  respect  diminished  if,  for  ex¬ 
ample,  children  cut  their  teeth  without  pain,  we 
cannot  understand.  The  case  is  exactly  the  same 
with  the  principle  of  Mr.  Malthus.  If  superfecundity 
exists,  it  exists,  no  doubt,  because  it  is  a  less  evil 
than  some  other  evil  which  otherwise  would  exist. 
Can  Mr.  Sadler  prove  that  this  is  an  impossibility  ? 

One  single  expression  which  Mr.  Sadler  employs 
on  this  subject  is  sufficient  to  show  how  utterly  in¬ 
competent  he  is  to  discuss  it.  “  On  the  Christian 
hypothesis,”  says  he,  “  no  doubt  exists  as  to  the  origin 
of  evil.”  He  does  not,  we  think,  understand  what  is 
meant  by  the  origin  of  evil.  The  Christian  Scrip¬ 
tures  profess  to  give  no  solution  of  that  mystery. 
They  relate  facts ;  but  they  leave  the  metaphysical 
question  undetermined.  They  tell  us  that  man  fell ; 
but  why  he  was  not  so  constituted  as  to  be  in¬ 
capable  of  falling,  or  why  the  Supreme  Being  has  not 
mitigated  the  consequences  of  the  Fall  more  than 
they  actually  have  been  mitigated,  the  Scriptures 
did  not  tell  us,  and,  it  may  without  presumption  be 
said,  could  not  tell  us,  unless  we  had  been  creatures 
different  from  what  we  are.  There  is  something, 
either  in  the  nature  of  our  faculties  or  in  the  nature 
of  the  machinery  employed  by  us  for  the  purpose  of 
reasoning,  which  condemns  us,  on  this  and  similar 
subjects,  to  hopeless  ignorance.  Man  can  under¬ 
stand  these  high  matters  only  by  ceasing  to  be  man, 
just  as  a  fly  can  understand  a  lemma  of  Newton  only 
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by  ceasing  to  be  a  fly.  To  make  it  an  objection  to 
the  Christian  system  that  it  gives  us  no  solution  of 
these  difficulties,  is  to  make  it  an  objection  to  the 
Christian  system  that  it  is  a  system  formed  for 
human  beings.  Of  the  puzzles  of  the  Academy, 
there  is  not  one  which  does  not  apply  as  strongly  to 
Deism  as  to  Christianity,  and  to  Atheism  as  to 
Deism.  There  are  difficulties  in  everything.  Yet 
we  are  sure  that  something  must  be  true. 

If  revelation  speaks  on  the  subject  of  the  origin 
of  evil  it  speaks  only  to  discourage  dogmatism  and 
temerity.  In  the  most  ancient,  the  most  beautiful, 
and  the  most  profound  of  all  works  on  the  subject, 
the  Book  of  Job,  both  the  sufferer  who  complains  of 
the  divine  government,  and  the  injudicious  advisers 
who  attempt  to  defend  it  on  wrong  principles,  are 
silenced  by  the  voice  of  supreme  wisdom,  and  re¬ 
minded  that  the  question  is  beyond  the  reach  of 
the  human  intellect.  St.  Paul  silences  the  supposed 
objector,  who  strives  to  force  him  into  controversy, 
in  the  same  manner.  The  church  has  been,  ever  since 
the  apostolic  times,  agitated  by  this  question,  and  by 
a  question  which  is  inseparable  from  it,  the  question 
of  fate  and  free-will.  The  greatest  theologians  and 
philosophers  have  acknowledged  that  these  things 
were  too  high  for  them,  and  have  contented  them¬ 
selves  with  hinting  at  what  seemed  to  be  the  most 
probable  solution.  What  says  Johnson  ?  “  All  our 

effort  ends  in  belief  that  for  the  evils  of  life  there  is 
some  good  reason,  and  in  confession  that  the  reason 
cannot  be  found.”  What  says  Paley  ?  “  Of  the 

origin  of  evil  no  universal  solution  has  been  dis¬ 
covered.  I  mean  no  solution  which  reaches  to  all 
cases  of  complaint. — The  consideration  of  general 
laws,  although  it  may  concern  the  question  of  the 
origin  of  evil  very  nearly,  which  I  think  it  does,  rests 
ip  views  disproportionate  to  our  faculties,  and  in  a 
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knowledge  which  we  do  not  possess.  It  serves  rather 
to  account  for  the  obscurity  of  the  subject,  than  to 
supply  us  with  distinct  answers  to  our  difficulties.” 
What  says  presumptuous  ignorance?  “No  doubt 
whatever  exists  as  to  the  origin  of  evil.”  It  is  re¬ 
markable  that  Mr.  Sadler  does  not  tell  us  what  his 
solution  is.  The  world,  we  suspect,  will  lose  little  by 
his  silence. 

He  falls  on  the  Reviewer  again. 

“  Though  I  have  shown,”  says  he,  “  and  on  authorities 
from  which  none  can  lightly  differ,  not  only  the  cruelty  and 
immorality  which  this  system  necessarily  involves,  but  its 
most  revolting  feature,  its  gross  partiality,  he  has  wholly 
suppressed  this,  the  most  important  part  of  my  argument ; 
as  even  the  bare  notice  of  it  would  have  instantly  exposed 
the  sophistry  to  which  he  has  had  recourse.  If,  however, 
he  would  fairly  meet  the  whole  question,  let  him  show  me 
that  ‘hydrophobia,’  which  he  gives  as  an  example  of  the 
laws  of  God  and  nature,  is  a  calamity  to  which  the  poor 
alone  are  liable ;  or  that  *  malaria,’  which,  with  singular 
infelicity,  he  has  chosen  as  an  illustration  of  the  fancied 
evils  of  population,  is  a  respecter  of  persons.” 

We  said  nothing  about  this  argument,  as  Mr. 
Sadler  calls  it,  merely  because  we  did  not  think  it 
worth  while ;  and  we  are  half  ashamed  to  say  any 
thing  about  it  now.  But,  since  Mr.  Sadler  is  so 
urgent  for  an  answer,  he  shall  have  one.  If  there  is 
evil,  it  must  be  either  partial  or  universal.  Which  is 
the  better  of  the  two  ?  Hydrophobia,  says  this  great 
philosopher,  is  no  argument  against  the  divine  good¬ 
ness,  because  mad  dogs  bite  rich  and  poor  alike  ; 
but,  if  the  rich  were  exempted,  and  only  nine  people 
suffered  for  ten  who  suffer  now,  hydrophobia  would 
forthwith,  simply  because  it  would  produce  less  evil 
than  at  present,  become  an  argument  against  the 
divine  goodness  !  To  state  such  a  proposition,  is  to 
refute  it.  And  is  not  the  malaria  a  respecter  of 
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persons  ?  It  infests  Rome.  Does  it  infest  London  ? 
There  are  complaints  peculiar  to  the  tropical  coun¬ 
tries.  There  are  others  which  are  found  only  in 
mountainous  districts  ;  others  which  are  confined  to 
marshy  regions ;  others  again  which  run  in  par¬ 
ticular  families.  Is  not  this  partiality  ?  Why  is  it 
more  inconsistent  with  the  divine  goodness  that  poor 
men  should  suffer  an  evil  from  which  rich  men  are 
exempt,  than  that  a  particular  portion  of  the  com¬ 
munity  should  inherit  gout,  scrofula,  insanity,  and 
other  maladies  ?  And  are  there  no  miseries  under 
which,  in  fact,  the  poor  alone  are  suffering?  Mr. 
Sadler  himself  acknowledges,  in  this  very  paragraph, 
that  there  are  such ;  but  he  tells  us  that  these  ca¬ 
lamities  are  the  effects  of  misgovernment,  and  that 
this  misgovernment  is  the  effect  of  political  economy. 
Be  it  so.  But  does  he  not  see  that  he  is  only  re¬ 
moving  the  difficulty  one  step  farther?  Why  does 
Providence  suffer  men,  whose  minds  are  filled  with 
false  and  pernicious  notions,  to  have  power  in  the 
state  ?  For  good  ends,  we  doubt  not,  if  the  fact  be 
so ;  but  for  ends  inscrutable  to  us,  who  see  only  a 
small  part  of  the  vast  scheme,  and  who  see  that  small 
part  only  for  a  short  period.  Does  Mr.  Sadler  doubt 
that  the  Supreme  Being  has  power  as  absolute  over 
the  revolutions  of  political  as  over  the  organisation  of 
natural  bodies  ?  Surely  not :  and,  if  not,  we  do  not 
see  that  he  vindicates  the  ways  of  Providence  by 
attributing  the  distresses,  which  the  poor,  as  he  con¬ 
fesses,  endure,  to  an  error  in  legislation  rather  than 
to  a  law  of  physiology.  Turn  the  question  as  we 
may,  disguise  it  as  we  may,  we  shall  find  that  it  at 
last  resolves  itself  into  the  same  great  enigma, — the 
origin  of  physical  and  moral  evil :  an  enigma  which 
the  highest  human  intellects  have  given  up  in  de¬ 
spair,  but  which  Mr.  Sadler  thinks  himself  perfectly 
'able  .to.  solve.  .  .  -  . . 
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He  next  accuses  us  of  having  paused  long  on 
verbal  criticism.  We  certainly  did  object  to  his 
improper  use  of  the  words  “  inverse  variation.” 
Mr.  Sadler  complains  of  this  with  his  usual  bitter¬ 
ness. 

“Now  what  is  the  Reviewer’s  quarrel  with  me  on  this 
occasion?  That  he  does  not  understand  the  meaning  of 
my  terms  ?  No.  He  acknowledges  the  contrary.  That  I 
have  not  fully  explained  the  sense  in  which  I  have  used 
them  ?  No.  An  explanation,  he  knows,  is  immediately 
subjoined,  though  he  has  carefully  suppressed  it.  That  I 
have  varied  the  sense  in  which  I  have  applied  them?  No. 
I  challenge  him  to  show  it.  But  he  nevertheless  goes  on 
for  many  pages  together  in  arguing  against  what  he  knows, 
and,  in  fact,  acknowledges,  I  did  not  mean  ;  and  then  turns 
round  and  argues  again,  though  much  more  feebly,  indeed, 
against  what  he  says  I  did  mean  !  Now,  even  had  I  been 
in  error  as  to  the  use  of  a  word,  I  appeal  to  the  reader 
whether  such  an  unworthy  and  disingenuous  course  would 
not,  if  generally  pursued,  make  controversy  on  all  subjects, 
however  important,  that  into  which,  in  such  hands,  it  always 
degenerates — a  dispute  about  words.” 

The  best  way  to  avoid  controversies  about  words 
is  to  use  words  in  their  proper  senses.  Mr.  Sadler 
may  think  our  objection  captious  ;  but  how  he  can 
think  it  disingenuous  we  do  not  well  understand.  If 
we  had  represented  him  as  meaning  what  we  knew 
that  he  did  not  mean,  we  should  have  acted  in  a 
disgraceful  manner.  But  we  did  not  represent  him, 
and  he  allows  that  we  did  not  represent  him,  as 
meaning  what  he  did  not  mean.  We  blamed  him, 
and  with  perfect  justice  and  propriety,  for  saying 
what  he  did  not  mean.  Every  man  has  in  one  sense 
a  right  to  define  his  own  terms  ;  that  is  to  say,  if  he 
chooses  to  call  one  two,  and  two  seven,  it  would  be 
absurd  to  charge  him  with  false  arithmetic  for  saying 
that  seven  is  the  double  of  one.  But  it  would  be 
perfectly  fair  to  blame  him  for  changing  the  esta- 
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Wished  sense  of  words.  The  words  “  inverse  varia¬ 
tion,”  in  matters  not  purely  scientific,  have  often  been 
used  in  the  loose  way  in  which  Mr.  Sadler  has  used 
them.  But  we  shall  be  surprised  if  he  can  find  a 
single  instance  of  their  having  been  so  used  in  a 
matter  of  pure  arithmetic. 

We  will  illustrate  our  meaning  thus.  Lord  Thur- 
low,  in  one  of  his  speeches  about  Indian  affairs,  said 
that  one  Hastings  was  worth  twenty  Macartneys. 
He  might,  with  equal  propriety,  have  said  ten  Macart¬ 
neys  or  a  hundred  Macartneys.  Nor  would  there 
have  been  the  least  inconsistency  in  his  using  all  the 
three  expressions  in  one  speech.  But  would  this  be 
an  excuse  for  a  financier  who,  in  a  matter  of  account, 
should  reason  as  if  ten,  twenty,  and  a  hundred  were 
the  same  number  ? 

Mr.  Sadler  tells  us  that  he  purposely  avoided  the 
use  of  the  word  proportion  in  stating  his  principle. 
He  seems,  therefore,  to  allow  that  the  word  proportion 
would  have  been  improper.  Yet  he  did  in  fact  employ 
it  in  explaining  his  principle,  accompanied  with  an 
awkward  explanation  intended  to  signify  that,  though 
he  said  proportion,  he  meant  something  quite  different 
from  proportion.  We  should  not  have  said  so  much 
on  this  subject,  either  in  our  former  article,  or  at 
present,  but  that  there  is  in  all  Mr.  Sadler’s  writings 
an  air  of  scientific  pedantry,  which  renders  his  errors 
fair  game.  We  will  now  let  the  matter  rest ;  and, 
instead  of  assailing  Mr.  Sadler  with  our  verbal  criti¬ 
cism,  proceed  to  defend  ourselves  against  his  literal 
criticism. 

“  The  Reviewer  promised  his  readers  that  some  curious 
results  should  follow  from  his  shuffling.  We  will  enable 
him  to  keep  his  word. 

“  ‘  In  two  English  counties,’  says  he,  ‘  which  contain 
from  50  to  100  inhabitants  on  the  square  mile,  the  births 
to  100  marriages  are,  according  to  Mr.  Sadler,  420  ;  but  in 
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44  departments  of  France,  in  which  there  are  from  one  to 
two  hecatares  [hectares]  to  each  inhabitant,  that  is  to  say,  in 
which  the  population  is  from  125  to  250,  or  rather  more, 
to  the  square  mile,  the  number  of  births  to  one  hundred 
marriages  is  423  and  a  fraction.’ 

“  The  first  curious  result  is,  that  our  Reviewer  is  ignorant, 
not  only  of  the  name,  but  of  the  extent,  of  a  French  hectare ; 
otherwise  he  is  guilty  of  a  practice  which,  even  if  transferred 
to  the  gambling-table,  would,  I  presume,  prevent  him  from 
being  allowed  ever  to  shuffle,  even  there,  again.  He  was 
most  ready  to  pronounce  upon  a  mistake  of  one  per  cent, 
in  a  calculation  of  mine,  the  difference  in  no  wise  affecting 
the  argument  in  hand  ;  but  here  I  must  inform  him,  that 
his  error,  whether  wilfully  or  ignorantly  put  forth,  involves 
his  entire  argument. 

“  The  French  hectare  I  had  calculated  to  contain 
107708^  English  square  feet,  or  2  AYoVo  acres  ;  Dr.  Kelly 
takes  it,  on  authority  which  he  gives,  at  107  644Ty030902030 
English  square  feet,  or  2  ^oVoVo  acres.  The  last  French 
Annuaires,  however,  state  it,  I  perceive,  as  being  equal  to 
2iVooeoV\  acres.  The  difference  is  very  trifling,  and  will 
not  in  the  slightest  degree  cover  our  critic’s  error.  The 
first  calculation  gives  about  258-^5-  hectares  to  an  English 
square  mile  ;  the  second,  258^ ;  the  last,  or  French  cal¬ 
culation,  258-,^.  When,  therefore,  the  Reviewer  calculates 
the  population  of  the  departments  of  France  thus :  ‘  from 
one  to  two  hectares  to  each  inhabitant,  that  is  to  say,  in 
which  the  population  is  from  125  to  250,  or  rather  more, 
to  the  square  mile ;  ’  his  ‘  that  is  to  say  ’  is  that  which  he 
ought  not  to  have  said — no  rare  case  with  him,  as  we  shall 
show  throughout.” 

We  must  inform  Mr.  Sadler,  in  the  first  place, 
that  we  inserted  the  vowel  which  amuses  him  so 
much,  not  from  ignorance  or  from  carelessness,  but 
advisedly,  and  in  conformity  with  the  practice  of 
several  respectable  writers.  He  will  find  the  word 
hecatare  in  Rees’s  Cyclopaedia.  He  will  find  it  also 
in  Dr.  Young.  We  prefer  the  form  which  we  have 
employed,  because  it  is  etymologically  correct.  -Mr. 
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Sadler  seems  not  to  know  that  a  hecatare  is  so  called, 
because  it  contains  a  hundred  ares. 

We  were  perfectly  acquainted  with  the  extent  as 
well  as  with  the  name  of  a  hecatare.  Is  it  at  all 
strange  that  we  should  use  the  words  “  250,  or  rather 
more,”  in  speaking  of  258  and  a  fraction  ?  Do  not 
people  constantly  employ  round  numbers  with  still 
greater  looseness,  in  translating  foreign  distances  and 
foreign  money?  If,  indeed,  as  Mr.  Sadler  says,  the 
difference  which  he  chooses  to  call  an  error  involved 
the  entire  argument,  or  any  part  of  the  argument,  we 
should  have  been  guilty  of  gross  unfairness.  But  it 
is  not  so.  The  difference  between  258  and  250,  as 
even  Mr.  Sadler  would  see  if  he  were  not  blind  with 
fury,  was  a  difference  to  his  advantage.  Our  point 
was  this.  The  fecundity  of  a  dense  population  in 
certain  departments  of  France  is  greater  than  that  of 
a  thinly  scattered  population  in  certain  counties  of 
England.  The  more  dense,  therefore,  the  popula¬ 
tion  in  those  departments  of  France,  the  stronger 
was  our  case.  By  putting  250,  instead  of  258,  we 
understated  our  case.  Mr.  Sadler’s  correction  of  our 
orthography  leads  us  to  suspect  that  he  knows 
very  little  of  Greek  ;  and  his  correction  of  our  cal¬ 
culation  quite  satisfies  us  that  he  knows  very  little 
of  logic. 

But,  to  come  to  the  gist  of  the  controversy.  Our 
argument,  drawn  from  Mr.  Sadler’s  own  tables, 
remains  absolutely  untouched.  He  makes  excuses 
indeed  ;  for  an  excuse  is  the  last  thing  that  Mr. 
Sadler  will  ever  want.  There  is  something  half 
laughable  and  half  provoking  in  the  facility  with 
which  he  asserts  and  retracts,  says  and  unsays,  exactly 
as  suits  his  argument.  Sometimes  the  register  of 
baptisms  is  imperfect,  and  sometimes  the  register 
of  burials.  Then  again  these  registers  become  all  at 
once  exact  almost  to  an  unit.  He  brings  forward  a 
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census  of  Prussia  in  proof  of  his  theory.  We  show 
that  it  directly  confutes  his  theory ;  and  it  forthwith 
becomes  “notoriously  and  grossly  defective.”  The 
census  of  the  Netherlands  is  not  to  be  easily  dealt 
with;  and  the  census  of  the  Netherlands  is  therefore 
pronounced  inaccurate.  In  his  book  on  the  Law  of 
Population,  he  tells  us  that  “in  the  slave-holding 
States  of  America,  the  male  slaves  constitute  a  de¬ 
cided  majority  of  that  unfortunate  class.”  This  fact 
we  turned  against  him  ;  and,  forgetting  that  he  had 
himself  stated  it,  he  tells  us  that  “  it  is  as  erroneous 
as  many  other  ideas  which  we  entertain,”  and  that 
“he  will  venture  to  assert  that  the  female  slaves  were, 
at  the  nubile  age,  as  numerous  as  the  males.”  The 
increase  of  the  negroes  in  the  United  States  puzzles 
him  ;  and  he  creates  a  vast  slave-trade  to  solve  it. 
He  confounds  together  things  perfectly  different ;  the 
slave-trade  carried  on  under  the  American  flag,  and 
the  slave-trade  carried  on  for  the  supply  of  the 
American  soil, — the  slave-trade  with  Africa,  and  the 
internal  slave-trade  between  the  different  States.  He 
exaggerates  a  few  occasional  acts  of  smuggling  into 
an  immense  and  regular  importation,  and  makes  his 
escape  as  well  as  he  can  under  cover  of  this  hubbub 
of  words.  Documents  are  authentic  and  facts  true 
precisely  in  proportion  to  the  support  which  they 
afford  to  his  theory.  This  is  one  way,  undoubtedly, 
of  making  books :  but  we  question  much  whether  it 
be  the  way  to  make  discoveries. 

As  to  the  inconsistencies  which  we  pointed  out 
between  his  theory  and  his  own  tables,  he  finds  no 
difficulty  in  explaining  them  away  or  facing  them 
out.  In  one  case  there  would  have  been  no  con¬ 
tradiction  if,  instead  of  taking  one  of  his  tables,  we 
had  multiplied  the  number  of  three  tables  together, 
and  taken  the  average.  Another  would  never  have 
existed  if  there  had  not  been  a  great  migration  of 
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people  into  Lancashire.  Another  is  not  to  be  got 
over  by  any  device.  But  then  it  is  very  small,  and 
of  no  consequence  to  the  argument. 

Here,  indeed,  he  is  perhaps  right.  The  incon¬ 
sistencies  which  we  noticed  were,  in  themselves,  of 
little  moment.  We  gave  them  as  samples, — as  mere 
hints,  to  caution  those  of  our  readers  who  might  also 
happen  to  be  readers  of  Mr  Sadler  against  being 
deceived  by  his  packing.  He  complains  of  the  word 
packing.  We  repeat  it ;  and,  since  he  has  defied 
us  to  the  proof,  we  will  go  fully  into  the  question 
which,  in  our  last  article,  we  only  glanced  at,  and 
prove,  in  such  a  manner  as  shall  not  leave  even  to 
Mr.  Sadler  any  shadow  of  excuse,  that  his  theory 
owes  its  speciousness  to  packing,  and  to  packing 
alone. 

That  our  readers  may  fully  understand  our  reason¬ 
ing,  we  will  again  state  what  Mr.  Sadler’s  proposition 
is.  He  asserts  that,  on  a  given  space,  the  number  of 
children  to  a  marriage  becomes  less  and  less  as  the 
population  becomes  more  and  more  numerous. 

We  will  begin  with  the  censuses  of  France  given 
by  Mr.  Sadler.  By  joining  the  departments  together 
in  combinations  which  suit  his  purpose,  he  has  con¬ 
trived  to  produce  three  tables,  which  he  presents  as 
decisive  proofs  of  his  theory. 

The  first  is  as  follows  : — 

“  The  legitimate  births  are,  in  those  departments  where 
there  are  to  each  inhabitant — 


From  4  to  5  hects.  (2  departs. 

to  every  1000  marriages  . 

5130 

—  3  to  4  . 

.  (3  do.)  . 

• 

4372 

—  2  to  3  . 

.  (30  do.)  . 

. 

42S0 

—  1  to  2  . 

.  (44  do.)  . 

. 

4234 

—  -06  to  1  . 

.  (S  do.)  . 

• 

4146 

—  and  -06 . 

.  (1  do.)  . 

• 

2657 

The  two  other  computations  he  has  given  in  one 
table.  We  subjoin  it. 

VOL.  VIII  D 
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Hect.  to  each 
Inhabitant. 

Number  of 
Departments. 

Legit.  Births  to 
ioo  Marriages. 

Legit.  Births  to 
100  Mar.  (1826.) 

4  to  S 

2 

497 

397 

3  to  4 

3 

439 

389 

2  to  3 

30 

424 

379 

I  to  2 

44 

420 

375 

under  I 

5 

415 

372 

and  -o6 

I 

263 

253 

These  tables,  as  we  said  in  our  former  article, 
certainly  look  well  for  Mr.  Sadler’s  theory.  “  Do 
they  ?  ”  says  he.  “  Assuredly  they  do  ;  and  in  ad¬ 
mitting  this,  the  Reviewer  has  admitted  the  theory  to 
be  proved.”  We  cannot  absolutely  agree  to  this.  A 
theory  is  not  proved,  we  must  tell  Mr.  Sadler,  merely 
because  the  evidence  in  its  favour  looks  well  at  first 
sight.  There  is  an  old  proverb,  very  homely  in  ex¬ 
pression,  but  well  deserving  to  be  had  in  constant 
remembrance  by  all  men,  engaged  either  in  action  or 
in  speculation — “  One  story  is  good  till  another  is 
told  !  ” 

We  affirm,  then,  that  the  results  which  these  tables 
present,  and  which  seem  so  favourable  to  Mr.  Sadler’s 
theory,  are  produced  by  packing,  and  by  packing 
alone. 

In  the  first  place,  if  we  look  at  the  departments 
singly,  the  whole  is  in  disorder.  About  the  depart¬ 
ment  in  which  Paris  is  situated  there  is  no  dispute : 
Mr.  Malthus  distinctly  admits  that  great  cities  pre¬ 
vent  propagation.  There  remain  eighty-four  depart¬ 
ments  ;  and  of  these  there  is  not,  we  believe,  a  single 
one  in  the  place  which,  according  to  Mr.  Sadler’s 
principle,  it  ought  to  occupy. 

That  which  ought  to  be  highest  in  fecundity  is 
tenth  in  one  table,  fourteenth  in  another,  and  only 
thirty-first  according  to  the  third.  That  which  ought 
to  be  third  is  twenty-second  by  the  table,  which  places 
'  it  highest.  That  which  ought  to  be  fourth  is  fortieth 
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by  the  table,  which  places  it  highest.  That  which 
ought  to  be  eighth  is  fiftieth  or  sixtieth.  That  which 
ought  to  be  tenth  from  the  top  is  at-  about  the  same 
distance  from  the  bottom.  On  the  other  hand,  that 
which,  according  to  Mr.  Sadler’s  principle,  ought  to 
be  last  but  two  of  all  the  eighty-four  is  third  in  two 
of  the  tables,  and  seventh  in  that  which  places  it 
lowest ;  and  that  which  ought  to  be  last  is,  in  one  of 
Mr.  Sadler’s  tables,  above  that  which  ought  to  be  first, 
in  two  of  them,  above  that  which  ought  to  be  third, 
and,  in  all  of  them,  above  that  which  ought  to  be 
fourth. 

By  dividing  the  departments  in  a  particular  man¬ 
ner,  Mr.  Sadler  has  produced  results  which  he  contem¬ 
plates  with  great  satisfaction.  But,  if  we  draw  the 
lines  a  little  higher  up  or  a  little  lower  down,  we  shall 
find  that  all  his  calculations  are  thrown  into  utter 
confusion  ;  and  that  the  phaenomena,  if  they  indicate 
any  thing,  indicate  a  law  the  very  reverse  of  that 
which  he  has  propounded. 

Let  us  take,  for  example,  the  thirty-two  depart¬ 
ments,  as  they  stand  in  Mr.  Sadler’s  table,  from 
Lozere  to  Meuse  inclusive,  and  divide  them  into  two 
sets  of  sixteen  departments  each.  The  set  from 
Lozere  and  Loiret  inclusive  consists  of  those  depart¬ 
ments  in  which  the  space  to  each  inhabitant  is 
from  3'8  hecatares  to  2'42.  The  set  from  Cantal  to 
Meuse  inclusive  consists  of  those  departments  in 
which  the  space  to  each  inhabitant  is  from  24.2 
hecatares  to  2-07.  That  is  to  say,  in  the  former  set 
the  inhabitants  are  from  68  to  107  on  the  square  mile, 
or  thereabouts.  In  the  latter  they  are  from  107  to 
125.  Therefore,  on  Mr.  Sadler’s  principle,  the  fecun¬ 
dity  ought  to  be  smaller  in  the  latter  set  than  in  the 
former.  It  is,  however,  greater,  and  that  in  every  one 
of  Mr.  Sadler’s  three  tables. 

Let  us  now  go  a  little  lower  down,  and  take 
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another  set  of  sixteen  departments — those  which  lie 
together  in  Mr.  Sadler’s  tables,  from  Herault  to  Jura 
inclusive.  Here  •the  population  is  still  thicker  than 
in  the  second  of  those  sets  which  we  before  compared. 
The  fecundity,  therefore,  ought,  on  Mr.  Sadler’S  prin¬ 
ciple,  to  be  less  than  in  that  set.  But  it  is  again 
greater,  and  that  in  all  Mr.  Sadler’s  three  tables.  We 
have  a  regularly  ascending  series,  where,  if  his  theory 
had  any  truth  in  it,  we  ought  to  have  a  regularly 
descending  series.  We  will  give  the  results  of  our 
calculation. 

The  number  of  children  to  1000  marriages  is — 


First  Table. 

Second  Table. 

Third  Table. 

In  the  sixteen  departments 
where  there  are  from  68  to 
107  people  on  a  square  mile 

4188 

4226 

3780 

In  the  sixteen  departments 
where  there  are  from  107  to 
125  people  on  a  square  mile 

4374 

4332 

3855 

In  the  sixteen  departments 
where  there  are  from  134  to 

1 55  people  on  a  square  mile 

4484 

4416 

3914 

We  will  give  another  instance,  if  possible  still 
more  decisive.  We  will  take  the  three  departments 
of  France  which  ought,  on  Mr.  Sadler’s  principle, 
to  be  the  lowest  in  fecundity  of  all  the  eighty-five, 
saving  only  that  in  which  Paris  stands  ;  and  we  will 
compare  them  with  the  three  departments  in  which 
the  fecundity  ought,  according  to  him,  to  be  greater 
than  in  any  other  department  of  France,  two  only 
excepted.  We  will  compare  Bas  Rhin,  Rhone,  and 
Nord,  with  Loz^re,  Landes,  and  Indre.  In  Lozere, 
Landes,  and  Indre,  the  population  is  from  68  to  84 
on  the  square  mile,  or  nearly  so.  In  Bas  Rhin, 
Rhone,  and  Nord,  it  is  from  300  to  417  on  the 
square  mile.  There  cannot  be  a  more  overwhelming 
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answer  to  Mr.  Sadler’s  theory  than  the  table  which 
we  subjoin  : 

The  number  of  births  to  1000  marriages  is— 


First  Table. 

Second  Table. 

Third  Table. 

In  the  three  departments  in 
which  there  are  from  68  to 
84  people  on  the  square  mile 

4372 

4390 

3890 

In  the  three  departments  in 
which  there  are  from  300 
to  417  people  on  the  square 
mile . 

4457 

4SIO 

4060 

These  are  strong  cases.  But  we  have  a  still 
stronger  case.  Take  the  whole  of  the  third,  fourth, 
and  fifth  divisions  into  which  Mr.  Sadler  has  por¬ 
tioned  out  the  French  departments.  These  three 
divisions  make  up  almost  the  whole  kingdom  of 
France.  They  contain  seventy-nine  out  of  the  eighty- 
five  departments.  Mr.  Sadler  has  contrived  to  divide 
them  in  such  a  manner  that,  to  a  person  who  looks 
merely  at  his  averages,  the  fecundity  seems  to  di¬ 
minish  as  the  population  thickens.  We  will  separate 
them  into  two  parts  instead  of  three.  We  will  draw 
the  line  between  the  department  of  Gironde  and  that 
of  H^rault.  On  the  one  side  are  the  thirty-two  de¬ 
partments  from  Cher  to  Gironde  inclusive.  On  the 
other  side  are  the  forty-six  departments  from  H^rault 
to  Nord  inclusive.  In  all  the  departments  of  the 
former  set,  the  population  is  under  132  on  the  square 
mile.  In  all  the  departments  of  the  latter  set,  it  is 
above  132  on  the  square  mile.  It  is  clear  that,  if 
there  be  one  word  of  truth  in  Mr.  Sadler’s  theory,  the 
fecundity  in  the  latter  of  these  divisions  must  be  very 
decidedly  smaller  than  in  the  former.  Is  it  so?  It 
is,  on  the  contrary,  greater  in  all  the  three  tables. 
We  give  the  result. 

The  number  of  births  to  1000  marriages  is — 
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First  Table. 

Second  Table. 

Third  Table. 

In  the  thirty-two  departments 
in  which  there  are  from  86 
to  132  people  on  the  square 
mile  ..... 

4210 

4199 

3760 

In  the  forty-seven  departments 
in  which  there  are  from  1 32 
to  417  people  on  the  square 
mile  ..... 

4250 

4224 

3766 

This  fact  is  alone  enough  to  decide  the  question. 
Yet  it  is  only  one  of  a  crowd  of  similar  facts.  If  the 
line  between  Mr.  Sadler’s  second  and  third  division 
be  drawn  six  departments  lower  down,  the  third  and 
fourth  divisions  will,  in  all  the  tables,  be  above  the 
second.  If  the  line  between  the  third  and  fourth 
divisions  be  drawn  two  departments  lower  down,  the 
fourth  division  will  be  above  the  third  in  all  the 
tables.  If  the  line  between  the  fourth  and  fifth  divi¬ 
sion  be  drawn  two  departments  lower  down,  the  fifth 
will,  in  all  the  tables,  be  above  the  fourth,  above  the 
third,  and  even  above  the  second.  How  then  has 
Mr.  Sadler  obtained  his  results  ?  By  packing  solely. 
By  placing  in  one  compartment  a  district  no  larger 
than  the  Isle  of  Wight;  in  another,  a  district  some¬ 
what  less  than  Yorkshire  ;  in  a  third,  a  territory  much 
larger  than  the  island  of  Great  Britain. 

By  the  same  artifice  it  is  that  he  has  obtained 
from  the  census  of  England  those  delusive  averages 
which  he  brings  forward  with  the  utmost  ostentation 
in  proof  of  his  principle.  We  will  examine  the  facts 
relating  to  England,  as  we  have  examined  those  re¬ 
lating  to  France. 

If  we  look  at  the  counties  one  by  one,  Mr.  Sadler’s 
principle  utterly  fails.  Hertfordshire  with  251  on  the 
square  mile  ;  Worcestershire  with  258  ;  and  Kent  with 
282,  exhibit  a  far  greater  fecundity  than  the  East 
Riding  of  York,  which  has  151  on  the  square  mile; 
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Monmouthshire,  which  has  145  ;  or  Northumberland, 
which  has  108.  The  fecundity  of  Staffordshire,  which 
has  more  than  300  on  the  square  mile,  is  as  high  as 
the  average  fecundity  of  the  counties  which  have  from 
1 50  to  200  on  the  square  mile.  But,  instead  of  con¬ 
fining  ourselves  to  particular  instances,  we  will  try 
masses. 

Take  the  eight  counties  of  England  which  stand 
together  in  Mr.  Sadler’s  list  from  Cumberland  to 
Dorset  inclusive.  In  these  the  population  is  from 
107  to  150  on  the  square  mile.  Compare  with  these 
the  eight  counties  from  Berks  to  Durham  inclusive,  in 
which  the  population  is  from  175  to  200  on  the  square 
mile.  Is  the  fecundity  in  the  latter  counties  smaller 
than  in  the  former?  On  the  contrary,  the  result 
stands  thus  : 

The  number  of  children  to  100  marriages  is — 

In  the  eight  counties  of  England,  in  which 
there  are  from  107  to  146  people  on  the 
square  mile  ......  388 

In  the  eight  counties  of  England  in  which 
there  are  from  175  to  200  people  on  the 
square  mile  ......  402 

Take  the  six  districts  from  the  East  Riding  of  York 
to  the  County  of  Norfolk  inclusive.  Here  the  popula¬ 
tion  is  from  150  to  170  on  the  square  mile.  To  these 
oppose  the  six  counties  from  Derby  to  Worcester 
inclusive.  The  population  is  from  200  to  260.  Here 
again  we  find  that  a  law,  directly  the  reverse  of  that 
which  Mr.  Sadler  has  laid  down,  appears  to  regulate 
the  fecundity  of  the  inhabitants. 

The  number  of  children  to  100  marriages  is— 

In  the  six  counties  in  which  there  are  from 

150  to  170  people  on  the  square  mile  .  392 

In  the  six  counties  in  which  there  are  from 
200  to  260  people  on  the  square  mile  .  399 

But  we  will  make  another  experiment  on  Mr.  Sadler’s 
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tables,  if  possible  more  decisive  than  any  of  those 
which  we  have  hitherto  made.  We  will  take  the  four 
largest  divisions  into  which  he  has  distributed  the 
English  counties,  and  which  follow  each  other  in 
regular  order.  That  our  readers  may  fully  compre¬ 
hend  the  nature  of  that  packing  by  which  his  theory 
is  supported,  we  will  set  before  them  this  part  of  his 
table. 


COUNTIES. 

Population  on  a 
Square  Mile. 

Population  in 
1821. 

Square  Miles  in 

each  County. 

Number  of 

Marriages  from 

x8io  to  1820. 

Number  of 

Baptisms  from 

1810  to  1820. 

Proportion  of 

Births  to  ioo 

Marriages. 

Lincoln  . 

105 

288,800 

2748 

20,892 

87,620 

Cumberland 

107 

159,300 

1478 

10,299 

45,085 

Northumberland 

108 

203,000 

1871 

12,997 

45,871 

Hereford  . 

122 

105,300 

860 

6,202 

27,909 

Rutland  . 

127 

18,900 

I49 

1,286 

5,125 

Huntingdon 

134 

49,800 

370 

3.766 

13,633 

Cambridge 

145 

124,400 

858 

9.894 

37,491 

Monmouth 

145 

72,300 

498 

4,586 

13,411 

Dorset 

136 

147,400 

I005 

9,554 

39,060 

From  loo  to 

ISO 

79,476 

315,205 

396 

York,  East  Rid- 

ing 

151 

194,300 

1280 

15,313 

55,606 

Salop 

156 

210,300 

1341 

13,613 

58,542 

Sussex 

162 

237,700 

1463 

15,779 

68,700 

Northampton 

163 

165,800 

1017 

12,346 

42,336 

Wilts 

164 

226,600 

1379 

15,654 

58,845 

Norfolk  . 

168 

351.300 

2092 

25,752 

102,259 

Devon 

173 

447,900 

2579 

35,264 

130,758 

Southampton 

177 

289,000 

1628 

24,561 

88,170 

Berks 

178 

134,700 

756 

9,301 

38,841 

Suttolk 

182 

276,000 

1512 

19,885 

76,327 

Bedford  . 

184 

85,400 

463 

6,536 

22,871 

Buckingham 

1 85 

136,800 

740 

9,505 

37,518 

Oxford 

186 

139,800 

752 

9,131 

39,633 

Essex 

193 

295,300 

1532 

19,726 

79,792 

Cornwall  . 

198 

262,600 

1327 

17,363 

74,611 

Durham  . 

199 

211,900 

I06l 

14,787 

58,222 

From  1 50  to  200 

264,516 

1,033,039 

390 
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COUNTIES. 

Population  on  a 
Square  Mile. 

Population  in 

1821. 

Square  Miles  in 

each  County. 

Number  of 

Marriages  from 

1810  to  1820. 

Number  of 

Baptisms  from 

1810  to  1820. 

Proportion  of 

Births  to  100 

Marriages. 

Derby 

212 

217,600 

1026 

14,226 

58,804 

Somerset  . 

220 

362,500 

1642 

24-356 

95,802 

Leicester  . 

221 

178,100 

804 

13,366 

47,013 

Nottingham 

228 

190,700 

837 

14,296 

55,517 

From  200  to  250 

66, 244 

257,136 

388 

Hertford  . 

251 

132,400 

528 

7,386 

35,741 

Worcester 

258 

188,200 

729 

13,178 

53,838 

Chester  . 

262 

275,500 

1052 

20,305 

75,012 

Gloucester 

272 

342,600 

1256 

28,884 

90,671 

Kent 

282 

434,600 

1537 

33,502 

135,060 

From  250  to  300 

103,255 

390,322 

378 

These  averages  look  well,  undoubtedly,  for  Mr. 
Sadler’s  theory.  The  numbers  396,  390,  388,  378, 
follow  each  other  very  speciously  in  a  descend¬ 
ing  order.  But  let  our  readers  divide  these  thirty- 
four  counties  into  two  equal  sets  of  seventeen  coun¬ 
ties  each,  and  try  whether  the  principle  will  then 
hold  good.  We  have  made  this  calculation,  and 
we  present  them  with  the  following  result. 

The  number  of  children  to  100  marriages  is — 

In  the  seventeen  counties  of  England  in 
which  there  are  from  100  to  177  people 

on  the  square  mile . 387 

In  the  seventeen  counties  in  which  there 
are  from  177  to  282  people  on  the  square 
mile  .......  389 

The  difference  is  small,  but  not  smaller  than  dif¬ 
ferences  which  Mr.  Sadler  has  brought  forward  as 
proofs  of  his  theory.  We  say,  that  these  English 
tables  no  more  prove  that  fecundity  increases  with 
the  population  than  that  it  diminishes  with  the 
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population.  The  thirty-four  counties  which  we  have 
taken  make  up,  at  least,  four-fifths  of  the  kingdom  : 
and  we  see  that,  through  those  thirty-four  counties, 
the  phaenomena  are  directly  opposed  to  Mr.  Sadler’s 
principle.  That  in  the  capital,  and  in  great  manu¬ 
facturing  towns,  marriages  are  less  prolific  than  in 
the  open  country,  we  admit,  and  Mr.  Malthus  ad¬ 
mits.  But  that  any  condensation  of  the  population, 
short  of  that  which  injures  all  physical  energies,  will 
diminish  the  prolific  powers  of  man,  is,  from  these 
very  tables  of  Mr.  Sadler,  completely  disproved. 

It  is  scarcely  worth  while  to  proceed  with  in¬ 
stances,  after  proofs  so  overwhelming  as  those  which 
we  have  given.  Yet  we  will  show  that  Mr.  Sadler 
has  formed  his  averages  on  the  census  of  Prussia  by 
an  artifice  exactly  similar  to  that  which  we  have 
already  exposed. 


Demonstrating  the  Law  of  Population  from  the  Censuses  of  Prussia,  at 
two  several  Periods. 


PROVINCES. 

Inhabitants 
on  a 
Square 
League. 

Births  to 
each 

Marriage. 

1756. 

Average. 

Births  to 
each 

Marriage. 

1784. 

Average. 

West  Prussia 

Pomerania  . 

832 

928 

4'3  1 

4'34 

475  1 

4-69  1 

472 

East  Prussia 

New  Mark  . 

Mark  of  Brandenburg  . 
East  Friesland 

1175 

1190 

1790 

1909 

S07 
4‘22 
3-88  ’ 
3 '39  . 

4-14 

5-io  ) 
4 '43  I 

4-60  r 
3-66  j 

4 '45 

Guelderland 

Silesia  and  Glatz . 

Cleves 

Minden  and  Ravensburg 
Magdeburg . 

Neufchatel,  &c.  . 

2083 

2314 

237s 

2549 

2692 

2700 

4‘33  ^ 

3-80 

3- 67  f 

4- 03 

3 '39 

3^4 

374 

4-84 

4-03 

4-3i 

4'57 

3  98 

4-24 

Halberstadt 

Ticklingburg  and  Lingen 

i  .  _ 

3142 

3461 

371  , 
3  59  f 

3-6S 

4-48  i 
369  1 

4  08 
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Of  the  census  of  1756  we  will  say  nothing,  as  Mr. 
Sadler,  finding  himself  hard  pressed  by  the  argument 
which  we  drew  from  it,  now  declares  it  to  be  grossly 
defective.  We  confine  ourselves  to  the  census  of 
1784:  and  we  will  draw  our  lines  at  points  some¬ 
what  different  from  those  at  which  Mr.  Sadler  has 
drawn  his.  Let  the  first  compartment  remain  as  it 
stands.  Let  East  Prussia,  which  contains  a  much 
larger  population  than  his  last  compartment,  stand 
alone  in  the  second  division.  Let  the  third  consist 
of  the  New  Mark,  the  Mark  of  Brandenburg,  East 
Friesland  and  Guelderland,  and  the  fourth  of  the 
remaining  provinces.  Our  readers  will  find  that, 
on  this  arrangement,  the  division  which,  on  Mr. 
Sadler’s  principle,  ought  to  be  second  in  fecundity 
stands  higher  than  that  which  ought  to  be  first ; 
and  that  the  division  which  ought  to  be  fourth 
stands  higher  than  that  which  ought  to  be  third. 
We  will  give  the  result  in  one  view. 

The  number  of  births  to  a  marriage  is — 

In  those  provinces  of  Prussia  where  there  are  fewer 

than  1000  people  on  the  square  league  .  .  472 

In  the  province  in  which  there  are  1175  people  on 

the  square  league . 5'io 

In  the  provinces  in  which  there  are  from  1190  to  2083 

people  on  the  square  league  .  .  .  .  4'io 

In  the  provinces  in  which  there  are  from  2314  to  3461 

people  on  the  square  league  ....  4^27 

We  will  go  no  farther  with  this  examination. 
In  fact,  we  have  nothing  more  to  examine.  The 
tables  which  we  have  scrutinised  constitute  the 
whole  strength  of  Mr.  Sadler’s  case ;  and  we  con¬ 
fidently  leave  it  to  our  readers  to  say,  whether  we 
have  not  shown  that  the  strength  of  his  case  is 
weakness. 

Be  it  remembered  too  that  we  are  reasoning  on 
data  furnished  by  Mr.  Sadler  himself.  We  have  not 
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made  collections  of  facts  to  set  against  his,  as  we 
easily  might  have  done.  It  is  on  his  own  showing, 
it  is  out  of  his  own  mouth,  that  his  theory  stands 
condemned. 

That  packing  which  we  have  exposed  is  not  the 
only  sort  of  packing  which  Mr.  Sadler  has  practised. 
We  mentioned  in  our  review  some  facts  relating  to 
the  towns  of  England,  which  appear  from  Mr.  Sad¬ 
ler’s  tables,  and  which  it  seems  impossible  to  explain 
if  his  principles  be  sound.  The  average  fecundity  of 
a  marriage  in  towns  of  fewer  than  3000  inhabitants  is 
greater  than  the  average  fecundity  of  the  kingdom. 
The  average  fecundity  in  towns  of  from  4000  to  5000 
inhabitants  is  greater  than  the  average  fecundity  of 
Warwickshire,  Lancashire,  or  Surrey.  How  is  it,  we 
asked,  if  Mr.  Sadler’s  principle  be  correct,  that  the 
fecundity  of  Guildford  should  be  greater  than  the 
average  fecundity  of  the  county  in  which  it  stands  ? 

Mr.  Sadler,  in  reply,  talks  about  “the  absurdity 
of  comparing  the  fecundity  in  the  small  towns  alluded 
to  with  that  in  the  counties  of  Warwick  and  Stafford, 
or  in  those  of  Lancaster  and  Surrey.”  He  proceeds 
thus — 

“  In  Warwickshire,  far  above  half  the  population  is  com¬ 
prised  in  large  towns,  including,  of  course,  the  immense 
metropolis  of  one  great  branch  of  our  manufactures,  Bir¬ 
mingham.  In  the  county  of  Stafford,  besides  the  large 
and  populous  towns  in  its  iron  districts,  situated  so  close 
together  as  almost  to  form,  for  considerable  distances,  a 
continuous  street;  there  is,  in  its  potteries,  a  great  popu¬ 
lation,  recently  accumulated,  not  included,  indeed,  in  the 
towns  distinctly  enumerated  in  the  censuses,  but  vastly 
exceeding  in  its  condensation  that  found  in  the  places  to 
which  the  Reviewer  alludes.  In  Lancashire  again,  to 
which  he  also  appeals,  one-fourth  of  the  entire  population 
is  made  up  of  the  inhabitants  of  two  only  of  the  towns  of 
that  county  ;  far  above  half  of  it  is  contained  in  towns, 
compared  with  which  those  he  refers  to  are  villages  ;  even 
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the  hamlets  of  the  manufacturing  parts  of  Lancashire  are 
often  far  more  populous  than  the  places  he  mentions.  But 
he  presents  us  with  a  climax  of  absurdity  in  appealing  lastly 
to  the  population  of  Surrey  as  quite  rural  compared  with 
that  of  the  twelve  towns,  having  less  than  5000  inhabitants 
in  their  respective  jurisdictions,  such  as  Saffron-Walden, 
Monmouth,  &c.  Now  in  the  last  census,  Surrey  numbered 
398,658  inhabitants,  and,  to  say  not  a  word  about  the  other 
towns  of  the  county,  much  above  two  hundred  thousand 
of  these  are  within  the  Bills  of  Mortality  !  ‘  We  should, 

therefore,  be  glad  to  know’  how  it  is  utterly  inconsistent 
with  my  principle  that  the  fecundity  of  Guildford,  which 
numbers  about  3000  inhabitants,  should  be  greater  than 
the  average  fecundity  of  Surrey,  made  up,  as  the  bulk  of 
the  population  of  Surrey  is,  of  the  inhabitants  of  some  of 
the  worst  parts  of  the  metropolis  ?  Or  why  the  fecundity 
of  a  given  number  of  marriages  in  the  eleven  little  rural 
towns  he  alludes  to,  being  somewhat  higher  than  that  of  an 
equal  number,  half  taken,  for  instance,  from  the  heart  of 
Birmingham  or  Manchester,  and  half  from  the  populous 
districts  by  which  they  are  surrounded,  is  inconsistent  with 
my  theory  ? 

“Had  the  Reviewer’s  object,  in  this  instance,  been  to 
discover  the  truth,  or  had  he  known  how  to  pursue  it,  it  is 
perfectly  clear,  at  first  sight,  that  he  would  not  have  insti¬ 
tuted  a  comparison  between  the  prolificness  which  exists  in 
the  small  towns  he  has  alluded  to,  and  that  in  certain  dis¬ 
tricts,  the  population  of  which  is  made  up,  partly  of  rural 
inhabitants  and  partly  of  accumulations  of  people  in  im¬ 
mense  masses,  the  prolificness  of  which,  if  he  will  allow  me 
still  the  use  of  the  phrase,  is  inversely  as  their  magnitude ; 
but  he  would  have  compared  these  small  towns  with  the 
country  places  properly  so  called,  and  then  again  the  dif¬ 
ferent  classes  of  towns  with  each  other ;  this  method  would 
have  led  him  to  certain  conclusions  on  the  subject.” 

Now,  this  reply  shows  that  Mr.  Sadler  does  not 
in  the  least  understand  the  principle  which  he  has 
himself  laid  down.  What  is  that  principle  ?  It  is 
this,  that  the  fecundity  of  human  beings  on  given 
spaces .  varies  inversely  as  their  numbers.  We  know 
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what  he  means  by  inverse  variation.  But  we  must 
suppose  that  he  uses  the  words  “given  spaces”  in 
the  proper  sense.  Given  spaces  are  equal  spaces.  Is 
there  any  reason  to  believe,  that  in  those  parts  of 
Surrey  which  lie  within  the  bills  of  mortality  there 
is  any  space  equal  in  area  to  the  space  on  which 
Guildford  stands,  which  is  more  thickly  peopled  than 
the  space  on  which  Guildford  stands?  We  do  not 
know  that  there  is  any  such.  We  are  sure  that  there 
are  not  many.  Why,  therefore,  on  Mr.  Sadler’s  prin¬ 
ciple,  should  the  people  of  Guildford  be  more  pro¬ 
lific  than  the  people  who  live  within  the  bills  of 
mortality  ?  And  if  the  people  of  Guildford  ought, 
as  on  Mr.  Sadler’s  principle  they  unquestionably 
ought,  to  stand  as  low  in  the  scale  of  fecundity 
as  the  people  of  Southwark  itself,  it  follows,  most 
clearly,  that  they  ought  to  stand  far  lower  than  the 
average  obtained  by  taking  all  the  people  of  Surrey 
together. 

The  same  remark  applies  to  the  case  of  Birming¬ 
ham,  and  to  all  the  other  cases  which  Mr.  Sadler 
mentions.  Towns  of  5000  inhabitants  may  be,  and 
often  are,  as  thickly  peopled,  “  on  a  given  space,”  as 
Birmingham.  They  are,  in  other  words,  as  thickly 
peopled  as  a  portion  of  Birmingham,  equal  to  them 
in  area.  If  so,  on  Mr.  Sadler’s  principle,  they  ought 
to  be  as  low  in  the  scale  of  fecundity  as  Birming¬ 
ham.  But  they  are  not  so.  On  the  contrary,  they 
stand  higher  than  the  average  obtained  by  taking 
the  fecundity  of  Birmingham  in  combination  with 
the  fecundity  of  the  rural  districts  of  Warwickshire. 

The  plain  fact  is,  that  Mr.  Sadler  has  confounded 
the  population  of  a  city  with  its  population  “  on  a 
given  space,” — a  mistake  which,  in  a  gentleman  who 
assures  us  that  mathematical  science  was  one  of  his 
early  and  favourite  studies,  is  somewhat  curious.  It 
is  as  absurd,  on  his  principle,  to  say  that  the  fecundity 


Sadler’s  Refutation  Refuted 


47 


of  London  ought  to  be  less  than  the  fecundity  of 
Edinburgh,  because  London  has  a  greater  population 
than  Edinburgh,  as  to  say  that  the  fecundity  of 
Russia  ought  to  be  greater  than  that  of  England, 
because  Russia  has  a  greater  population  than  Eng¬ 
land.  He  cannot  say  that  the  spaces  on  which  towns 
stand  are  too  small  to  exemplify  the  truth  of  his 
principle.  For  he  has  himself  brought  forward  the 
scale  of  fecundity  in  towns,  as  a  proof  of  his  principle. 
And,  in  the  very  passage  which  we  quoted  above, 
he  tells  us  that,  if  we  knew  how  to  pursue  truth,  or 
wished  to  find  it,  we  “  should  have  compared  these 
small  towns  with  country  places,  and  the  different 
classes  of  towns  with  each  other.”  That  is  to  say,  we 
ought  to  compare  together  such  unequal  spaces  as 
give  results  favourable  to  his  theory,  and  never  to 
compare  such  equal  spaces  as  give  results  opposed  to 
it.  Does  he  mean  any  thing  by  “  a  given  space  ”  ?  Or 
does  he  mean  merely  such  a  space  as  suits  his  argu¬ 
ment  ?  It  is  perfectly  clear  that,  if  he  is  allowed  to 
take  this  course,  he  may  prove  any  thing.  No  fact 
can  come  amiss  to  him.  Suppose,  for  example,  that 
the  fecundity  of  New  York  should  prove  to  be 
smaller  than  the  fecundity  of  Liverpool.  “  That,” 
says  Mr.  Sadler,  “  makes  for  my  theory.  For  there 
are  more  people  within  two  miles  of  the  Broadway 
of  New  York,  than  within  two  miles  of  the  Exchange 
of  Liverpool.”  Suppose,  on  the  other  hand,  that  the 
fecundity  of  New  York  should  be  greater  than  the 
fecundity  of  Liverpool.  “  This,”  says  Mr.  Sadler 
again,  “  is  an  unanswerable  proof  of  my  theory.  For 
there  are  many  more  people  within  forty  miles  of 
Liverpool  than  within  forty  miles  of  New  York.”  In 
order  to  obtain  his  numbers  he  takes  spaces  in  any 
combinations  which  may  suit  him.  In  order  to  obtain 
his  averages,  he  takes  numbers  in  any  combinations 
which  may  suit  him.  And  then  he  tells  us  that, 
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because  his  tables,  at  the  first  glance,  look  well  for 
his  theory,  his  theory  is  irrefragably  proved. 

We  will  add  a  few  words  respecting  the  argument 
which  we  drew  from  the  peerage.  Mr.  Sadler  as¬ 
serted  that  the  Peers  were  a  class  condemned  by 
nature  to  sterility.  We  denied  this,  and  showed  from 
the  last  edition  of  Debrett,  that  the  Peers  of  the 
United  Kingdom  have  considerably  more  than  the 
average  number  of  children  to  a  marriage.  Mr. 
Sadler’s  answer  has  amused  us  much.  He  denies 
the  accuracy  of  our  counting,  and,  by  reckoning  all 
the  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers  as  Peers  of  the  United 
Kingdom,  certainly  makes  very  different  numbers 
from  those  which  we  gave.  A  member  of  the  Par¬ 
liament  of  the  United  Kingdom  might  have  been 
expected,  we  think,  to  know  better  what  a  Peer  of 
the  United  Kingdom  is. 

By  taking  the  Scotch  and  Irish  Peers,  Mr.  Sadler 
has  altered  the  average.  But  it  is  considerably 
higher  than  the  average  fecundity  of  England,  and 
still,  therefore,  constitutes  an  unanswerable  argument 
against  his  theory. 

The  shifts  to  which,  in  this  difficulty,  he  has 
recourse,  are  exceedingly  diverting.  “  The  average 
fecundity  of  the  marriages  of  Peers,”  said  we,  “  is 
higher  by  one-fifth  than  the  average  fecundity  of 
marriages  throughout  the  kingdom.” 

“  Where,  or  by  whom  did  the  Reviewer  find  it 
supposed,”  answers  Mr.  Sadler,  “  that  the  registered 
baptisms  expressed  the  full  fecundity  of  the  marriages 
of  England  ?  ” 

Assuredly,  if  the  registers  of  England  are  so 
defective  as  to  explain  the  difference  which,  on 
our  calculation,  exists  between  the  fecundity  of  the 
peers  and  the  fecundity  of  the  people,  no  argument 
against  Mr.  Sadler’s  theory  can  be  drawn  from  that 
difference.  But  what  becomes  of  all  the  other 
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arguments  which  Mr.  Sadler  has  founded  on  these 
very  registers  ?  Above  all,  what  becomes  of  his  com¬ 
parison  between  the  censuses  of  England  and  France  ? 
In  the  pamphlet  before  us,  he  dwells  with  great  com¬ 
placency  on  a  coincidence  which  seems  to  him  to 
support  his  theory,  and  which  to  us  seems,  of  itself, 
sufficient  to  overthrow  it. 

“In  my  table  of  the  population  of  France,  in  the  forty- 
four  departments  in  which  there  are  from  one  to  two 
hectares  to  each  inhabitant,  the  fecundity  of  ioo  mar¬ 
riages,  calculated  on  the  average  of  the  results  of  the  three 
computations  relating  to  different  peiiods  given  in  my  table, 
is  406-^.  In  the  twenty-two  counties  of  England,  in  which 
there  is  from  one  to  two  hectares  to  each  inhabitant,  or 
from  129  to  259  on  the  square  mile, — beginning,  therefore, 
with  Huntingdonshire,  and  ending  with  Worcestershire, — 
the  whole  number  of  marriages  during  ten  years  will  be 
found  to  amount  to  379,624,  and  the  whole  number  of  the 
births  during  the  same  term  to  1,545,549 — or  407-^  births 
to  100  marriages  !  A  difference  of  one  in  one  thousand 
only,  compared  with  the  French  proportion  !  ” 

Does  not  Mr.  Sadler  see  that,  if  the  registers  of 
England,  which  are  notoriously  very  defective,  give  a 
result  exactly  corresponding  almost  to  an  unit  with 
that  obtained  from  the  registers  of  France,  which  are 
notoriously  very  full  and  accurate,  this  proves  the  very 
reverse  of  what  he  employs  it  to  prove  ?  The  corre¬ 
spondence  of  the  registers  proves  that  there  is  no 
correspondence  in  the  facts.  In  order  to  raise  the 
average  fecundity  of  England  even  to  the  level  of  the 
average  fecundity  of  the  peers  of  the  three  kingdoms, 
which  is  3-81  to  a  marriage,  it  is  necessary  to  add 
nearly  six  per  cent,  to  the  number  of  births  given  in 
the  English  registers.  But,  if  this  addition  be  made, 
we  shall  have,  in  the  counties  of  England,  from 
Huntingdonshire  to  Worcestershire  inclusive,  4'30 
births  to  a  marriage  or  thereabouts ;  and  the  boasted 
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coincidence  between  the  phaenomena  of  propagation 
in  France  and  England  disappears  at  once.  This  is 
a  curious  specimen  of  Mr.  Sadler’s  proficiency  in  the 
art  of  making  excuses.  In  the  same  pamphlet  he 
reasons  as  if  the  same  registers  were  accurate  to  one 
in  a  thousand,  and  as  if  they  were  wrong  at  the  very 
least  by  one  in  eighteen. 

He  tries  to  show  that  we  have  not  taken  a  fair 
criterion  of  the  fecundity  of  the  peers.  We  are  not 
quite  sure  that  we  understand  his  reasoning  on  this 
subject.  The  order  of  his  observations  is  more  than 
usually  confused,  and  the  cloud  of  words  more  than 
usually  thick.  We  will  give  the  argument  on  which 
he  seems  to  lay  most  stress  in  his  own  words : 

“But  I  shall  first  notice  a  far  more  obvious  and  im¬ 
portant  blunder  into  which  the  Reviewer  has  fallen ;  or  into 
which,  I  rather  fear,  he  knowingly  wishes  to  precipitate  his 
readers,  since  I  have  distinctly  pointed  out  what  ought  to 
have  preserved  him  from  it  in  the  very  chapter  he  is  criti¬ 
cising  and  contradicting.  It  is  this : — he  has  entirely 
omitted  ‘counting’  the  sterile  marriages  of  all  those  peer¬ 
ages  which  have  become  extinct  during  the  very  period  his 
counting  embraces.  He  counts,  for  instance,  Earl  Fitz- 
william,  his  marriages,  and  heir ;  but  has  he  not  omitted  to 
enumerate  the  marriages  of  those  branches  of  the  same 
noble  house,  which  have  become  extinct  since  that  vene¬ 
rable  individual  possessed  his  title  ?  He  talks  of  my  having 
appealed  merely  to  the  extinction  of  peerages  in  my  argu¬ 
ment  ;  but,  on  his  plan  of  computation,  extinctions  are 
perpetually  and  wholly  lost  sight  of.  In  computing  the 
average  prolificness  of  the  marriages  of  the  nobles,  he  posi¬ 
tively  counts  from  a  select  class  of  them  only,  one  from 
which  the  unprolific  are  constantly  weeded,  and  regularly 
disappear ;  and  he  thus  comes  to  the  conclusion,  that  the 
peers  are  ‘an  eminently  prolific  class  !’  Just  as  though  a 
farmer  should  compute  the  rate  of  increase,  not  from  the 
quantity  of  seed  sown,  but  from  that  part  of  it  only  which 
comes  to  perfection,  entirely  omitting  all  which  had  failed 
to  spring  up  or  come  to  maturity.  Upon  this  principle  the 
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most  scanty  crop  ever  obtained,  in  which  the  husbandman 
should  fail  to  receive  4  seed  again,’  as  the  phrase  is,  might 
be  so  ‘  counted  ’  as  to  appear  4  eminently  prolific  ’  indeed.” 

If  we  understand  this  passage  rightly,  it  decisively 
proves  that  Mr.  Sadler  is  incompetent  to  perform 
even  the  lowest  offices  of  statistical  research.  What 
shadow  of  reason  is  there  to  believe  that  the  peers 
who  were  alive  in  the  year  1828  differed  as  to  their 
prolificness  from  any  other  equally  numerous  set  of 
peers  taken  at  random  ?  In  what  sense  were  the 
peers  who  were  alive  in  1828  analogous  to  that  part 
of  the  seed  which  comes  to  perfection  ?  Did  we 
entirely  omit  all  that  failed  ?  On  the  contrary,  we 
counted  the  sterile  as  well  as  the  fruitful  marriages  of 
all  the  peers  of  the  United  Kingdom  living  at  one 
time.  In  what  way  were  the  peers  who  were  alive  in 
1828  a  select  class?  In  what  way  were  the  sterile 
weeded  from  among  them  ?  Did  every  peer  who 
had  been  married  without  having  issue  die  in  1827? 
What  shadow  of  reason  is  there  to  suppose  that  there 
was  not  the  ordinary  proportion  of  barren  marriages 
among  the  marriages  contracted  by  the  noblemen 
whose  names  are  in  Debrett’s  last  edition  ?  But  we 
ought,  says  Mr.  Sadler,  to  have  counted  all  the  sterile 
marriages  of  all  the  peers  44  whose  titles  had  become 
extinct  during  the  period  which  our  counting  em¬ 
braced  ;  ”  that  is  to  say,  since  the  earliest  marriage 
contracted  by  any  peer  living  in  1828.  Was  such  a 
proposition  ever  heard  of  before  ?  Surely  we  were 
bound  to  do  no  such  thing,  unless  at  the  same  time 
we  had  counted  also  the  children  born  from  all  the 
fruitful  marriages  contracted  by  peers  during  the  same 
period.  Mr.  Sadler  would  have  us  divide  the  number 
of  children  born  to  peers  living  in  1828,  not  by  the 
number  of  marriages  which  those  peers  contracted, 
but  by  the  number  of  marriages  which  those  peers 
contracted  added  to  a  crowd  of  marriages  selected, 
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on  account  of  their  sterility,  from  among  the  noble 
marriages  which  have  taken  place  during  the  last 
fifty  years.  Is  this  the  way  to  obtain  fair  averages  ? 
We  might  as  well  require  that  all  the  noble  marriages 
which  during  the  last  fifty  years  have  produced  ten 
children  apiece  should  be  added  to  those  of  the  peers 
living  in  1828.  The  proper  way  to  ascertain  whether 
a  set  of  people  be  prolific  or  sterile,  is,  not  to  take 
marriages  selected  from  the  mass  either  on  account 
of  their  fruitfulness  or  on  account  of  their  sterility, 
but  to  take  a  collection  of  marriages  which  there  is 
no  reason  to  think  either  more  or  less  fruitful  than 
others.  What  reason  is  there  to  think  that  the  mar¬ 
riages  contracted  by  the  peers  who  were  alive  in  1828 
were  more  fruitful  than  those  contracted  by  the  peers 
who  were  alive  in  1800  or  in  1750? 

We  will  add  another  passage  from  Mr.  Sadler’s 
pamphlet  on  this  subject.  We  attributed  the  ex¬ 
tinction  of  peerages  partly  to  the  fact  that  those 
honours  are  for  the  most  part  limited  to  heirs  male. 

“This  is  a  discovery  indeed  !  Peeresses,  ‘eminently 
prolific,’  do  not,  as  Macbeth  conjured  his  spouse,  ‘bring 
forth  men-children  only ;  ’  they  actually  produce  daughters 
as  well  as  sons  !  !  Why,  does  not  the  Reviewer  see,  that  so 
long  as  the  rule  of  nature,  which  proportions  the  sexes  so 
accurately  to  each  other,  continues  to  exist,  a  tendency  to  a 
diminution  in  one  sex  proves,  as  certainly  as  the  demon¬ 
stration  of  any  mathematical  problem,  a  tendency  to  a 
diminution  in  both;  but  to  talk  of  ‘eminently  prolific’ 
peeresses,  and  still  maintain  that  the  rapid  extinction  in 
peerages  is  owing  to  their  not  bearing  male  children  exclu¬ 
sively,  is  arrant  nonsense.” 

Now,  if  there  be  any  proposition  on  the  face  of 
the  earth  which  we  should  not  have  expected  to  hear 
characterised  as  arrant  nonsense,  it  is  this,— that  an 
honour  limited  to  males  alone  is  more  likely  to  be¬ 
come  extinct  than  an  honour  which,  like  the  crown  of 
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England,  descends  indifferently  to  sons  and  daughters. 
We  have  heard,  nay,  we  actually  know  families,  in 
which,  much  as  Mr.  Sadler  may  marvel  at  it,  there 
are  daughters  and  no  sons.  Nay,  we  know  many 
such  families.  We  are  as  much  inclined  as  Mr. 
Sadler  to  trace  the  benevolent  and  wise  arrangements 
of  Providence  in  the  physical  world,  when  once  we 
are  satisfied  as  to  the  facts  on  which  we  proceed. 
And  we  have  always  considered  it  as  an  arrangement 
deserving  of  the  highest  admiration,  that,  though  in 
families  the  number  of  males  and  females  differs  widely, 
yet  in  great  collections  of  human  beings  the  disparity 
almost  disappears.  The  chance  undoubtedly  is,  that 
in  a  thousand  marriages  the  number  of  daughters  will 
not  very  much  exceed  the  number  of  sons.  But  the 
chance  also  is,  that  several  of  those  marriages  will 
produce  daughters,  and  daughters  only.  In  every 
generation  of  the  peerage  there  are  several  such  cases. 
When  a  peer  whose  title  is  limited  to  male  heirs  dies, 
leaving  only  daughters,  his  peerage  must  expire,  un¬ 
less  he  have,  not  only  a  collateral  heir,  but  a  collateral 
heir  descended  through  an  uninterrupted  line  of  males 
from  the  first  possessor  of  the  honour.  If  the  deceased 
peer  was  the  first  nobleman  of  his  family,  then,  by  the 
supposition,  his  peerage  will  become  extinct.  If  he 
was  the  second,  it  would  become  extinct,  unless  he 
leaves  a  brother  or  a  brother’s  son.  If  the  second 
peer  had  a  brother,  the  first  peer  must  have  had  at 
least  two  sons ;  and  this  is  more  than  the  average 
number  of  sons  to  a  marriage  in  England.  When, 
therefore,  it  is  considered  how  many  peerages  are  in 
the  first  and  second  generation,  it  will  not  appear 
strange  that  extinctions  should  frequently  take 
place.  There  are  peerages  which  descend  to  females 
as  well  as  males.  But,  in  such  cases,  if  a  peer  dies, 
leaving  only  daughters,  the  very  fecundity  of  the 
marriage  is  a  cause  of  the  extinction  of  the  peerage. 
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If  there  were  only  one  daughter,  the  honour  would 
descend.  If  there  are  several,  it  falls  into  abeyance. 

But  it  is  needless  to  multiply  words  in  a  case  so 
clear  ;  and  indeed  it  is  needless  to  say  any  thing  more 
about  Mr.  Sadler’s  book.  We  have,  if  we  do  not 
deceive  ourselves,  completely  exposed  the  calcula¬ 
tions  on  which  his  theory  rests  ;  and  we  do  not  think 
that  we  should  either  amuse  our  readers  or  serve  the 
cause  of  science  if  we  were  to  rebut  in  succession  a 
series  of  futile  charges  brought  in  the  most  angry 
spirit  against  ourselves  ;  ignorant  imputations  of 
ignorance,  and  unfair  complaints  of  unfairness, — con¬ 
veyed  in  long,  dreary,  declamations,  so  prolix  that 
we  cannot  find  space  to  quote  them,  and  so  confused 
that  we  cannot  venture  to  abridge  them. 

There  is  much  indeed  in  this  foolish  pamphlet  to 
laugh  at,  from  the  motto  in  the  first  page  down  to 
some  wisdom  about  cows  in  the  last.  One  part  of  it 
indeed  is  solemn  enough,  we  mean  a  certain  jeu 
cTesprit  of  Mr.  Sadler’s  touching  a  tract  of  Dr. 
Arbuthnot’s.  This  is  indeed  “very  tragical  mirth,” 
as  Peter  Quince’s  playbill  has  it ;  and  we  would  not 
advise  any  person  who  reads  for  amusement  to  ven¬ 
ture  on  it  as  long  as  he  can  procure  a  volume  of  the 
Statutes  at  Large.  This,  however,  to  do  Mr.  Sadler 
justice,  is  an  exception.  His  witticisms,  and  his  tables 
of  figures,  constitute  the  only  parts  of  his  work  which 
can  be  perused  with  perfect  gravity.  His  blunders 
are  diverting,  his  excuses  exquisitely  comic.  But  his 
anger  is  the  most  grotesque  exhibition  that  we  ever 
saw.  He  foams  at  the  mouth  with  the  love  of  truth, 
and  vindicates  the  Divine  benevolence  with  a  most 
edifying  heartiness  of  hatred.  On  this  subject  we 
will  give  him  one  word  of  parting  advice.  If  he  raves 
in  this  way  to  ease  his  mind,  or  because  he  thinks 
that  he  does  himself  credit  by  it,  or  from  a  sense  of 
religious  duty,  far  be  it  from  us  to  interfere.  His 
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peace,  his  reputation,  and  his  religion  are  his  own 
concern ;  and  he,  like  the  nobleman  to  whom  his 
treatise  is  dedicated,  has  a  right  to  do  what  he  will 
with  his  own.  But,  if  he  has  adopted  his  abusive  style 
from  a  notion  that  it  would  hurt  our  feelings,  we 
must  inform  him  that  he  is  altogether  mistaken  ;  and 
that  he  would  do  well  in  future  to  give  us  his  argu¬ 
ments,  if  he  has  any,  and  to  keep  his  anger  for  those 
who  fear  it. 
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SAMUEL  JOHNSON.  (September,  1831.) 

The  Life  of  Samuel  Johnson,  LL.D.  Including  a  Journal 
of  a  Tour  to  the  Hebrides,  by  James  Boswell,  Esq.  A 
Hew  Edition,  with  numerous  Additions  and  Notes.  By 
John  Wilson  Croker,  LL.D.  F.R.S.  Five  volumes 
8vo.  London:  1831. 

This  work  has  greatly  disappointed  us.  Whatever 
faults  we  may  have  been  prepared  to  find  in  it,  we 
fully  expected  that  it  would  be  a  valuable  addition 
to  English  literature  ;  that  it  would  contain  many 
curious  facts,  and  many  judicious  remarks  ;  that  the 
style  of  the  notes  would  be  neat,  clear,  and  precise  ; 
and  that  the  typographical  execution  would  be,  as  in 
new  editions  of  classical  works  it  ought  to  be,  almost 
faultless.  We  are  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  say  that  the 
merits  of  Mr.  Croker’s  performance  are  on  a  par  with 
those  of  a  certain  leg  of  mutton  on  which  Dr.  Johnson 
dined,  while  travelling  from  London  to  Oxford,  and 
which  he,  with  characteristic  energy,  pronounced  to  be 
“  as  bad  as  bad  could  be,  ill  fed,  ill  killed,  ill  kept,  and 
ill  dressed.”  This  edition  is  ill  compiled,  ill  arranged, 
ill  written,  and  ill  printed. 

Nothing  in  the  work  has  astonished  us  so  much 
as  the  ignorance  or  carelessness  of  Mr.  Croker  with 
respect  to  facts  and  dates.  Many  of  his  blunders  are 
such  as  we  should  be  surprised  to  hear  any  well  edu¬ 
cated  gentleman  commit,  even  in  conversation.  The 
tones  absolutely  swarm  with  misstatements  into  which 
the  editor  never  would  have  fallen,  if  he  had  taken 
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the  slightest  pains  to  investigate  the  truth  of  his  as¬ 
sertions,  or  if  he  had  even  been  well  acquainted  with 
the  book  on  which  he  undertook  to  comment.  We 
will  give  a  few  instances. 

Mr.  Croker  tells  us  in  a  note  that  Derrick,  who 
was  master  of  the  ceremonies  at  Bath,  died  very  poor 
in  1760.1  We  read  on  ;  and,  a  few  pages  later,  we 
find  Dr.  Johnson  and  Boswell  talking  of  this  same 
Derrick  as  still  living  and  reigning,  as  having  re¬ 
trieved  his  character,  as  possessing  so  much  power 
over  his  subjects  at  Bath,  that  his  opposition  might 
be  fatal  to  Sheridan’s  lectures  on  oratory.2  And  all 
this  is  in  1763.  The  fact  is,  that  Derrick  died  in  1769. 

In  one  note  we  read,  that  Sir  Herbert  Croft,  the 
author  of  that  pompous  and  foolish  account  of 
Young,  which  appears  among  the  Lives  of  the  Poets, 
died  in  1805.3  Another  note  in  the  same  volume 
states,  that  this  same  Sir  Herbert  Croft  died  at  Paris, 
after  residing  abroad  for  fifteen  years,  on  the  27th  of 
April  1816.4 

Mr.  Croker  informs  us,  that  Sir  William  Forbes 
of  Pitsligo,  the  author  of  the  Life  of  Beattie,  died  in 
18 16.5  A  Sir  William  Forbes  undoubtedly  died  in 
that  year,  but  not  the  Sir  William  Forbes  in  question, 
whose  death  took  place  in  1806.  It  is  notorious, 
indeed,  that  the  biographer  of  Beattie  lived  just  long 
enough  to  complete  the  history  of  his  friend.  Eight 
or  nine  years  before  the  date  which  Mr.  Croker  has 
assigned  for  Sir  William’s  death,  Sir  Walter  Scott 
lamented  that  event  in  the  introduction  to  the  fourth 
canto  of  Marmion.  Every  schoolgirl  knows  the 
lines  : 

“  Scarce  had  lamented  Forbes  paid 
The  tribute  to  his  Minstrel’s  shade ; 

The  tale  of  friendship  scarce  was  told, 

Ere  the  narrator’s  heart  was  cold  : 

1  I.  394.  2  I.  404.  3  IV.  321.  4  IV.  428.  5  II.  262. 
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Far  may  we  search  before  we  find 
A  heart  so  manly  and  so  kind  !  ” 

In  one  place,  we  are  told,  that  Allan  Ramsay,  the 
painter,  was  born  in  1709,  and  died  in  17841;  in 
another,  that  he  died  in  1784,  in  the  seventy-first  year 
of  his  age.2 

In  one  place,  Mr.  Croker  says,  that  at  the  com¬ 
mencement  of  the  intimacy  between  Dr.  Johnson 
and  Mrs.  Thrale,  in  1765,  the  lady  was  twenty-five 
years  old.3  In  other  places  he  says,  that  Mrs.  Thrale’s 
thirty-fifth  year  coincided  with  Johnson’s  seventieth,4 
Johnson  was  born  in  1709.  If,  therefore,  Mrs.  Thrale’s 
thirty-fifth  year  coincided  with  Johnson’s  seventieth, 
she  could  have  been  only  twenty-one  years  old  in 
1765.  This  is  not  all.  Mr.  Croker,  in  another  place, 
assigns  the  year  1777  as  the  date  of  the  complimen¬ 
tary  lines  which  Johnson  made  on  Mrs.  Thrale’s 
thirty-fifth  birthday.5  If  this  date  be  correct,  Mrs. 
Thrale  must  have  been  born  in  1742,  and  could  have 
been  only  twenty-three  when  her  acquaintance  with 
Johnson  commenced.  Mr.  Croker  therefore  gives 
us  three  different  statements  as  to  her  age.  Two  of 
the  three  must  be  incorrect.  We  will  not  decide 
between  them:  we  will  only  say,  that  the  reasons 
which  Mr.  Croker  gives  for  thinking  that  Mrs.  Thrale 
was  exactly  thirty-five  years  old  when  Johnson  was 
seventy,  appear  to  us  utterly  frivolous. 

Again,  Mr.  Croker  informs  his  readers  that  “  Lord 
Mansfield  survived  Johnson  full  ten  years.”6  Lord 
Mansfield  survived  Dr.  Johnson  just  eight  years  and  a 
quarter. 

Johnson  found  in  the  library  of  a  French  lady, 
whom  he  visited  during  his  short  visit  to  Paris,  some 
works  which  he  regarded  with  great  disdain.  “  I 

1  IV.  105.  5  v.  281.  s  I.  150. 
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looked,”  says  he,  “  into  the  books  in  the  lady’s  closet, 
and,  in  contempt,  showed  them  to  Mr.  Thrale.  Prince 
Titi,  Bibliotheque  des  Fees,  and  other  books.”  1  “The 
History  of  Prince  Titi,”  observes  Mr.  Croker,  “was 
said  to  be  the  autobiography  of  Frederick  Prince  of 
Wales,  but  was  probably  written  by  Ralph,  his  secre¬ 
tary.”  A  more  absurd  note  never  was  penned.  The 
history  of  Prince  Titi,  to  which  Mr.  Croker  refers, 
whether  written  by  Prince  Frederick  or  by  Ralph,  was 
certainly  never  published.  If  Mr.  Croker  had  taken 
the  trouble  to  read  with  attention  that  very  passage 
in  Park’s  Royal  and  Noble  Authors  which  he  cites  as 
his  authority,  he  would  have  seen  that  the  manuscript 
was  given  up  to  the  government.  Even  if  this  memoir 
had  been  printed  it  is  not  very  likely  to  find  its  way 
into  a  French  lady’s  bookcase.  And  would  any  man 
in  his  senses  speak  contemptuously  of  a  French  lady, 
for  having  in  her  possession  an  English  work,  so 
curious  and  interesting  as  a  Life  of  Prince  Frederick, 
whether  written  by  himself  or  by  a  confidential 
secretary,  must  have  been  ?  The  history  at  which 
Johnson  laughed  was  a  very  proper  companion  to  the 
Bibliotheque  des  Fees,  a  fairy  tale  about  good  Prince 
Titi  and  naughty  Prince  Violent.  Mr.  Croker  may 
find  it  in  the  Magasin  des  Enfans,  the  first  French 
book  which  the  little  girls  of  England  read  to  their 
governesses. 

Mr.  Croker  states  that  Mr.  Henry  Bate,  who  after¬ 
wards  assumed  the  name  of  Dudley,  was  proprietor 
of  the  Morning  Herald,  and  fought  a  duel  with 
George  Robinson  Stoney,  in  consequence  of  some 
attacks  on  Lady  Strathmore  which  appeared  in  that 
paper.2  Now  Mr.  Bate  was  then  connected,  not  with 
the  Morning  Herald,  but  with  the  Morning  Post ;  and 
the  dispute  took  place  before  the  Morning  Herald 
was  in  existence.  The  duel  was  fought  in  January 
1  ill.  271.  2  V.  196. 


6o 


Croker’s  Edition  of 


1777.  The  Chronicle  of  the  Annual  Register  for  that 
year  contains  an  account  of  the  transaction,  and  dis¬ 
tinctly  states  that  Mr.  Bate  was  editor  of  the  Morning 
Post.  The  Morning  Herald,  as  any  person  may  see 
by  looking  at  any  number  of  it,  was  not  established 
till  some  years  after  this  affair.  For  this  blunder 
there  is,  we  must  acknowledge,  some  excuse  :  for  it 
certainly  seems  almost  incredible  to  a  person  living 
in  our  time  that  any  human  being  should  ever  have 
stooped  to  fight  with  a  writer  in  the  Morning  Post. 

“James  de  Duglas,”  says  Mr.  Croker,  “  was  re¬ 
quested  by  King  Robert  Bruce  in  his  last  hours,  to 
repair,  with  his  heart  to  Jerusalem,  and  humbly  to 
deposit  it  at  the  sepulchre  of  our  Lord,  which  he  did 
in  1329.”  1  Now,  it  is  well  known  that  he  did  no  such 
thing,  and  for  a  very  sufficient  reason,  because  he  was 
killed  by  the  way.  Nor  was  it  in  1329  that  he  set 
out.  Robert  Bruce  died  in  1329,  and  the  expedition 
of  Douglas  took  place  in  the  following  year,  “  Quand 
le  printems  vint  et  la  saison,”  says  Froissart,  in  June, 
1330,  says  Lord  Hailes,  whom  Mr.  Croker  cites  as  the 
authority  for  his  statement. 

Mr.  Croker  tells  us  that  the  great  Marquis  of 
Montrose  was  beheaded  at  Edinburgh  in  1650.2 
There  is  not  a  forward  boy  at  any  school  in  England 
who  does  not  know  that  the  marquis  was  hanged. 
The  account  of  the  execution  is  one  of  the  finest  pas¬ 
sages  in  Lord  Clarendon’s  History.  We  can  scarcely 
suppose  that  Mr.  Croker  has  never  read  that  pas- 
sage  ;  and  yet  we  can  scarcely  suppose  that  any 
person  who  has  ever  perused  so  noble  and  pathetic  a 
story  can  have  utterly  forgotten  all  its  most  striking 
circumstances. 

“Lord  Townshend,”  says  Mr.  Croker,  “was  not 
secretary  of  state  till  1720.” 3  Can  Mr.  Croker  pos¬ 
sibly  be  ignorant  that  Lord  Townshend  was  made 
'  IV.  29.  5  II.  526.  3  III.  52. 


Boswell’s  Life  of  Johnson  61 

secretary  of  state  at  the  accession  of  George  I.  in 
1714,  that  he  continued  to  be  secretary  of  state  till 
he  was  displaced  by  the  intrigues  of  Sunderland  and 
Stanhope  at  the  close  of  1716,  and  that  he  returned 
to  the  office  of  secretary  of  state,  not  in  1720,  but 
in  1721 ? 

Mr.  Croker,  indeed,  is  generally  unfortunate  in 
his  statements  respecting  the  Townshend  family.  He 
tells  us  that  Charles  Townshend,  the  chancellor  of 
the  exchequer,  was  “  nephew  of  the  prime  minister, 
and  son  of  a  peer  who  was  secretary  of  state,  and 
leader  of  the  House  of  Lords.”  1  Charles  Townshend 
was  not  nephew,  but  grandnephew,  of  the  Duke  of 
Newcastle,  not  son,  but  grandson,  of  the  Lord  Towns¬ 
hend  who  was  secretary  of  state  and  leader  of  the 
House  of  Lords. 

“  General  Burgoyne  surrendered  at  Saratoga,” 
says  Mr.  Croker,  “in  March,  1778.” 2  General  Bur¬ 
goyne  surrendered  on  the  17th  of  October,  1 777* 

“Nothing,”  says  Mr.  Croker,  “can  be  more  un¬ 
founded  than  the  assertion  that  Byng  fell  a  martyr 
to political party .  By  a  strange  coincidence  of  circum¬ 
stances,  it  happened  that  there  was  a  total  change 
of  administration  between  his  condemnation  and  his 
death  :  so  that  one  party  presided  at  his  trial,  and 
another  at  his  execution  :  there  can  be  no  stronger 
proof  that  he  was  not  a  political  martyr.” 3  Now 
what  will  our  readers  think  of  this  writer,  when  we 
assure  them  that  this  statement,  so  confidently  made, 
respecting  events  so  notorious,  is  absolutely  untrue  ? 
One  and  the  same  administration  was  in  office  when 
the  court-martial  on  Byng  commenced  its  sittings, 
through  the  whole  trial,  at  the  condemnation,  and 
at  the  execution.  In  the  month  of  November, 
1756,  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  and  Lord  Hardwicke 
resigned  ;  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  became  first  lord 
'  ill.  368.  2  IV.  222.  3  I.  298. 
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of  the  treasury,  and  Mr.  Pitt  secretary  of  state.  This 
administration  lasted  till  the  month  of  April,  1757. 
Byng’s  court-martial  began  to  sit  on  the  28th  of 
December,  1756.  He  was  shot  on  the  14th  of 
March,  1757.  There  is  something  at  once  divert¬ 
ing  and  provoking  in  the  cool  and  authoritative 
manner  in  which  Mr.  Croker  makes  these  random 
assertions.  We  do  not  suspect  him  of  intentionally 
falsifying  history.  But  of  this  high  literary  misde¬ 
meanour  we  do  without  hesitation  accuse  him,  that 
he  has  no  adequate  sense  of  the  obligation  which 
a  writer,  who  professes  to  relate  facts,  owes  to  the 
public.  We  accuse  him  of  a  negligence  and  an 
ignorance  analogous  to  that  crassa  negligentia,  and 
that  crassa  ignorantia,  on  which  the  law  animadverts 
in  magistrates  and  surgeons,  even  when  malice  and 
corruption  are  not  imputed.  We  accuse  him  of 
having  undertaken  a  work  which,  if  not  performed 
with  strict  accuracy,  must  be  very  much  worse  than 
useless,  and  of  having  performed  it  as  if  the  difference 
between  an  accurate  and  an  inaccurate  statement  was 
not  worth  the  trouble  of  looking  into  the  most  com¬ 
mon  book  of  reference. 

But  we  must  proceed.  These  volumes  contain 
mistakes  more  gross,  if  possible,  than  any  that  we 
have  yet  mentioned.  Boswell  has  recorded  some 
observations  made  by  Johnson  on  the  changes  which 
had  taken  place  in  Gibbon’s  religious  opinions.  That 
Gibbon  when  a  lad  at  Oxford  turned  Catholic  is  well 
known.  “It  is  said,”  cried  Johnson,  laughing,  “  that 
he  has  been  a  Mahommedan.”  “  This  sarcasm,”  says 
the  editor,  “  probably  alludes  to  the  tenderness  with 
which  Gibbon’s  malevolence  to  Christianity  induced 
him  to  treat  Mahommedanism  in  his  history.”  Now 
the  sarcasm  was  uttered  in  1776:  and  that  part  of 
the  History  of  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman 
Empire  which  relates  to  Mahommedanism  was  not 
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published  till  1788,  twelve  years  after  the  date  of  this 
conversation,  and  near  four  years  after  the  death  of 
Johnson.1 

“  It  was  in  the  year  1761,”  says  Mr.  Croker,  “that 
Goldsmith  published  his  Vicar  of  Wakefield.  This 
leads  the  editor  to  observe  a  more  serious  inaccuracy 
of  Mrs.  Piozzi,  than  Mr.  Boswell  notices,  when  he 
says  Johnson  left  her  table  to  go  and  sell  the  Vicar 
of  Wakefield  for  Goldsmith.  Now  Dr.  Johnson  was 
not  acquainted  with  the  Thrales  till  1765,  four  years 
after  the  book  had  been  published.” 2  Mr.  Croker, 
in  reprehending  the  fancied  inaccuracy  of  Mrs. 
Thrale,  has  himself  shown  a  degree  of  inaccuracy, 
or  to  speak  more  properly,  a  degree  of  ignorance, 
hardly  credible.  In  the  first  place,  Johnson  became 
acquainted  with  the  Thrales,  not  in  1765,  but  in  1764, 
and  during  the  last  weeks  of  1764  dined  with  them 
every  Thursday,  as  is  written  in  Mrs.  Piozzi’s  anec¬ 
dotes.  In  the  second  place,  Goldsmith  published  the 

1  A  defence  of  this  blunder  was  attempted.  That  the  celebrated 
chapters  in  which  Gibbon  has  traced  the  progress  of  Mahommedanism 
were  not  written  in  1776  could  not  be  denied.  But  it  was  confidently 
asserted  that  his  partiality  to  Mahommedanism  appeared  in  his  first 
volume.  This  assertion  is  untrue.  No  passage  which  can  by  any  art 
be  construed  into  the  faintest  indication  of  the  faintest  partiality  for 
Mahommedanism  has  ever  been  quoted  or  ever  will  be  quoted  from  the 
first  volume  of  the  History  of  the  Decline  and  Fall  of  the  Roman 
Empire. 

To  what  then,  it  has  been  asked,  could  Johnson  allude?  Possibly 
to  some  anecdote  or  some  conversation  of  which  all  trace  is  lost.  One 
conjecture  may  be  offered,  though  with  diffidence.  Gibbon  tells  us  in 
his  memoirs,  that  at  Oxford  he  took  a  fancy  for  studying  Arabic,  and 
was  prevented  from  doing  so  by  the  remonstrances  of  his  tutor.  Soon 
after  this,  the  young  man  fell  in  with  Bossuet’s  controversial  writings, 
and  was  speedily  converted  by  them  to  the  Roman  Catholic  faith.  The 
apostasy  of  a  gentleman  commoner  would  of  course  be  for  a  time  the 
chief  subject  of  conversation  in  the  common  room  of  Magdalene.  His 
whim  about  Arabic  learning  would  naturally  be  mentioned,  and  would 
give  occasion  to  some  jokes  about  the  probability  of  his  turning  Mussul¬ 
man.  If  such  jokes  were  made,  Johnson,  who  frequently  visited  Oxford, 
was  very  likely  to  hear  of  them. 

2  V.  409. 
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Vicar  of  Wakefield,  not  in  1761,  but  in  1766.  Mrs. 
Thrale  does  not  pretend  to  remember  the  precise 
date  of  the  summons  which  called  Johnson  from 
her  table  to  the  help  of  his  friend.  She  says  only 
that  it  was  near  the  beginning  of  her  acquaintance 
with  Johnson,  and  certainly  not  later  than  1766. 
Her  accuracy  is  therefore  completely  vindicated. 
It  was  probably  after  one  of  her  Thursday  dinners 
in  1764  that  the  celebrated  scene  of  the  landlady, 
the  sheriff’s  officer,  and  the  bottle  of  Madeira  took 
place.1 

The  very  page  which  contains  this  monstrous 
blunder,  contains  another  blunder,  if  possible,  more 
monstrous  still.  Sir  Joseph  Mawbey,  a  foolish  mem¬ 
ber  of  Parliament,  at  whose  speeches  and  whose  pig- 
styes  the  wits  of  Brookes’s  were,  fifty  years  ago,  in 
the  habit  of  laughing  most  unmercifully,  stated,  on 
the  authority  of  Garrick,  that  Johnson,  while  sitting 
in  a  coffeehouse  at  Oxford,  about  the  time  of  his 
doctor’s  degree,  used  some  contemptuous  expres¬ 
sions  respecting  Home’s  play  and  Macpherson’s 
Ossian.  “  Many  men,”  he  said,  “  many  women,  and 
many  children,  might  have  written  Douglas.”  Mr. 
Croker  conceives  that  he  has  detected  an  inaccu¬ 
racy,  and  glories  over  poor  Sir  Joseph  in  a  most 
characteristic  manner.  “  I  have  quoted  this  anec¬ 
dote  solely  with  the  view  of  showing  to  how  little 
credit  hearsay  anecdotes  are  in  general  entitled. 
Here  is  a  story  published  by  Sir  Joseph  Mawbey, 
a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  a  person 
every  way  worthy  of  credit,  who  says  he  had  it 
from  Garrick.  Now  mark  :  Johnson’s  visit  to  Ox¬ 
ford,  about  the  time  of  his  doctor’s  degree,  was  in 
1754,  the  first  time  he  had  been  there  since  he  left 
the  university.  But  Douglas  was  not  acted  till  1756, 

1  This  paragraph  has  been  altered  ;  and  a  slight  inaccuracy,  imma¬ 
terial  to  the  argument,  has  been  removed. 
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and  Ossian  not  published  till  1760.  All,  therefore, 
that  is  new  in  Sir  Joseph  Mawbey’s  story  is  false.”1 
Assuredly  we  need  not  go  far  to  find  ample  proof 
that  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  may 
commit  a  very  gross  error.  Now  mark,  say  we,  in 
the  language  of  Mr.  Croker.  The  fact  is,  that  John¬ 
son  took  his  Master’s  degree  in  1754, 2  and  his  Doc¬ 
tor’s  degree  in  1 775-3  In  the  spring  of  1776, 4  he 
paid  a  visit  to  Oxford,  and  at  this  visit  a  conversa¬ 
tion  respecting  the  works  of  Home  and  Macpher- 
son  might  have  taken  place,  and,  in  all  probability, 
did  take  place.  The  only  real  objection  to  the  story 
Mr.  Croker  has  missed.  Boswell  states,  apparently 
on  the  best  authority,  that  as  early  at  least  as  the 
year  1763,  Johnson,  in  conversation  with  Blair,  used 
the  same  expressions  respecting  Ossian,  which  Sir 
Joseph  represents  him  as  having  used  respecting 
Douglas.5  Sir  Joseph,  or  Garrick,  confounded,  we 
suspect,  the  two  stories.  But  their  error  is  venial, 
compared  with  that  of  Mr.  Croker. 

We  will  not  multiply  instances  of  this  scandalous 
inaccuracy.  It  is  clear  that  a  writer  who,  even  when 
warned  by  the  text  on  which  he  is  commenting,  falls 
into  such  mistakes  as  these,  is  entitled  to  no  confi¬ 
dence  whatever.  Mr.  Croker  has  committed  an  error 
of  five  years  with  respect  to  the  publication  of  Gold¬ 
smith’s  novel,  an  error  of  twelve  years  with  respect  to 
the  publication  of  part  of  Gibbon’s  History,  an  error 
of  twenty-one  years  with  respect  to  an  event  in  John¬ 
son’s  life  so  important  as  the  taking  of  the  doctoral 
degree.  Two  of  these  three  errors  he  has  committed, 
while  ostentatiously  displaying  his  own  accuracy,  and 
correcting  what  he  represents  as  the  loose  assertions 
of  others.  How  can  his  readers  take  on  trust  his 
statements  concerning  the  births,  marriages,  divorces, 
and  deaths  of  a  crowd  of  people,  whose  names  are 
1  v.  409.  2  I.  262.  3  III.  205.  4  in.  326.  5  i.  405- 
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scarcely  known  to  this  generation  ?  It  is  not  likely 
that  a  person  who  is  ignorant  of  what  almost  every 
body  knows  can  know  that  of  which  almost  every 
body  is  ignorant.  We  did  not  open  this  book  with 
any  wish  to  find  blemishes  in  it.  We  have  made  no 
curious  researches.  The  work  itself,  and  a  very  com¬ 
mon  knowledge  of  literary  and  political  history,  have 
enabled  us  to  detect  the  mistakes  which  we  have 
pointed  out,  and  many  other  mistakes  of  the  same 
kind.  We  must  say,  and  we  say  it  with  regret,  that 
we  do  not  consider  the  authority  of  Mr.  Croker,  un¬ 
supported  by  other  evidence,  as  sufficient  to  justify 
any  writer  who  may  follow  him  in  relating  a  single 
anecdote  or  in  assigning  a  date  to  a  single  event. 

Mr.  Croker  shows  almost  as  much  ignorance  and 
heedlessness  in  his  criticisms  as  in  his  statements 
concerning  facts.  Dr.  Johnson  said,  very  reasonably 
as  it  appears  to  us,  that  some  of  the  satires  of  Juvenal 
are  too  gross  for  imitation.  Mr.  Croker,  who,  by  the 
way,  is  angry  with  Johnson  for  defending  Prior’s  tales 
against  the  charge  of  indecency,  resents  this  aspersion 
on  Juvenal,  and  indeed  refuses  to  believe  that  the 
doctor  can  have  said  any  thing  so  absurd.  “  He  pro¬ 
bably  said — some  passages  of  them — for  there  are 
none  of  Juvenal’s  satires  to  which  the  same  objection 
may  be  made  as  to  one  of  Horace’s,  that  it  is  alto¬ 
gether  gross  and  licentious.”  1  Surely  Mr.  Croker  can 
never  have  read  the  second  and  ninth  satires  of 
Juvenal. 

Indeed  the  decisions  of  this  editor  on  points  of 
classical  learning,  though  pronounced  in  a  very 
authoritative  tone,  are  generally  such  that,  if  a 
schoolboy  under  our  care  were  to  utter  them,  our 
soul  assuredly  should  not  spare  for  his  crying.  It 
is  no  disgrace  to  a  gentleman  who  has  been  engaged 
during  near  thirty  years  in  political  life  that  he  has 

1  I.  167. 
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forgotten  his  Greek  and  Latin.  But  he  becomes 
justly  ridiculous  if,  when  no  longer  able  to  con¬ 
strue  a  plain  sentence,  he  affects  to  sit  in  judgment 
on  the  most  delicate  questions  of  style  and  metre. 
From  one  blunder,  a  blunder  which  no  good  scholar 
would  have  made,  Mr.  Croker  was  saved,  as  he  in¬ 
forms  us,  by  Sir  Robert  Peel,  who  quoted  a  passage 
exactly  in  point  from  Horace.  We  heartily  wish 
that  Sir  Robert,  whose  classical  attainments  are  well 
known,  had  been  more  frequently  consulted.  Un¬ 
happily  he  was  not  always  at  his  friend’s  elbow ; 
and  we  have  therefore  a  rich  abundance  of  the 
strangest  errors.  Boswell  has  preserved  a  poor 
epigram  by  Johnson,  inscribed  “Ad  Lauram  pari- 
turam.”  Mr.  Croker  censures  the  poet  for  apply¬ 
ing  the  word  puella  to  a  lady  in  Laura’s  situation, 
and  for  talking  of  the  beauty  of  Lucina.  “  Lucina,” 
he  says,  “was  never  famed  for  her  beauty.”1  If  Sir 
Robert  Peel  had  seen  this  note,  he  probably  would 
have  again  refuted  Mr.  Croker’s  criticisms  by  an 
appeal  to  Horace.  In  the  secular  ode,  Lucina  is 
used  as  one  of  the  names  of  Diana,  and  the  beauty 
of  Diana  is  extolled  by  all  the  most  orthodox  doc¬ 
tors  of  the  ancient  mythology,  from  Homer  in  his 
Odyssey,  to  Claudian  in  his  Rape  of  Proserpine. 
In  another  ode,  Horace  describes  Diana  as  the 
goddess  who  assists  the  “  laborantes  utero  puellas.” 
But  we  are  ashamed  to  detain  our  readers  with 
this  fourth-form  learning. 

Boswell  found,  in  his  tour  to  the  Hebrides,  an  in¬ 
scription  written  by  a  Scotch  minister.  It  runs  thus : 
“Joannes  Macleod,  &c.,  gentis  suse  Philarchus,  &c., 
Florae  Macdonald  matrimoniali  vinculo  conjugatus 
turrem  hanc  Beganodunensem  proaevorum  habitacu- 
lum  longe  vetustissimum,  diu  penitus  labefactatam, 
anno  aerae  vulgaris  MDCLXXXVI.  instauravit.” — “  The 
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minister,”  says  Mr.  Croker,  “  seems  to  have  been  no 
contemptible  Latinist.  Is  not  Philarchus  a  very 
happy  term  to  express  the  paternal  and  kindly 
authority  of  the  head  of  a  clan  ?  ” 1  The  compo¬ 
sition  of  this  eminent  Latinist,  short  as  it  is,  con¬ 
tains  several  words  that  are  just  as  much  Coptic  as 
Latin,  to  say  nothing  of  the  incorrect  structure  of 
the  sentence.  The  word  Philarchus,  even  if  it  were 
a  happy  term  expressing  a  paternal  and  kindly 
authority,  would  prove  nothing  for  the  minister’s 
Latin,  whatever  it  might  prove  for  his  Greek.  But 
it  is  clear  that  the  word  Philarchus  means,  not  a 
man  who  rules  by  love,  but  a  man  who  loves  rule. 

The  Attic  writers  of  the  best  age  use  the  word 

< piXap^os  in  the  sense  which  we  assign  to  it. 
Would  Mr.  Croker  translate  </>Ad<ro(£os,  a  man  who 
acquires  wisdom  by  means  of  love,  or  (/nAo/cepSpy, 
a  man  who  makes  money  by  means  of  love  ?  In 

fact,  it  requires  no  Bentley  or  Casaubon  to  perceive, 

that  Philarchus  is  merely  a  false  spelling  for  Phy- 
larchus  the  chief  of  a  tribe. 

Mr.  Croker  has  favoured  us  with  some  Greek  of 
his  own.  “At  the  altar,”  says  Dr.  Johnson,  “I  re¬ 
commended  my  6  cf).”  “  These  letters,”  says  the 

editor,  “  (which  Dr.  Strahan  seems  not  to  have  under¬ 
stood)  probably  mean  dvqrdl  <fu\oi,  departed  friends .” 2 
Johnson  was  not  a  first-rate  Greek  scholar  ;  but  he 
knew  more  Greek  than  most  boys  when  they  leave 
school  ;  and  no  schoolboy  could  venture  to  use  the 

1  II.  458. 

2  IV.  251.  An  attempt  was  made  to  vindicate  this  blunder  by 
quoting  a  grossly  corrupt  passage  from  the  'IfceViSfy  of  Euripides  : 

fidBi  Kal  avrlacrov  yovdrav,  ffiri  xe^Pa  fia*-ov<ra., 

TfKvuv  re  Bvaruv  no/xicrai  54/j.as. 

The  true  reading,  as  every  scholar  knows,  is,  retcvuv  reBveurcuv 
Ko/xicrai  Sefxas.  Indeed  without  this  emendation  it  would  not  be  easy  to 
construe  the  words,  even  if  Bvar u>v  could  bear  the  meaning  which  Mr. 
Croker  assigns  to  it. 
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word  6vt]tol  in  the  sense  which  Mr.  Croker  ascribes 
to  it  without  imminent  danger  of  a  flogging. 

Mr.  Croker  has  also  given  us  a  specimen  of  his 
skill  in  translating  Latin.  Johnson  wrote  a  note  in 
which  he  consulted  his  friend,  Dr.  Lawrence,  on  the 
propriety  of  losing  some  blood.  The  note  contains 
these  words  : — “  Si  per  te  licet,  imperatur  nuncio 
Holderum  ad  me  deducere.”  Johnson  should  rather 
have  written  “  imperatum  est.”  But  the  meaning  of 
the  words  is  perfectly  clear.  “If  you  say  yes,  the 
messenger  has  orders  to  bring  Holder  to  me.”  Mr. 
Croker  translates  the  words  as  follows  :  “If  you  con¬ 
sent,  pray  tell  the  messenger  to  bring  Holder  to  me.”  1 
If  Mr.  Croker  is  resolved  to  write  on  points  of  classi¬ 
cal  learning,  we  would  advise  him  to  begin  by  giving 
an  hour  every  morning  to  our  old  friend  Corderius. 

Indeed  we  cannot  open  any  volume  of  this  work 
in  any  place,  and  turn  it  over  for  two  minutes  in  any 
direction,  without  lighting  on  a  blunder.  Johnson,  in 
his  Life  of  Tickell,  stated  that  the  poem  entitled  The 
Royal  Progress,  which  appears  in  the  last  volume  of 
the  Spectator,  was  written  on  the  accession  of  George 
the  First.  The  word  “  arrival  ”  was  afterwards  substi¬ 
tuted  for  “  accession.”  “  The  reader  will  observe,”  says 
Mr.  Croker,  “  that  the  Whig  term  accession ,  which 
might  imply  legality,  was  altered  into  a  statement  of 
the  simple  fact  of  King  George’s  arrival .” 2  Now 
Johnson,  though  a  bigoted  Tory,  was  not  quite  such 
a  fool  as  Mr.  Croker  here  represents  him  to  be.  In 
the  Life  of  Granville,  Lord  Lansdowne,  which  stands 
a  very  few  pages  from  the  Life  of  Tickell,  mention  is 
made  of  the  accession  of  Anne,  and  of  the  accession 
of  George  the  First.  The  word  arrival  was  used  in 
the  Life  of  Tickell  for  the  simplest  of  all  reasons.  It 
was  used  because  the  subject  of  the  poem  called  The 
Royal  Progress  was  the  arrival  of  the  king,  and  not 
1  V.  17.  2  IV.  425- 
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his  accession,  which  took  place  near  two  months  before 
his  arrival. 

The  editor’s  want  of  perspicacity  is  indeed  very 
amusing.  He  is  perpetually  telling  us  that  he  cannot 
understand  something  in  the  text  which  is  as  plain 
as  language  can  make  it.  “  Mattaire,”  said  Dr.  John¬ 
son,  “  wrote  Latin  verses  from  time  to  time,  and  pub¬ 
lished  a  set  in  his  old  age,  which  he  called  Senilia , 
in  which  he  shows  so  little  learning  or  taste  in  writing, 
as  to  make  Carteret  a  dactyl.”  1  Hereupon  we  have 
this  note :  “  The  editor  does  not  understand  this 
objection,  nor  the  following  observation.”  The  fol¬ 
lowing  observation,  which  Mr.  Croker  cannot  under¬ 
stand,  is  simply  this :  “  In  matters  of  genealogy,” 
says  Johnson,  “it  is  necessary  to  give  the  bare  names 
as  they  are.  But  in  poetry  and  in  prose  of  any 
elegance  in  the  writing,  they  require  to  have  inflec¬ 
tion  given  to  them.”  If  Mr.  Croker  had  told  Johnson 
that  this  was  unintelligible,  the  doctor  would  prob¬ 
ably  have  replied,  as  he  replied  on  another  occasion, 
“  I  have  found  you  a  reason,  sir  ;  I  am  not  bound  to 
find  you  an  understanding.”  Every  body  who  knows 
any  thing  of  Latinity  knows  that,  in  genealogical 
tables,  Joannes  Baro  de  Carteret,  or  Vice-comes  de 
Carteret,  may  be  tolerated,  but  that  in  compositions 
which  pretend  to  elegance,  Carteretus,  or  some  other 
form  which  admits  of  inflection,  ought  to  be  used. 

All  our  readers  have  doubtless  seen  the  two  dis- 
tichs  of  Sir  William  Jones,  respecting  the  division  of 
the  time  of  a  lawyer.  One  of  the  distichs  is  trans¬ 
lated  from  some  old  Latin  lines ;  the  other  is  original. 
The  former  runs  thus  : 

“  Six  hours  to  sleep,  to  law’s  grave  study  six, 

Four  spend  in  prayer,  the  rest  on  nature  fix.” 


1  IV.  33 
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“  Rather,”  says  Sir  William  Jones, 

“  Six  hours  to  law,  to  soothing  slumbers  seven, 

Ten  to  the  world  allot,  and  all  to  heaven.” 

The  second  couplet  puzzles  Mr.  Croker  strangely, 
“  Sir  William,”  says  he,  “has  shortened  his  day  to 
twenty-three  hours,  and  the  general  advice  of  ‘  all  to 
heaven,’  destroys  the  peculiar  appropriation  of  a  cer¬ 
tain  period  to  religious  exercises.”  1  Now,  we  did  not 
think  that  it  was  in  human  dulness  to  miss  the  mean¬ 
ing  of  the  lines  so  completely.  Sir  William  distributes 
twenty-three  hours  among  various  employments.  One 
hour  is  thus  left  for  devotion.  The  reader  expects 
that  the  verse  will  end  with  “and  one  to  heaven.” 
The  whole  point  of  the  lines  consists  in  the  unex¬ 
pected  substitution  of  “  all  ”  for  “  one.”  The  conceit 
is  wretched  enough ;  but  it  is  perfectly  intelligible, 
and  never,  we  will  venture  to  say,  perplexed  man, 
woman,  or  child  before. 

Poor  Tom  Davies,  after  failing  in  business,  tried 
to  live  by  his  pen.  Johnson  called  him  “  an  author 
generated  by  the  corruption  of  a  bookseller.”  This 
is  a  very  obvious,  and  even  a  commonplace  allusion 
to  the  famous  dogma  of  the  old  physiologists.  Dry- 
den  made  a  similar  allusion  to  that  dogma  before 
Johnson  was  born.  Mr.  Croker,  however,  is  unable 
to  understand  what  the  doctor  meant.  “  The  ex¬ 
pression,”  he  says,  “  seems  not  quite  clear.”  And  he 
proceeds  to  talk  about  the  generation  of  insects,  about 
bursting  into  gaudier  life,  and  Heaven  knows  what.2 

There  is  a  still  stranger  instance  of  the  editor’s 
talent  for  finding  out  difficulty  in  what  is  perfectly 
plain.  “No  man,”  said  Johnson,  “can  now  be  made 
a  bishop  for  his  learning  and  piety.”  “  From  this 
too  just  observation,”  says  Boswell,  “there  are  some 
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eminent  exceptions.”  Mr.  Croker  is  puzzled  by  Bos¬ 
well’s  very  natural  and  simple  language.  “  That  a 
general  observation  should  be  pronounced  too  just , 
by  the  very  person  who  admits  that  it  is  not  uni¬ 
versally  just,  is  not  a  little  odd.”  1 

A  very  large  proportion  of  the  two  thousand  five 
hundred  notes  which  the  editor  boasts  of  having 
added  to  those  of  Boswell  and  Malone  consists  of  the 
flattest  and  poorest  reflections,  reflections  such  as  the 
least  intelligent  reader  is  quite  competent  to  make 
for  himself,  and  such  as  no  intelligent  reader  would 
think  it  worth  while  to  utter  aloud.  They  remind  us 
of  nothing  so  much  as  of  those  profound  and  interesting 
annotations  which  are  pencilled  by  sempstresses  and 
apothecaries’  boys  on  the  dog-eared  margins  of  novels 
borrowed  from  circulating  libraries  ;  “  How  beauti¬ 
ful  !  ”  “  Cursed  prosy  !  ”  “I  don’t  like  Sir  Reginald 

Malcolm  at  all.”  “  I  think  Pelham  is  a  sad  dandy.” 
Mr.  Croker  is  perpetually  stopping  us  in  our  progress 
through  the  most  delightful  narrative  in  the  language 
to  observe  that  really  Dr.  Johnson  was  very  rude, 
that  he  talked  more  for  victory  than  for  truth,  that 
his  taste  for  port  wine  with  capillaire  in  it  was  very 
odd,  that  Boswell  was  impertinent,  that  it  was  foolish 
in  Mrs.  Thrale  to  marry  the  music-master  ;  and  so 
forth. 

We  cannot  speak  more  favourably  of  the  manner 
in  which  the  notes  are  written  than  of  the  matter  of 
which  they  consist.  We  find  in  every  page  words 
used  in  wrong  senses,  and  constructions  which  violate 
the  plainest  rules  of  grammar.  We  have  the  vulgar¬ 
ism  of  “  mutual  friend,”  for  “  common  friend.”  We 
have  “  fallacy  ”  used  as  synonymous  with  “  falsehood.” 
We  have  many  such  inextricable  labyrinths  of  pro¬ 
nouns  as  that  which  follows  :  “  Lord  Erskine  was 


1  ill.  228. 
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fond  of  this  anecdote  ;  he  told  it  to  the  editor  the 
first  time  that  he  had  the  honour  of  being  in  his  com¬ 
pany.”  Lastly,  we  have  a  plentiful  supply  of  sentences 
resembling  those  which  we  subjoin.  “  Markland,  who , 
with  Jortin  and  Thirlby,  Johnson  calls  three  contem¬ 
poraries  of  great  eminence.”1  “Warburton  himself 
did  not  feel,  as  Mr.  Boswell  was  disposed  to  think  he 
did,  kindly  or  gratefully  of  Johnson.”  2  “It  was  him 
that  Horace  Walpole  called  a  man  who  never  made  a 
bad  figure  but  as  an  author.” 3  One  or  two  of  these 
solecisms  should  perhaps  be  attributed  to  the  printer, 
who  has  certainly  done  his  best  to  fill  both  the  text 
and  the  notes  with  all  sorts  of  blunders.  In  truth,  he 
and  the  editor  have  between  them  made  the  book  so 
bad,  that  we  do  not  well  see  how  it  could  have  been 
worse. 

When  we  turn  from  the  commentary  of  Mr.  Croker 
to  the  work  of  our  old  friend  Boswell,  we  find  it  not 
only  worse  printed  than  in  any  other  edition  with 
which  we  are  acquainted,  but  mangled  in  the  most 
wanton  manner.  Much  that  Boswell  inserted  in  his 
narrative  is,  without  the  shadow  of  a  reason,  degraded 
to  the  appendix.  The  editor  has  also  taken  upon 
himself  to  alter  or  omit  passages  which  he  considers 
as  indecorous.  This  prudery  is  quite  unintelligible 
to  us.  There  is  nothing  immoral  in  Boswell’s  book, 
nothing  which  tends  to  inflame  the  passions.  He 
sometimes  uses  plain  words.  But  if  this  be  a  taint 
which  requires  expurgation,  it  would  be  desirable  to 
begin  by  expurgating  the  morning  and  evening  les¬ 
sons.  The  delicate  office  which  Mr.  Croker  has 
undertaken  he  has  performed  in  the  most  capricious 
manner.  One  strong,  old-fashioned,  English  word, 
familiar  to  all  who  read  their  Bibles,  is  changed  for 
a  softer  synonyme  in  some  passages  and  suffered  to 


1  IV.  377. 


*  IV.  415. 


3  II.  461. 


Croker’s  Edition  of 


74 

stand  unaltered  in  others.  In  one  place  a  faint  al¬ 
lusion  made  by  Johnson  to  an  indelicate  subject,  an 
allusion  so  faint  that,  till  Mr.  Croker’s  note  pointed  it 
out  to  us,  we  had  never  noticed  it,  and  of  which  we 
are  quite  sure  that  the  meaning  would  never  be  dis¬ 
covered  by  any  of  those  for  whose  sake  books  are 
expurgated,  is  altogether  omitted.  In  another  place, 
a  coarse  and  stupid  jest  of  Dr.  Taylor  on  the  same 
subject,  expressed  in  the  broadest  language,  almost 
the  only  passage,  as  far  as  we  remember,  in  all  Bos¬ 
well’s  book,  which  we  should  have  been  inclined  to 
leave  out,  is  suffered  to  remain. 

We  complain,  however,  much  more  of  the  addi¬ 
tions  than  of  the  omissions.  We  have  half  of  Mrs. 
Thrale’s  book,  scraps  of  Mr.  Tyers,  scraps  of  Mr. 
Murphy,  scraps  of  Mr.  Cradock,  long  prosings  of  Sir 
John  Hawkins,  and  connecting  observations  by  Mr. 
Croker  himself,  inserted  into  the  midst  of  Boswell’s 
text.  To  this  practice  we  most  decidedly  object.  An 
editor  might  as  well  publish  Thucydides  with  extracts 
from  Diodorus  interspersed,  or  incorporate  the  Lives 
of  Suetonius  with  the  History  and  Annals  of  Tacitus. 
Mr.  Croker  tells  us,  indeed,  that  he  has  done  only 
what  Boswell  wished  to  do,  and  was  prevented  from 
doing  by  the  law  of  copyright.  We  doubt  this  greatly. 
Boswell  has  studiously  abstained  from  availing  him¬ 
self  of  the  information  given  by  his  rivals,  on  many 
occasions  on  which  he  might  have  cited  them  with¬ 
out  subjecting  himself  to  the  charge  of  piracy.  Mr. 
Croker  has  himself,  on  one  occasion,  remarked  very 
justly  that  Boswell  was  unwilling  to  owe  any  obliga¬ 
tion  to  Hawkins.  But,  be  this  as  it  may,  if  Boswell 
had  quoted  from  Sir  John  and  from  Mrs.  Thrale,  he 
would  have  been  guided  by  his  own  taste  and  judg¬ 
ment  in  selecting  his  quotations.  On  what  Boswell 
quoted  he  would  have  commented  with  perfect  free¬ 
dom  ;  and  the  borrowed  passages,  so  selected,  and 
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accompanied  by  such  comments,  would  have  become 
original.  They  would  have  dove-tailed  into  the  work. 
No  hitch,  no  crease,  would  have  been  discernible. 
The  whole  would  appear  one  and  indivisible, 

“  Ut  per  laeve  severos 
Effundat  junctura  ungues.” 

This  is  not  the  case  with  Mr.  Croker’s  insertions. 
They  are  not  chosen  as  Boswell  would  have  chosen 
them.  They  are  not  introduced  as  Boswell  would 
have  introduced  them.  They  differ  from  the  quota¬ 
tions  scattered  through  the  original  Life  of  Johnson, 
as  a  withered  bough  stuck  in  the  ground  differs 
from  a  tree  skilfully  transplanted  with  all  its  life 
about  it. 

Not  only  do  these  anecdotes  disfigure  Boswell’s 
book  ;  they  are  themselves  disfigured  by  being  in¬ 
serted  in  his  book.  The  charm  of  Mrs.  Thrale’s  little 
volume  is  utterly  destroyed.  The  feminine  quickness 
of  observation,  the  feminine  softness  of  heart,  the  col¬ 
loquial  incorrectness  and  vivacity  of  style,  the  little 
amusing  airs  of  a  half-learned  lady,  the  delightful 
garrulity,  the  “  dear  Doctor  Johnson,”  the  “  it  was  so 
so  comical,”  all  disappear  in  Mr.  Croker’s  quotations. 
The  lady  ceases  to  speak  in  the  first  person ;  and  her 
anecdotes,  in  the  process  of  transfusion,  become  as 
flat  as  Champagne  in  decanters,  or  Herodotus  in 
Beloe’s  version.  Sir  John  Hawkins,  it  is  true,  loses 
nothing  ;  and  for  the  best  of  reasons.  Sir  John  had 
nothing  to  lose. 

The  course  which  Mr.  Croker  ought  to  have  taken 
is  quite  clear.  He  should  have  reprinted  Boswell’s 
narrative  precisely  as  Boswell  wrote  it ;  and  in  the 
notes  or  the  appendix  he  should  have  placed 
any  anecdotes  which  he  might  have  thought  it  ad¬ 
visable  to  quote  from  other  writers.  This  would 
have  been  a  much  more  convenient  course  for  the 
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reader,  who  has  now  constantly  to  keep  his  eye  on 
the  margin  in  order  to  see  whether  he  is  perusing 
Boswell,  Mrs.  Thrale,  Murphy,  Hawkins,  Tyers, 
Cradock,  or  Mr.  Croker.  We  greatly  doubt  whether 
even  the  Tour  to  the  Hebrides  ought  to  have 
been  inserted  in  the  midst  of  the  Life.  There  is  one 
marked  distinction  between  the  two  works.  Most 
of  the  Tour  was  seen  by  Johnson  in  manuscript. 
It  does  not  appear  that  he  ever  saw  any  part  of 
the  Life. 

We  love,  we  own,  to  read  the  great  productions 
of  the  human  mind  as  they  were  written.  We  have 
this  feeling  even  about  scientific  treatises  ;  though  we 
know  that  the  sciences  are  always  in  a  state  of  pro¬ 
gression,  and  that  the  alterations  made  by  a  modern 
editor  in  an  old  book  on  any  branch  of  natural  or 
political  philosophy  are  likely  to  be  improvements. 
Some  errors  have  been  detected  by  writers  of  this 
generation  in  the  speculations  of  Adam  Smith.  A 
short  cut  has  been  made  to  much  knowledge  at  which 
Sir  Isaac  Newton  arrived  through  arduous  and  cir¬ 
cuitous  paths.  Yet  we  still  look  with  peculiar  venera¬ 
tion  on  the  Wealth  of  Nations  and  on  the  Principia, 
and  should  regret  to  see  either  of  those  great  works 
garbled  even  by  the  ablest  hands.  But  in  works 
which  owe  much  of  their  interest  to  the  character 
and  situation  of  the  writers  the  case  is  infinitely 
stronger.  What  man  of  taste  and  feeling  can  endure 
rifacimenti ,  harmonies,  abridgments,  expurgated  edi¬ 
tions  ?  Who  ever  reads  a  stage  copy  of  a  play  when 
he  can  procure  the  original  ?  Who  ever  cut  open 
Mrs.  Siddons’s  Milton  ?  Who  ever  got  through  ten 
pages  of  Mr.  Gilpin’s  translation  of  John  Bunyan’s 
Pilgrim  into  modern  English?  Who  would  lose,  in 
the  confusion  of  a  Diatessaron,  the  peculiar  charm 
which  belongs  to  the  narrative  of  the  disciple  whom 
Jesus  loved  ?  The  feeling  of  a  reader  who  has  be- 
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come  intimate  with  any  great  original  work  is  that 
which  Adam  expressed  towards  his  bride : 

“  Should  God  create  another  Eve,  and  I 
Another  rib  afford,  yet  loss  of  thee 
Would  never  from  my  heart.” 

No  substitute,  however  exquisitely  formed,  will  fill 
the  void  left  by  the  original.  The  second  beauty 
may  be  equal  or  superior  to  the  first ;  but  still  it  is 
not  she. 

The  reasons  which  Mr.  Croker  has  given  for 
incorporating  passages  from  Sir  John  Hawkins  and 
Mrs.  Thrale  with  the  narrative  of  Boswell  would 
vindicate  the  adulteration  of  half  the  classical  works 
in  the  language.  If  Pepys’s  Diary  and  Mrs.  Hutchin¬ 
son’s  Memoirs  had  been  published  a  hundred  years 
ago,  no  human  being  can  doubt  that  Mr.  Hume 
would  have  have  made  great  use  of  those  books  in 
his  History  of  England.  But  would  it,  on  that 
account,  be  judicious  in  a  writer  of  our  times  to 
publish  an  edition  of  Hume’s  History  of  England, 
in  which  large  extracts  from  Pepys  and  Mrs.  Hut¬ 
chinson  should  be  incorporated  with  the  original 
text  ?  Surely  not.  Hume’s  history,  be  its  faults 
what  they  may,  is  now  one  great  entire  work,  the 
production  of  one  vigorous  mind,  working  on  such 
materials  as  were  within  its  reach.  Additions  made 
by  another  hand  may  supply  a  particular  deficiency, 
but  would  grievously  injure  the  general  effect.  With 
Boswell’s  book  the  case  is  stronger.  There  is  scarcely, 
in  the  whole  compass  of  literature,  a  book  which 
bears  interpolation  so  ill.  We  know  no  production 
of  the  human  mind  which  has  so  much  of  what  may 
be  called  the  race,  so  much  of  the  peculiar  flavour 
of  the  soil  from  which  it  sprang.  The  work  could 
never  have  been  written  if  the  writer  had  not  been 
precisely  what  he  was.  His  character  is  displayed  in 
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every  page,  and  this  display  of  character  gives  a 
delightful  interest  to  many  passages  which  have  no 
other  interest. 

The  Life  of  Johnson  is  assuredly  a  great,  a  very 
great  work.  Homer  is  not  more  decidedly  the  first 
of  heroic  poets,  Shakspeare  is  not  more  decidedly 
the  first  of  dramatists,  Demosthenes  is  not  more 
decidedly  the  first  of  orators,  than  Boswell  is  the  first 
of  biographers.  He  has  no  second.  He  has  dis¬ 
tanced  all  his  competitors  so  decidedly  that  it  is  not 
worth  while  to  place  them.  Eclipse  is  first,  and  the 
rest  nowhere. 

We  are  not  sure  that  there  is  in  the  whole  history 
of  the  human  intellect  so  strange  a  phaenomenon  as 
this  book.  Many  of  the  greatest  men  that  ever  lived 
have  written  biography.  Boswell  was  one  of  the 
smallest  men  that  ever  lived,  and  he  has  beaten 
them  all.  He  was,  if  we  are  to  give  any  credit  to 
his  own  account  or  to  the  united  testimony  of  all 
who  knew  him,  a  man  of  the  meanest  and  feeblest 
intellect.  Johnson  described  him  as  a  fellow  who 
had  missed  his  only  chance  of  immortality  by  not 
having  been  alive  when  the  Dunciad  was  written. 
Beauclerk  used  his  name  as  a  proverbial  expression 
for  a  bore.  He  was  the  laughing-stock  of  the  whole 
of  that  brilliant  society  which  has  owed  to  him  the 
greater  part  of  its  fame.  He  was  always  laying  him¬ 
self  at  the  feet  of  some  eminent  man,  and  begging 
to  be  spit  upon  and  trampled  upon.  He  was  always 
earning  some  ridiculous  nickname,  and  then  “bind¬ 
ing  it  as  a  crown  unto  him,”  not  merely  in  metaphor, 
but  literally.  He  exhibited  himself,  at  the  Shakspeare 
Jubilee,  to  all  the  crowd  which  filled  Stratford-on- 
Avon,  with  a  placard  round  his  hat  bearing  the 
inscription  of  Corsica  Boswell.  In  his  Tour,  he  pro¬ 
claimed  to  all  the  world  that  at  Edinburgh  he  was 
known  by  the  appellation  of  Paoli  Boswell.  Servile 
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and  impertinent,  shallow  and  pedantic,  a  bigot  and  a 
sot,  bloated  with  family  pride,  and  eternally  bluster¬ 
ing  about  the  dignity  of  a  born  gentleman,  yet  stoop¬ 
ing  to  be  a  talebearer,  an  eavesdropper,  a  common 
butt  in  the  taverns  of  London,  so  curious  to  know 
every  body  who  was  talked  about,  that,  Tory  and 
high  Churchman  as  he  was,  he  manoeuvred,  we  have 
been  told,  for  an  introduction  to  Tom  Paine,  so  vain 
of  the  most  childish  distinctions,  that  when  he  had 
been  to  court,  he  drove  to  the  office  where  his  book 
was  printing  without  changing  his  clothes,  and  sum¬ 
moned  all  the  printer’s  devils  to  admire  his  new 
ruffles  and  sword  ;  such  was  this  man,  and  such  he 
was  content  and  proud  to  be.  Every  thing  which 
another  man  would  have  hidden,  every  thing  the 
publication  of  which  would  have  made  another  man 
hang  himself,  was  matter  of  gay  and  clamorous 
exultation  to  his  weak  and  diseased  mind.  What 
silly  things  he  said,  what  bitter  retorts  he  provoked, 
how  at  one  place  he  was  troubled  with  evil  presenti¬ 
ments  which  came  to  nothing,  how  at  another  place, 
on  waking  from  a  drunken  doze,  he  read  the  prayer- 
book  and  took  a  hair  of  the  dog  that  had  bitten  him, 
how  he  went  to  see  men  hanged  and  came  away 
maudlin,  how  he  added  five  hundred  pounds  to  the 
fortune  of  one  of  his  babies  because  she  was  not 
scared  at  Johnson’s  ugly  face,  how  he  was  frightened 
out  of  his  wits  at  sea,  and  how  the  sailors  quieted 
him  as  they  would  have  quieted  a  child,  how  tipsy 
he  was  at  Lady  Cork’s  one  evening  and  how  much 
his  merriment  annoyed  the  ladies,  how  impertinent 
he  was  to  the  Duchess  of  Argyle  and  with  what 
stately  contempt  she  put  down  his  impertinence,  how 
Colonel  Macleod  sneered  to  his  face  at  his  impudent 
obtrusiveness,  how  his  father  and  the  very  wife  of 
his  bosom  laughed  and  fretted  at  his  fooleries  ;  all 
these  things  he  proclaimed  to  all  the  world,  as  if 
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they  had  been  subjects  for  pride  and  ostentatious  re¬ 
joicing.  All  the  caprices  of  his  temper,  all  the  illu¬ 
sions  of  his  vanity,  all  his  hypochondriac  whimsies, 
all  his  castles  in  the  air,  he  displayed  with  a  cool 
self-complacency,  a  perfect  unconsciousness  that  he 
was  making  a  fool  of  himself,  to  which  it  is  impos¬ 
sible  to  find  a  parallel  in  the  whole  history  of  man¬ 
kind.  He  has  used  many  people  ill;  but  assuredly 
he  has  used  nobody  so  ill  as  himself. 

That  such  a  man  should  have  written  one  of  the 
best  books  in  the  world  is  strange  enough.  But  this 
is  not  all.  Many  persons  who  have  conducted  them¬ 
selves  foolishly  in  active  life,  and  whose  conversation 
has  indicated  no  superior  powers  of  mind,  have  left 
us  valuable  works.  Goldsmith  was  very  justly  de¬ 
scribed  by  one  of  his  contemporaries  as  an  inspired 
idiot,  and  by  another  as  a  being 

“  Who  wrote  like  an  angel,  and  talked  like  poor  Poll.” 

La  Fontaine  was  in  society  a  mere  simpleton.  His 
blunders  would  not  come  in  amiss  among  the  stories 
of  Hierocles.  But  these  men  attained  literary  emi¬ 
nence  in  spite  of  their  weaknesses.  Boswell  attained 
it  by  reason  of  his  weaknesses.  If  he  had  not  been 
a  great  fool,  he  would  never  have  been  a  great  writer. 
Without  all  the  qualities  which  made  him  the  jest 
and  the  torment  of  those  among  whom  he  lived,  with¬ 
out  the  officiousness,  the  inquisitiveness,  the  effron¬ 
tery,  the  toad-eating,  the  insensibility  to  all  reproof, 
he  never  could  have  produced  so  excellent  a  book. 
He  was  a  slave,  proud  of  his  servitude,  a  Paul  Pry, 
convinced  that  his  own  curiosity  and  garrulity  were 
virtues,  an  unsafe  companion  who  never  scrupled  to 
repay  the  most  liberal  hospitality  by  the  basest  viola¬ 
tion  of  confidence,  a  man  without  delicacy,  without 
shame,  without  sense  enough  to  know  when  he  was 
hurting  the  feelings  of  others  or  when  he  was  expos- 
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ing  himself  to  derision  ;  and  because  he  was  all  this, 
he  has,  in  an  important  department  of  literature,  im¬ 
measurably  surpassed  such  writers  as  Tacitus,  Claren¬ 
don,  Alfieri,  and  his  own  idol  Johnson. 

Of  the  talents  which  ordinarily  raise  men  to  emi¬ 
nence  as  writers,  Boswell  had  absolutely  none.  There 
is  not  in  all  his  books  a  single  remark  of  his  own  on 
literature,  politics,  religion,  or  society,  which  is  not 
either  commonplace  or  absurd.  His  dissertations 
on  hereditary  gentility,  on  the  slave-trade,  and  on 
the  entailing  of  landed  estates,  may  serve  as  ex¬ 
amples.  To  say  that  these  passages  are  sophistical 
would  be  to  pay  them  an  extravagant  compliment. 
They  have  no  pretence  to  argument,  or  even  to 
meaning.  He  has  reported  innumerable  observations 
made  by  himself  in  the  course  of  conversation.  Of 
those  observations  we  do  not  remember  one  which  is 
above  the  intellectual  capacity  of  a  boy  of  fifteen. 
He  has  printed  many  of  his  own  letters,  and  in  these 
letters  he  is  always  ranting  or  twaddling.  Logic, 
eloquence,  wit,  taste,  all  those  things  which  are  gene¬ 
rally  considered  as  making  a  book  valuable,  were 
utterly  wanting  to  him.  He  had,  indeed,  a  quick 
observation  and  a  retentive  memory.  These  quali¬ 
ties,  if  he  had  been  a  man  of  sense  and  virtue,  would 
scarcely  of  themselves  have  sufficed  to  make  him 
conspicuous  ;  but,  because  he  was  a  dunce,  a  parasite, 
and  a  coxcomb,  they  have  made  him  immortal. 

Those  parts  of  his  book  which,  considered  ab¬ 
stractedly,  are  most  utterly  worthless,  are  delightful 
when  we  read  them  as  illustrations  of  the  character 
of  the  writer.  Bad  in  themselves,  they  are  good  dra¬ 
matically,  like  the  nonsense  of  Justice  Shallow,  the 
clipped  English  of  Dr.  Caius,  or  the  misplaced  con¬ 
sonants  of  Fluellen.  Of  all  confessors,  Boswell  is  the 
most  candid.  Other  men  who  have  pretended  to  lay 
open  their  own  hearts,  Rousseau,  for  example,  and 
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Lord  Byron,  have  evidently  written  with  a  constant 
view  to  effect,  and  are  to  be  then  most  distrusted 
when  they  seem  to  be  most  sincere.  There  is  scarcely 
any  man  who  would  not  rather  accuse  himself  of 
great  crimes  and  of  dark  and  tempestuous  passions 
than  proclaim  all  his  little  vanities  and  wild  fancies. 
It  would  be  easier  to  find  a  person  who  would  avow 
actions  like  those  of  Caesar  Borgia  or  Danton,  than 
one  who  would  publish  a  daydream  like  those  of  Al- 
naschar  and  Malvolio.  Those  weaknesses  which  most 
men  keep  covered  up  in  the  most  secret  places  of  the 
mind,  not  to  be  disclosed  to  the  eye  of  friendship  or 
of  love,  were  precisely  the  weaknesses  which  Boswell 
paraded  before  all  the  world.  He  was  perfectly 
frank,  because  the  weakness  of  his  understanding 
and  the  tumult  of  his  spirits  prevented  him  from 
knowing  when  he  made  himself  ridiculous.  His  book 
resembles  nothing  so  much  as  the  conversation  of  the 
inmates  of  the  Palace  of  Truth. 

His  fame  is  great ;  and  it  will,  we  have  no  doubt, 
be  lasting ;  but  it  is  fame  of  a  peculiar  kind,  and  in¬ 
deed  marvellously  resembles  infamy.  We  remember 
no  other  case  in  which  the  world  has  made  so  great  a 
distinction  between  a  book  and  its  author.  In  gene¬ 
ral,  the  book  and  the  author  are  considered  as  one. 
To  admire  the  book  is  to  admire  the  author.  The 
case  of  Boswell  is  an  exception,  we  think  the  only 
exception,  to  this  rule.  His  work  is  universally  al¬ 
lowed  to  be  interesting,  instructive,  eminently  origi¬ 
nal  :  yet  it  has  brought  him  nothing  but  contempt. 
All  the  world  reads  it :  all  the  world  delights  in  it : 
yet  we  do  not  remember  ever  to  have  read  or  ever  to 
have  heard  any  expression  of  respect  and  admiration 
for  the  man  to  whom  we  owe  so  much  instruction 
and  amusement.  While  edition  after  edition  of  his 
book  was  coming  forth,  his  son,  as  Mr.  Croker  tells 
us,  was  ashamed  of  it,  and  hated  to  hear  it  mentioned. 


Boswell’s  Life  of  Johnson  83 

This  feeling  was  natural  and  reasonable.  Sir  Alex¬ 
ander  saw  that,  in  proportion  to  the  celebrity  of  the 
work,  was  the  degradation  of  the  author.  The  very 
editors  of  this  unfortunate  gentleman’s  books  have 
forgotten  their  allegiance,  and  like  those  Puritan 
casuists  who  took  arms  by  the  authority  of  the  king 
against  his  person,  have  attacked  the  writer  while  do¬ 
ing  homage  to  the  writings.  Mr.  Croker,  for  example, 
has  published  two  thousand  five  hundred  notes  on 
the  life  of  Johnson,  and  yet  scarcely  ever  mentions  the 
biographer  whose  performance  he  has  taken  such  pains 
to  illustrate  without  some  expression  of  contempt. 

An  ill-natured  man  Boswell  certainly  was  not. 
Yet  the  malignity  of  the  most  malignant  satirist 
could  scarcely  cut  deeper  than  his  thoughtless  loqua¬ 
city.  Having  himself  no  sensibility  to  derision  and 
contempt,  he  took  it  for  granted  that  all  others  were 
equally  callous.  He  was  not  ashamed  to  exhibit 
himself  to  the  whole  world  as  a  common  spy,  a  com¬ 
mon  tattler,  a  humble  companion  without  the  excuse 
of  poverty,  and  to  tell  a  hundred  stories  of  his  own 
pertness  and  folly,  and  of  the  insults  which  his  pert- 
ness  and  folly  brought  upon  him.  It  was  natural 
that  he  should  show  little  discretion  in  cases  in  which 
the  feelings  or  the  honour  of  others  might  be  con¬ 
cerned.  No  man,  surely,  ever  published  such  stories 
respecting  persons  whom  he  professed  to  love  and 
revere.  He  would  infallibly  have  made  his  hero  as 
contemptible  as  he  has  made  himself,  had  not  his 
hero  really  possessed  some  moral  and  intellectual 
qualities  of  a  very  high  order.  The  best  proof  that 
Johnson  was  really  an  extraordinary  man  is  that 
his  character,  instead  of  being  degraded,  has,  on  the 
whole,  been  decidedly  raised  by  a  work  in  which 
all  his  vices  and  weaknesses  are  exposed  more  un¬ 
sparingly  than  they  ever  were  exposed  by  Churchill 
or  by  Kenrick. 
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Johnson  grown  old,  Johnson  in  the  fulness  of  his 
fame  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  a  competent  fortune, 
is  better  known  to  us  than  any  other  man  in  history. 
Every  thing  about  him,  his  coat,  his  wig,  his  figure, 
his  face,  his  scrofula,  his  St.  Vitus’s  dance,  his  rolling 
walk,  his  blinking  eye,  the  outward  signs  which  too 
clearly  marked  his  approbation  of  his  dinner,  his 
insatiable  appetite  for  fish-sauce  and  veal-pie  with 
plums,  his  inextinguishable  thirst  for  tea,  his  trick  of 
touching  the  posts  as  he  walked,  his  mysterious  prac¬ 
tice  of  treasuring  up  scraps  of  orange-peel,  his  morn¬ 
ing  slumbers,  his  midnight  disputations,  his  contor¬ 
tions,  his  mutterings,  his  gruntings,  his  puffings,  his 
vigorous,  acute  and  ready  eloquence,  his  sarcastic  wit, 
his  vehemence,  his  insolence,  his  fits  of  tempestuous 
rage,  his  queer  inmates,  old  Mr.  Levett  and  blind 
'  Mrs.  Williams,  the  cat  Hodge  and  the  negro  Frank, 
all  are  as  familiar  to  us  as  the  objects  by  which  we 
have  been  surrounded  from  childhood.  But  we  have 
no  minute  information  respecting  those  years  of  John¬ 
son’s  life  during  which  his  character  and  his  manners 
became  immutably  fixed.  We  know  him,  not  as  he 
was  known  to  the  men  of  his  own  generation,  but  as 
he  was  known  to  men  whose  father  he  might  have 
been.  That  celebrated  club  of  which  he  was  the 
most  distinguished  member  contained  few  persons 
who  could  remember  a  time  when  his  fame  was  not 
fully  established  and  his  habits  completely  formed. 
He  had  made  himself  a  name  in  literature  while 
Reynolds  and  the  Wartons  were  still  boys.  He  was 
about  twenty  years  older  than  Burke,  Goldsmith,  and 
Gerard  Hamilton,  about  thirty  years  older  than  Gib¬ 
bon,  Beauclerk,  and  Langton,  and  about  forty  years 
older  than  Lord  Stowell,  Sir  William  Jones,  and 
Windham.  Boswell  and  Mrs.  Thrale,  the  two  writers 
from  whom  we  derive  most  of  our  knowledge  re¬ 
specting  him,  never  saw  him  till  long  after  he  was 
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fifty  years  old,  till  most  of  his  great  works  had  be¬ 
come  classical,  and  till  the  pension  bestowed  on  him 
by  the  Crown  had  placed  him  above  poverty.  Of 
those  eminent  men  who  were  his  most  intimate  asso¬ 
ciates  towards  the  close  of  his  life,  the  only  one,  as 
far  as  we  remember,  who  knew  him  during  the  first 
ten  or  twelve  years  of  his  residence  in  the  capital, 
was  David  Garrick  ;  and  it  does  not  appear  that, 
during  those  years,  David  Garrick  saw  much  of  his 
fellow-townsman. 

Johnson  came  up  to  London  precisely  at  the  time 
when  the  condition  of  a  man  of  letters  was  most 
miserable  and  degraded.  It  was  a  dark  night  be¬ 
tween  two  sunny  days.  The  age  of  patronage  had 
passed  away.  The  age  of  general  curiosity  and  in¬ 
telligence  had  not  arrived.  The  number  of  readers  is 
at  present  so  great  that  a  popular  author  may  subsist 
in  comfort  and  opulence  on  the  profits  of  his  works. 
In  the  reigns  of  William  the  Third,  of  Anne,  and  of 
George  the  First,  even  such  men  as  Congreve  and 
Addison  would  scarcely  have  been  able  to  live  like 
gentlemen  by  the  mere  sale  of  their  writings.  But 
the  deficiency  of  the  natural  demand  for  literature 
was,  at  the  close  of  the  seventeenth  and  at  the  begin¬ 
ning  of  the  eighteenth  century,  more  than  made 
up  by  artificial  encouragement,  by  a  vast  system  of 
bounties  and  premiums.  There  was,  perhaps,  never 
a  time  at  which  the  rewards  of  literary  merit  were  so 
splendid,  at  which  men  who  could  write  well  found 
such  easy  admittance  into  the  most  distinguished 
society,  and  to  the  highest  honours  of  the  state.  The 
chiefs  of  both  the  great  parties  into  which  the  king¬ 
dom  was  divided  patronised  literature  with  emulous 
munificence.  Congreve,  when  he  had  scarcely  at¬ 
tained  his  majority,  was  rewarded  for  his  first  comedy 
with  places  which  made  him  independent  for  life. 
Smith,  though  his  Hippolytus  and  Phaedra  failed, 
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would  have  been  consoled  with  three  hundred  a  year 
but  for  his  own  folly.  Rowe  was  not  only  Poet 
Laureate,  but  also  land-surveyor  of  the  customs  in  the 
port  of  London,  clerk  of  the  council  to  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  secretary  of  the  Presentations  to  the  Lord 
Chancellor.  Hughes  was  secretary  to  the  Com¬ 
missions  of  the  Peace.  Ambrose  Philips  was  judge 
of  the  Prerogative  Court  in  Ireland.  Locke  was 
Commissioner  of  Appeals  and  of  the  Board  of  Trade. 
Newton  was  Master  of  the  Mint.  Stepney  and  Prior 
were  employed  in  embassies  of  high  dignity  and  im¬ 
portance.  Gay,  who  commenced  life  as  apprentice 
to  a  silk  mercer,  became  a  secretary  of  legation  at 
five-and-twenty.  It  was  to  a  poem  on  the  Death  of 
Charles  the  Second,  and  to  the  City  and  Country 
Mouse  that  Montague  owed  his  introduction  into 
public  life,  his  earldom,  his  garter,  and  his  Auditor- 
ship  of  the  Exchequer.  Swift,  but  for  the  uncon¬ 
querable  prejudice  of  the  queen,  would  have  been  a 
bishop.  Oxford,  with  his  white  staff  in  his  hand, 
passed  through  the  crowd  of  his  suitors  to  welcome 
Parnell,  when  that  ingenious  writer  deserted  the 
Whigs.  Steele  was  a  commissioner  of  stamps  and  a 
member  of  Parliament.  Arthur  Mainwaring  was  a 
commissioner  of  the  customs,  and  auditor  of  the  im¬ 
prest.  Tickell  was  secretary  to  the  Lords  Justices 
of  Ireland.  Addison  was  secretary  of  state. 

This  liberal  patronage  was  brought  into  fashion, 
as  it  seems,  by  the  magnificent  Dorset,  almost  the 
only  noble  versifier  in  the  court  of  Charles  the  Second 
who  possessed  talents  for  composition  which  were 
independent  of  the  aid  of  a  coronet.  Montague  owed 
his  elevation  to  the  favour  of  Dorset,  and  imitated 
through  the  whole  course  of  his  life  the  liberality  to 
which  he  was  himself  so  greatly  indebted.  The  Tory 
leaders,  Harley  and  Bolingbroke  in  particular,  vied 
with  the  chiefs  of  the  Whig  party  in  zeal  for  the  en- 
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couragement  of  letters.  But  soon  after  the  accession 
of  the  house  of  Hanover  a  change  took  place.  The 
supreme  power  passed  to  a  man  who  cared  little  for 
poetry  or  eloquence.  The  importance  of  the  House 
of  Commons  was  constantly  on  the  increase.  The 
government  was  under  the  necessity  of  bartering  for 
Parliamentary  support  much  of  that  patronage  which 
had  been  employed  in  fostering  literary  merit ;  and 
Walpole  was  by  no  means  inclined  to  divert  any  part 
of  the  fund  of  corruption  to  purposes  which  he  con¬ 
sidered  as  idle.  He  had  eminent  talents  for  govern¬ 
ment  and  for  debate.  But  he  had  paid  little  attention 
to  books,  and  felt  little  respect  for  authors.  One  of 
the  coarse  jokes  of  his  friend,  Sir  Charles  Hanbury 
Williams,  was  far  more  pleasing  to  him  than  Thom¬ 
son’s  Seasons  or  Richardson’s  Pamela.  He  had  ob¬ 
served  that  some  of  the  distinguished  writers  whom 
the  favour  of  Halifax  had  turned  into  statesmen  had 
been  mere  encumbrances  to  their  party,  dawdlers  in 
office,  and  mutes  in  Parliament.  During  the  whole 
course  of  his  administration,  therefore,  he  scarcely 
befriended  a  single  man  of  genius.  The  best  writers 
of  the  age  gave  all  their  support  to  the  opposition, 
and  contributed  to  excite  that  discontent  which,  after 
plunging  the  nation  into  a  foolish  and  unjust  war, 
overthrew  the  minister  to  make  room  for  men  less 
able  and  equally  immoral.  The  opposition  could  re¬ 
ward  its  eulogists  with  little  more  than  promises  and 
caresses.  St.  James’s  would  give  nothing  :  Leicester 
house  had  nothing  to  give. 

Thus,  at  the  time  when  Johnson  commenced  his 
literary  career,  a  writer  had  little  to  hope  from  the 
patronage  of  powerful  individuals.  The  patronage 
of  the  public  did  not  yet  furnish  the  means  of  com¬ 
fortable  subsistence.  The  prices  paid  by  booksellers 
to  authors  were  so  low  that  a  man  of  considerable 
talents  and  unremitting  industry  could  do  little  more 
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than  provide  for  the  day  which  was  passing  over  him. 
The  lean  kine  had  eaten  up  the  fat  kine.  The  thin 
and  withered  ears  had  devoured  the  good  ears.  The 
season  of  rich  harvests  was  over,  and  the  period  of 
famine  had  begun.  All  that  is  squalid  and  miserable 
might  now  be  summed  up  in  the  word  Poet.  That 
word  denoted  a  creature  dressed  like  a  scarecrow, 
familiar  with  compters  and  spunging-houses,  and 
perfectly  qualified  to  decide  on  the  comparative 
merits  of  the  Common  Side  in  the  King’s  Bench 
prison  and  of  Mount  Scoundrel  in  the  Fleet.  Even 
the  poorest  pitied  him  ;  and  they  well  might  pity 
him.  For  if  their  condition  was  equally  abject,  their 
aspirings  were  not  equally  high,  nor  their  sense  of 
insult  equally  acute.  To  lodge  in  a  garret  up  four 
pair  of  stairs,  to  dine  in  a  cellar  among  footmen  out 
of  place,  to  translate  ten  hours  a  day  for  the  wages 
of  a  ditcher,  to  be  hunted  by  bailiffs  from  one  haunt 
of  beggary  and  pestilence  to  another,  from  Grub 
Street  to  St.  George’s  Fields,  and  from  St.  George’s 
Fields  to  the  alleys  behind  St.  Martin’s  church,  to 
sleep  on  a  bulk  in  June  and  amidst  the  ashes  of  a 
glass-house  in  December,  to  die  in  an  hospital  and 
to  be  buried  in  a  parish  vault,  was  the  fate  of  more 
than  one  writer  who,  if  he  had  lived  thirty  years 
earlier,  would  have  been  admitted  to  the  sittings  of 
the  Kitcat  or  the  Scriblerus  club,  would  have  sat  in 
Parliament,  and  would  have  been  entrusted  with  em¬ 
bassies  to  the  High  Allies  ;  who,  if  he  had  lived  in  our 
time,  would  have  found  encouragement  scarcely  less 
munificent  in  Albemarle  Street  or  in  Paternoster  Row. 

As  every  climate  has  its  peculiar  diseases,  so 
every  walk  of  life  has  its  peculiar  temptations.  The 
literary  character,  assuredly,  has  always  had  its  share 
of  faults,  vanity,  jealousy,  morbid  sensibility.  To 
these  faults  were  now  superadded  the  faults  which 
are  commonly  found  in  men  whose  livelihood  is  pre- 
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carious,  and  whose  principles  are  exposed  to  the  trial 
of  severe  distress.  All  the  vices  of  the  gambler  and 
of  the  beggar  were  blended  with  those  of  the  author. 
The  prizes  in  the  wretched  lottery  of  book-making 
were  scarcely  less  ruinous  than  the  blanks.  If  good 
fortune  came,  it  came  in  such  a  manner  that  it  was 
almost  certain  to  be  abused.  After  months  of  star¬ 
vation  and  despair,  a  full  third  night  or  a  well- 
received  dedication  filled  the  pocket  of  the  lean, 
ragged,  unwashed  poet  with  guineas.  He  hastened 
to  enjoy  those  luxuries  with  the  images  of  which  his 
mind  had  been  haunted  while  he  was  sleeping  amidst 
the  cinders  and  eating  potatoes  at  the  Irish  ordinary 
in  Shoe  Lane.  A  week  of  taverns  soon  qualified  him 
for  another  year  of  night-cellars.  Such  was  the  life 
of  Savage,  of  Boyse,  and  of  a  crowd  of  others.  Some¬ 
times  blazing  in  gold-laced  hats  and  waistcoats ; 
sometimes  lying  in  bed  because  their  coats  had  gone 
to  pieces,  or  wearing  paper  cravats  because  their 
linen  was  in  pawn ;  sometimes  drinking  Champagne 
and  Tokay  with  Betty  Careless  ;  sometimes  standing 
at  the  window  of  an  eating-house  in  Porridge  island, 
to  snuff  up  the  scent  of  what  they  could  not  afford 
to  taste ;  they  knew  luxury ;  they  knew  beggary  ; 
but  they  never  knew  comfort.  These  men  were  irre¬ 
claimable.  They  looked  on  a  regular  and  frugal  life 
with  the  same  aversion  which  an  old  gipsy  or  a 
Mohawk  hunter  feels  for  a  stationary  abode,  and  for 
the  restraints  and  securities  of  civilised  communities. 
They  were  as  untameable,  as  much  wedded  to  their 
desolate  freedom,  as  the  wild  ass.  They  could  no 
more  be  broken  in  to  the  offices  of  social  man  than  the 
unicorn  could  be  trained  to  serve  and  abide  by  the 
crib.  It  was  well  if  they  did  not,  like  beasts  of  a  still 
fiercer  race,  tear  the  hands  which  ministered  to  their 
necessities.  To  assist  them  was  impossible ;  and  the 
most  benevolent  of  mankind  at  length  became  weary 
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of  giving  relief  which  was  dissipated  with  the  wildest 
profusion  as  soon  as  it  had  been  received.  If  a  sum 
was  bestowed  on  the  wretched  adventurer,  such  as, 
properly  husbanded,  might  have  supplied  him  for  six 
months,  it  was  instantly  spent  in  strange  freaks  of 
sensuality,  and,  before  forty-eight  hours  had  elapsed, 
the  poet  was  again  pestering  all  his  acquaintance  for 
twopence  to  get  a  plate  of  shin  of  beef  at  a  subterra¬ 
neous  cook-shop.  If  his  friends  gave  him  an  asylum 
in  their  houses,  those  houses  were  forthwith  turned 
into  bagnios  and  taverns.  All  order  was  destroyed  ; 
all  business  was  suspended.  The  most  good-natured 
host  began  to  repent  of  his  eagerness  to  serve  a 
man  of  genius  in  distress  when  he  heard  his  guest 
roaring  for  fresh  punch  at  five  o’clock  in  the 
morning. 

A  few  eminent  writers  were  more  fortunate.  Pope 
had  been  raised  above  poverty  by  the  active  patronage 
which,  in  his  youth,  both  the  great  political  parties 
had  extended  to  his  Homer.  Young  had  received 
the  only  pension  ever  bestowed,  to  the  best  of  our 
recollection,  by  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  as  the  reward  of 
mere  literary  merit.  One  or  two  of  the  many  poets 
who  attached  themselves  to  the  opposition,  Thomson 
in  particular  and  Mallet,  obtained,  after  much  severe 
suffering,  the  means  of  subsistence  from  their  politi¬ 
cal  friends.  Richardson,  like  a  man  of  sense,  kept 
his  shop ;  and  his  shop  kept  him,  which  his  novels, 
admirable  as  they  are,  would  scarcely  have  done. 
But  nothing  could  be  more  deplorable  than  the  state 
even  of  the  ablest  men,  who  at  that  time  depended 
for  subsistence  on  their  writings.  Johnson,  Collins, 
Fielding,  and  Thomson,  were  certainly  four  of  the 
most  distinguished  persons  that  England  produced 
during  the  eighteenth  century.  It  is  well  known  that 
they  were  all  four  arrested  for  debt. 

Into  calamities  and  difficulties  such  as  these 
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Johnson  plunged  in  his  twenty-eighth  year.  From 
that  time  till  he  was  three  or  four  and  fifty,  we  have 
little  information  respecting  him  ;  little,  we  mean, 
compared  with  the  full  and  accurate  information 
which  we  possess  respecting  his  proceedings  and 
habits  towards  the  close  of  his  life.  He  emerged  at 
length  from  cock-lofts  and  sixpenny  ordinaries  into 
the  society  of  the  polished  and  the  opulent.  His 
fame  was  established.  A  pension  sufficient  for  his 
wants  had  been  conferred  on  him  :  and  he  came 
forth  to  astonish  a  generation  with  which  he  had 
almost  as  little  in  common  as  with  Frenchmen  or 
Spaniards. 

In  his  early  years  he  had  occasionally  seen  the 
great ;  but  he  had  seen  them  as  a  beggar.  He  now 
came  among  them  as  a  companion.  The  demand  for 
amusement  and  instruction  had,  during  the  course  of 
twenty  years,  been  gradually  increasing.  The  price 
of  literary  labour  had  risen  ;  and  those  rising  men  of 
letters  with  whom  Johnson  was  henceforth  to  associate 
were  for  the  most  part  persons  widely  different  from 
those  who  had  walked  about  with  him  all  night  in 
the  streets  for  want  of  a  lodging.  Burke,  Robertson, 
the  Wartons,  Gray,  Mason,  Gibbon,  Adam  Smith, 
Beattie,  Sir  William  Jones,  Goldsmith,  and  Churchill, 
were  the  most  distinguished  writers  of  what  may  be 
called  the  second  generation  of  the  Johnsonian  age. 
Of  these  men  Churchill  was  the  only  one  in  whom  we 
can  trace  the  stronger  lineaments  of  that  character 
which,  when  Johnson  first  came  up  to  London,  was 
common  among  authors.  Of  the  rest,  scarcely  any 
had  felt  the  pressure  of  severe  poverty.  Almost  all 
had  been  early  admitted  into  the  most  respectable 
society  on  an  equal  footing.  They  were  men  of  quite 
a  different  species  from  the  dependents  of  Curll  and 
Osborne. 

Johnson  came  among  them  the  solitary  specimen 
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of  a  past  age,  the  last  survivor  of  the  genuine  race 
of  Grub  Street  hacks  ;  the  last  of  that  generation  of 
authors  whose  abject  misery  and  whose  dissolute 
manners  had  furnished  inexhaustible  matter  to  the 
satirical  genius  of  Pope.  From  nature,  he  had  re¬ 
ceived  an  uncouth  figure,  a  diseased  constitution, 
and  an  irritable  temper.  The  manner  in  which  the 
earlier  years  of  his  manhood  had  been  passed  had 
given  to  his  demeanour,  and  even  to  his  moral  cha¬ 
racter,  some  peculiarities  appalling  to  the  civilised 
beings  who  were  the  companions  of  his  old  age.  The 
perverse  irregularity  of  his  hours,  the  slovenliness  of 
his  person,  his  fits  of  strenuous  exertion,  interrupted 
by  long  intervals  of  sluggishness,  his  strange  absti¬ 
nence,  and  his  equally  strange  voracity,  his  active 
benevolence,  contrasted  with  the  constant  rudeness 
and  the  occasional  ferocity  of  his  manners  in  society, 
made  him,  in  the  opinion  of  those  with  whom  he 
lived  during  the  last  twenty  years  of  his  life,  a  com¬ 
plete  original.  An  original  he  was,  undoubtedly,  in 
some  respects.  But  if  we  possessed  full  information 
concerning  those  who  shared  his  early  hardships,  we 
should  probably  find  that  what  we  call  his  singu¬ 
larities  of  manner  were,  for  the  most  part,  failings 
which  he  had  in  common  with  the  class  to  which 
he  belonged.  He  ate  at  Streatham  Park  as  he  had 
been  used  to  eat  behind  the  screen  at  St.  John’s  Gate, 
when  he  was  ashamed  to  show  his  ragged  clothes. 
He  ate  as  it  was  natural  that  a  man  should  eat,  who, 
during  a  great  part  of  his  life,  had  passed  the  morn¬ 
ing  in  doubt  whether  he  should  have  food  for  the 
afternoon.  The  habits  of  his  early  life  had  accus¬ 
tomed  him  to  bear  privation  with  fortitude,  but  not 
to  taste  pleasure  with  moderation.  He  could  fast ; 
but,  when  he  did  not  fast,  he  tore  his  dinner  like  a 
famished  wolf,  with  the  veins  swelling  on  his  fore¬ 
head,  and  the  perspiration  running  down  his  cheeks. 
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He  scarcely  ever  took  wine.  But  when  he  drank  it, 
he  drank  it  greedily  and  in  large  tumblers.  These 
were,  in  fact,  mitigated  symptoms  of  that  same  moral 
disease  which  raged  with  such  deadly  malignity  in 
his  friends  Savage  and  Boyse.  The  roughness  and 
violence  which  he  showed  in  society  were  to  be  ex¬ 
pected  from  a  man  whose  temper,  not  naturally 
gentle,  had  been  long  tried  by  the  bitterest  calami¬ 
ties,  by  the  want  of  meat,  of  fire,  and  of  clothes,  by 
the  importunity  of  creditors,  by  the  insolence  of 
booksellers,  by  the  derision  of  fools,  by  the  insin¬ 
cerity  of  patrons,  by  that  bread  which  is  the  bitterest 
of  all  food,  by  those  stairs  which  are  the  most  toil¬ 
some  of  all  paths,  by  that  deferred  hope  which  makes 
the  heart  sick.  Through  all  these  things  the  ill- 
dressed,  coarse,  ungainly  pedant  had  struggled  man¬ 
fully  up  to  eminence  and  command.  It  was  natural 
that,  in  the  exercise  of  his  power,  he  should  be  “  eo 
immitior,  quia  toleraverat,”  that,  though  his  heart 
was  undoubtedly  generous  and  humane,  his  de¬ 
meanour  in  society  should  be  harsh  and  despotic. 
For  severe  distress  he  had  sympathy,  and  not  only 
sympathy,  but  munificent  relief.  But  for  the  suf¬ 
fering  which  a  harsh  world  inflicts  upon  a  delicate 
mind  he  had  no  pity  ;  for  it  was  a  kind  of  suffering 
which  he  could  scarcely  conceive.  He  would  carry 
home  on  his  shoulders  a  sick  and  starving  girl  from 
the  streets.  He  turned  his  house  into  a  place  of 
refuge  for  a  crowd  of  wretched  old  creatures  who 
could  find  no  other  asylum  ;  nor  could  all  their 
peevishness  and  ingratitude  weary  out  his  bene¬ 
volence.  But  the  pangs  of  wounded  vanity  seemed 
to  him  ridiculous  ;  and  he  scarcely  felt  sufficient  com¬ 
passion  even  for  the  pangs  of  wounded  affection. 
He  had  seen  and  felt  so  much  of  sharp  misery,  that 
he  was  not  affected  by  paltry  vexations ;  and  he 
seemed  to  think  that  everybody  ought  to  be  as  much 
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hardened  to  those  vexations  as  himself.  He  was 
angry  with  Boswell  for  complaining  of  a  headache, 
with  Mrs.  Thrale  for  grumbling  about  the  dust  on 
the  road,  or  the  smell  of  the  kitchen.  These  were,  in 
his  phrase,  “  foppish  lamentations,”  which  people 
ought  to  be  ashamed  to  utter  in  a  world  so  full  of  sin 
and  sorrow.  Goldsmith  crying  because  the  Good- 
natured  Man  had  failed,  inspired  him  with  no  pity. 
Though  his  own  health  was  not  good,  he  detested 
and  despised  valetudinarians.  Pecuniary  losses,  un¬ 
less  they  reduced  the  loser  absolutely  to  beggary, 
moved  him  very  little.  People  whose  hearts  had 
been  softened  by  prosperity  might  weep,  he  said,  for 
such  events ;  but  all  that  could  be  expected  of  a 
plain  man  was  not  to  laugh.  He  was  not  much 
moved  even  by  the  spectacle  of  Lady  Tavistock 
dying  of  a  broken  heart  for  the  loss  of  her  lord. 
Such  grief  he  considered  as  a  luxury  reserved  for 
the  idle  and  the  wealthy.  A  washerwoman,  left  a 
widow  with  nine  small  children,  would  not  have 
sobbed  herself  to  death. 

A  person  who  troubled  himself  so  little  about 
small  or  sentimental  grievances  was  not  likely  to  be 
very  attentive  to  the  feelings  of  others  in  the  ordinary 
intercourse  of  society.  He  could  not  understand 
how  a  sarcasm  or  a  reprimand  could  make  any 
man  really  unhappy.  “  My  dear  doctor,”  said  he  to 
Goldsmith,  “  what  harm  does  it  do  to  a  man  to  call 
him  Holofernes?  ”  “'Pooh,  ma’am,”  he  exclaimed  to 
Mrs.  Carter,  “  who  is  the  worse  for  being  talked  of 
uncharitably  ?  ”  Politeness  has  been  well  defined  as 
benevolence  in  small  things.  Johnson  was  impolite, 
not  because  he  wanted  benevolence,  but  because 
small  things  appeared  smaller  to  him  than  to  people 
who  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  live  for  four- 
pence  halfpenny  a  day. 

The  characteristic  peculiarity  of  his  intellect  was 
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the  union  of  great  powers  with  low  prejudices.  If 
we  judged  of  him  by  the  best  parts  of  his  mind,  we 
should  place  him  almost  as  high  as  he  was  placed  by 
the  idolatry  of  Boswell  ;  if  by  the  worst  parts  of  his 
mind,  we  should  place  him  even  below  Boswell  him¬ 
self.  Where  he  was  not  under  the  influence  of  some 
strange  scruple  or  some  domineering  passion,  which 
prevented  him  from  boldly  and  fairly  investigating  a 
subject,  he  was  a  wary  and  acute  reasoner,  a  little  too 
much  inclined  to  scepticism,  and  a  little  too  fond  of 
paradox.  No  man  was  less  likely  to  be  imposed 
upon  by  fallacies  in  argument  or  by  exaggerated 
statements  of  fact.  But  if,  while  he  was  beating  down 
sophisms  and  exposing  false  testimony,  some  childish 
prejudices,  such  as  would  excite  laughter  in  a  well 
managed  nursery,  came  across  him,  he  was  smitten, 
as  if  by  enchantment  His  mind  dwindled  away 
under  the  spell  from  gigantic  elevation  to  dwarfish 
littleness.  Those  who  had  lately  been  admiring  its 
amplitude  and  its  force  were  now  as  much  astonished 
at  its  strange  narrowness  and  feebleness  as  the  fisher¬ 
man  in  the  Arabian  tale,  when  he  saw  the  Genie, 
whose  stature  had  overshadowed  the  whole  sea-coast, 
and  whose  might  seemed  equal  to  a  contest  with 
armies,  contract  himself  to  the  dimensions  of  his  small 
prison,  and  lie  there  the  helpless  slave  of  the  charm 
of  Solomon. 

Johnson  was  in  the  habit  of  sifting  with  extreme 
severity  the  evidence  for  all  stories  which  were  merely 
odd.  But  when  they  were  not  only  odd  but  miracu¬ 
lous,  his  severity  relaxed.  He  began  to  be  credulous 
precisely  at  the  point  where  the  most  credulous 
people  begin  to  be  sceptical.  It  is  curious  to  ob¬ 
serve,  both  in  his  writings  and  in  his  conversation, 
the  contrast  between  the  disdainful  manner  in  which 
he  rejects  unauthenticated  anecdotes,  even  when  they 
are  consistent  with  the  general  laws  of  nature,  and 
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the  respectful  manner  in  which  he  mentions  the 
wildest  stories  relating  to  the  invisible  world.  A 
man  who  told  him  of  a  waterspout  or  a  meteoric 
stone  generally  had  the  lie  direct  given  him  for  his 
pains.  A  man  who  told  him  of  a  prediction  or  a 
dream  wonderfully  accomplished  was  sure  of  a 
courteous  hearing.  “Johnson,”  observed  Hogarth, 
“like  King  David,  says  in  his  haste  that  all  men 
are  liars.”  “  His  incredulity,”  says  Mrs.  Thrale, 
“  amounted  almost  to  disease.”  She  tells  us  how  he 
browbeat  a  gentleman  who  gave  him  an  account  of 
a  hurricane  in  the  West  Indies,  and  a  poor  quaker 
who  related  some  strange  circumstance  about  the 
red-hot  balls  fired  at  the  siege  of  Gibraltar.  “  It  is 
not  so.  It  cannot  be  true.  Don’t  tell  that  story 
again.  You  cannot  think  how  poor  a  figure  you 
make  in  telling  it.”  He  once  said,  half  jestingly  we 
suppose,  that  for  six  months  he  refused  to  credit  the 
fact  of  the  earthquake  at  Lisbon,  and  that  he  still 
believed  the  extent  of  the  calamity  to  be  greatly 
exaggerated.  Yet  he  related  with  a  grave  face  how 
old  Mr.  Cave  of  St.  John’s  Gate  saw  a  ghost,  and 
how  this  ghost  was  something  of  a  shadowy  being. 
He  went  himself  on  a  ghost  hunt  to  Cock  Lane,  and 
was  angry  with  John  Wesley  for  not  following  up 
another  scent  of  the  same  kind  with  proper  spirit 
and  perseverance.  He  rejects  the  Celtic  genealogies 
and  poems  without  the  least  hesitation  ;  yet  he  de¬ 
clares  himself  willing  to  believe  the  stories  of  the 
second  sight.  If  he  had  examined  the  claims  of  the 
Highland  seers  with  half  the  severity  with  which  he 
sifted  the  evidence  for  the  genuineness  of  Fingal, 
he  would,  we  suspect,  have  come  away  from  Scotland 
with  a  mind  fully  made  up.  In  his  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  we  find  that  he  is  unwilling  to  give  credit  to 
the  accounts  of  Lord  Roscommon’s  early  proficiency 
in  his  studies  ;  but  he  tells  with  great  solemnity  an 
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absurd  romance  about  some  intelligence  preternatu- 
rally  impressed  on  the  mind  of  that  nobleman.  He 
avows  himself  to  be  in  great  doubt  about  the  truth  of 
the  story,  and  ends  by  warning  his  readers  not  wholly 
to  slight  such  impressions. 

Many  of  his  sentiments  on  religious  subjects  are 
worthy  of  a  liberal  and  enlarged  mind.  He  could 
discern  clearly  enough  the  folly  and  meanness  of  all 
bigotry  except  his  own.  When  he  spoke  of  the 
scruples  of  the  Puritans,  he  spoke  like  a  person  who 
had  really  obtained  an  insight  into  the  divine  philo¬ 
sophy  of  the  New  Testament,  and  who  considered 
Christianity  as  a  noble  scheme  of  government,  tend¬ 
ing  to  promote  the  happiness  and  to  elevate  the 
moral  nature  of  man.  The  horror  which  the  sectaries 
felt  for  cards,  Christmas  ale,  plum-porridge,  mince 
pies,  and  dancing  bears,  excited  his  contempt.  To 
the  arguments  urged  by  some  very  worthy  people 
against  showy  dress  he  replied  with  admirable  sense 
and  spirit,  “  Let  us  not  be  found,  when  our  Master 
calls  us,  stripping  the  lace  off  our  waistcoats,  but 
the  spirit  of  contention  from  our  souls  and  tongues. 
Alas  !  sir,  a  man  who  cannot  get  to  heaven  in  a 
green  coat  will  not  find  his  way  thither  the  sooner 
in  a  grey  one.”  Yet  he  was  himself  under  the  tyranny 
of  scruples  as  unreasonable  as  those  of  Hudibras  or 
Ralpho,  and  carried  his  zeal  for  ceremonies  and  for 
ecclesiastical  dignities  to  lengths  altogether  incon¬ 
sistent  with  reason  or  with  Christian  charity.  He 
has  gravely  noted  down  in  his  diary  that  he  once 
committed  the  sin  of  drinking  coffee  on  Good  Friday. 
In  Scotland,  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  pass  several 
months  without  joining  in  public  worship,  solely 
because  the  ministers  of  the  kirk  had  not  been 
ordained  by  bishops.  His  mode  of  estimating  the 
piety  of  his  neighbours  was  somewhat  singular. 
“  Campbell,”  said  he,  “  is  a  good  man,  a  pious  man. 
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I  am  afraid  he  has  not  been  in  the  inside  of  a  church 
for  many  years  ;  but  he  never  passes  a  church  with¬ 
out  pulling  off  his  hat :  this  shows  he  has  good 
principles.”  Spain  and  Sicily  must  surely  contain 
many  pious  robbers  and  well-principled  assassins. 
Johnson  could  easily  see  that  a  Roundhead  who 
named  all  his  children  after  Solomon’s  singers,  and 
talked  in  the  House  of  Commons  about  seeking  the 
Lord,  might  be  an  unprincipled  villain  whose  religious 
mummeries  only  aggravated  his  guilt.  But  a  man 
who  took  off  his  hat  when  he  passed  a  church 
episcopally  consecrated  must  be  a  good  man,  a  pious 
man,  a  man  of  good  principles.  Johnson  could 
easily  see  that  those  persons  who  looked  on  a  dance 
or  a  laced  waistcoat  as  sinful,  deemed  most  ignobly 
of  the  attributes  of  God  and  of  the  ends  of  revelation. 
But  with  what  a  storm  of  invective  he  would  have 
overwhelmed  any  man  who  had  blamed  him  for  cele¬ 
brating  the  redemption  of  mankind  with  sugarless 
tea  and  butterless  buns. 

Nobody  spoke  more  contemptuously  of  the  cant 
of  patriotism.  Nobody  saw  more  clearly  the  error 
of  those  who  regarded  liberty,  not  as  a  means,  but 
as  an  end,  and  who  proposed  to  themselves,  as  the 
object  of  their  pursuit,  the  prosperity  of  the  state  as 
distinct  from  the  prosperity  of  the  individuals  who 
compose  the  state.  His  calm  and  settled  opinion 
seems  to  have  been  that  forms  of  government  have 
little  or  no  influence  on  the  happiness  of  society. 
This  opinion,  erroneous  as  it  is,  ought  at  least  to 
have  preserved  him  from  all  intemperance  on  political 
questions.  It  did  not,  however,  preserve  him  from 
the  lowest,  fiercest,  and  most  absurd  extravagances 
of  party-spirit,  from  rants  which,  in  every  thing  but 
the  diction,  resembled  those  of  Squire  Western.  He 
was,  as  a  politician,  half  ice  and  half  fire.  On  the 
side  of  his  intellect  he  was  a  mere  Pococurante,  far  too 
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apathetic  about  public  affairs,  far  too  sceptical  as  to 
the  good  or  evil  tendency  of  any  form  of  polity.  His 
passions,  on  the  contrary,  were  violent  even  to  slay- 
ing  against  all  who  leaned  to  Whiggish  principles. 
The  well-known  lines  which  he  inserted  in  Gold¬ 
smith’s  Traveller  express  what  seems  to  have  been 
his  deliberate  judgment : 

“  How  small,  of  all  that  human  hearts  endure, 

That  part  which  kings  or  laws  can  cause  or  cure  !  ” 

He  had  previously  put  expressions  very  similar  into 
the  mouth  of  Rasselas.  It  is  amusing  to  contrast 
these  passages  with  the  torrents  of  raving  abuse  which 
he  poured  forth  against  the  Long  Parliament  and  the 
American  Congress.  In  one  of  the  conversations 
reported  by  Boswell  this  inconsistency  displays  itself 
in  the  most  ludicrous  manner. 

“  Sir  Adam  Ferguson,”  says  Boswell,  “  suggested 
that  luxury  corrupts  a  people,  and  destroys  the  spirit 
of  liberty.”  JOHNSON:  “  Sir,  that  is  all  visionary.  I 
would  not  give  half  a  guinea  to  live  under  one  form 
of  government  rather  than  another.  It  is  of  no  mo¬ 
ment  to  the  happiness  of  an  individual.  Sir,  the 
danger  of  the  abuse  of  power  is  nothing  to  a  private 
man.  What  Frenchman  is  prevented  passing  his  life 
as  he  pleases  ?  ”  Sir  Adam  :  “  But,  sir,  in  the  Bri¬ 
tish  constitution  it  is  surely  of  importance  to  keep  up 
a  spirit  in  the  people,  so  as  to  preserve  a  balance 
against  the  crown.”  Johnson  :  “  Sir,  I  perceive  you 
are  a  vile  Whig.  Why  all  this  childish  jealousy  of 
the  power  of  the  crown  ?  The  crown  has  not  power 
enough.” 

One  of  the  old  philosophers,  Lord  Bacon  tells  us, 
used  to  say  that  life  and  death  were  just  the  same  to 
him.  “  Why  then,”  said  an  objector,  “  do  you  not 
kill  yourself?  ”  The  philosopher  answered,  “  Because 
it  is  just  the  same.”  If  the  difference  between  two 
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forms  of  government  be  not  worth  half  a  guinea,  it  is 
not  easy  to  see  how  Whiggism  can  be  viler  than 
Toryism,  or  how  the  crown  can  have  too  little  power. 
If  the  happiness  of  individuals  is  not  affected  by  poli¬ 
tical  abuses,  zeal  for  liberty  is  doubtless  ridiculous. 
But  zeal  for  monarchy  must  be  equally  so.  No 
person  would  have  been  more  quick-sighted  than 
Johnson  to  such  a  contradiction  as  this  in  the  logic 
of  an  antagonist. 

The  judgments  which  Johnson  passed  on  books 
were,  in  his  own  time,  regarded  with  superstitious 
veneration,  and,  in  our  time,  are  generally  treated 
with  indiscriminate  contempt.  They  are  the  judg¬ 
ments  of  a  strong  but  enslaved  understanding.  The 
mind  of  the  critic  was  hedged  round  by  an  uninter¬ 
rupted  fence  of  prejudices  and  superstitions.  Within 
his  narrow  limits,  he  displayed  a  vigour  and  an  ac¬ 
tivity  which  ought  to  have  enabled  him  to  clear  the 
barrier  that  confined  him. 

How  it  chanced  that  a  man  who  reasoned  on  his 
premises  so  ably,  should  assume  his  premises  so  fool¬ 
ishly,  is  one  of  the  great  mysteries  of  human  nature. 
The  same  inconsistency  may  be  observed  in  the 
schoolmen  of  the  middle  ages.  Those  writers  show 
so  much  acuteness  and  force  of  mind  in  arguing  on 
their  wretched  data,  that  a  modern  reader  is  per¬ 
petually  at  a  loss  to  comprehend  how  such  minds 
came  by  such  data.  Not  a  flaw  in  the  superstruc¬ 
ture  of  the  theory  which  they  are  rearing  escapes 
their  vigilance.  Yet  they  are  blind  to  the  obvious 
unsoundness  of  the  foundation.  It  is  the  same  with 
some  eminent  lawyers.  Their  legal  arguments  are 
intellectual  prodigies,  abounding  with  the  happiest 
analogies  and  the  most  refined  distinctions.  The 
principles  of  their  arbitrary  science  being  once  ad¬ 
mitted,  the  statute-book  and  the  reports  being  once 
assumed  as  the  foundations  of  reasoning,  these  men 
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must  be  allowed  to  be  perfect  masters  of  logic.  But 
if  a  question  arises  as  to  the  postulates  on  which  their 
whole  system  rests,  if  they  are  called  upon  to  vindi¬ 
cate  the  fundamental  maxims  of  that  system  which 
they  have  passed  their  lives  in  studying,  these  very 
men  often  talk  the  language  of  savages  or  of  children. 
Those  who  have  listened  to  a  man  of  this  class  in  his 
own  court,  and  who  have  witnessed  the  skill  with 
which  he  analyses  and  digests  a  vast  mass  of  evi¬ 
dence,  or  reconciles  a  crowd  of  precedents  which  at 
first  sight  seem  contradictory,  scarcely  know  him 
again  when,  a  few  hours  later,  they  hear  him  speaking 
on  the  other  side  of  Westminster  Hall  in  his  capacity 
of  legislator.  They  can  scarcely  believe  that  the  pal¬ 
try  quirks  which  are  faintly  heard  through  a  storm  of 
coughing,  and  which  do  not  impose  on  the  plainest 
country  gentleman,  can  proceed  from  the  same  sharp 
and  vigorous  intellect  which  had  excited  their  admira¬ 
tion  under  the  same  roof,  and  on  the  same  day. 

Johnson  decided  literary  questions  like  a  lawyer, 
not  like  a  legislator.  He  never  examined  foundations 
where  a  point  was  already  ruled.  His  whole  code  of 
criticism  rested  on  pure  assumption,  for  which  he 
sometimes  quoted  a  precedent  or  an  authority,  but 
rarely  troubled  himself  to  give  a  reason  drawn  from 
the  nature  of  things.  He  took  it  for  granted  that  the 
kind  of  poetry  which  flourished  in  his  own  time,  which 
he  had  been  accustomed  to  hear  praised  from  his 
childhood,  and  which  he  had  himself  written  with 
success,  was  the  best  kind  of  poetry.  In  his  biogra¬ 
phical  work  he  has  repeatedly  laid  it  down  as  an  un¬ 
deniable  proposition  that  during  the  latter  part  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  and  the  earlier  part  of  the 
eighteenth,  English  poetry  had  been  in  a  constant 
progress  of  improvement.  Waller,  Denham,  Dry  den, 
and  Pope,  had  been,  according  to  him,  the  great  re¬ 
formers.  He  judged  of  all  works  of  the  imagination 
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by  the  standard  established  among  his  own  contem¬ 
poraries.  Though  he  allowed  Homer  to  have  been  a 
greater  man  than  Virgil,  he  seems  to  have  thought 
the  Hineid  a  greater  poem  than  the  Iliad.  Indeed 
he  well  might  have  thought  so ;  for  he  preferred 
Pope’s  Iliad  to  Homer’s.  He  pronounced  that,  after 
Hoole’s  translation  of  Tasso,  Fairfax’s  would  hardly 
be  reprinted.  He  could  see  no  merit  in  our  fine  old 
English  ballads,  and  always  spoke  with  the  most 
provoking  contempt  of  Percy’s  fondness  for  them. 
Of  the  great  original  works  of  imagination  which 
appeared  during  his  time,  Richardson’s  novels  alone 
excited  his  admiration.  He  could  see  little  or  no  merit 
in  Tom  Jones,  in  Gulliver’s  Travels,  or  in  Tristram 
Shandy.  To  Thomson’s  Castle  of  Indolence,  he 
vouchsafed  only  a  line  of  cold  commendation,  of 
commendation  much  colder  than  what  he  has  be¬ 
stowed  on  the  Creation  of  that  portentous  bore,  Sir 
Richard  Blackmore.  Gray  was,  in  his  dialect,  a  bar¬ 
ren  rascal.  Churchill  was  a  blockhead.  The  con¬ 
tempt  which  he  felt  for  the  trash  of  Macpherson  was 
indeed  just ;  but  it  was,  we  suspect,  just  by  chance. 
He  despised  the  Fingal  for  the  very  reason  which  led 
many  men  of  genius  to  admire  it.  He  despised  it, 
not  because  it  was  essentially  common-place,  but 
because  it  had  a  superficial  air  of  originality. 

He  was  undoubtedly  an  excellent  judge  of  com¬ 
positions  fashioned  on  his  own  principles.  But  when 
a  deeper  philosophy  was  required,  when  he  undertook 
to  pronounce  judgment  on  the  works  of  those  great 
minds  which  “  yield  homage  only  to  eternal  laws,” 
his  failure  was  ignominious.  He  criticised  Pope’s 
Epitaphs  excellently.  But  his  observations  on  Shak- 
speare’s  plays  and  Milton’s  poems  seem  to  us  for  the 
most  part  as  wretched  as  if  they  had  been  written  by 
Rymer  himself,  whom  we  take  to  have  been  the  worst 
critic  that  ever  lived. 
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Some  of  Johnson’s  whims  on  literary  subjects  can 
be  compared  only  to  that  strange  nervous  feeling 
which  made  him  uneasy  if  he  had  not  touched  every 
post  between  the  Mitre  tavern  and  his  own  lodgings. 
His  preference  of  Latin  epitaphs  to  English  epitaphs 
is  an  instance.  An  English  epitaph,  he  said,  would 
disgrace  Smollett.  He  declared  that  he  would  not 
pollute  the  walls  of  Westminster  Abbey  with  an  Eng¬ 
lish  epitaph  on  Goldsmith.  What  reason  there  can 
be  for  celebrating  a  British  writer  in  Latin,  which 
there  was  not  for  covering  the  Roman  arches  of 
triumph  with  Greek  inscriptions,  or  for  commemo¬ 
rating  the  deeds  of  the  heroes  of  Thermopylae  in 
Egyptian  hieroglyphics,  we  are  utterly  unable  to 
imagine. 

On  men  and  manners,  at  least  on  the  men  and 
manners  of  a  particular  place  and  a  particular  age, 
Johnson  had  certainly  looked  with  a  most  observant 
and  discriminating  eye.  His  remarks  on  the  educa¬ 
tion  of  children,  on  marriage,  on  the  economy  of 
families,  on  the  rules  of  society,  are  always  striking, 
and  generally  sound.  In  his  writings,  indeed,  the 
knowledge  of  life  which  he  possessed  in  an  eminent 
degree  is  very  imperfectly  exhibited.  Like  those  un¬ 
fortunate  chiefs  of  the  middle  ages  who  were  suffo¬ 
cated  by  their  own  chain-mail  and  cloth  of  gold,  his 
maxims  perish  under  that  load  of  words  which  was  de¬ 
signed  for  their  defence  and  their  ornament.  But  it  is 
clear  from  the  remains  of  his  conversation,  that  he  had 
more  of  that  homely  wisdom  which  nothing  but  ex¬ 
perience  and  observation  can  give  than  any  writer  since 
the  time  of  Swift.  If  he  had  been  content  to  write  as 
he  talked,  he  might  have  left  books  on  the  practical  art 
of  living  superior  to  the  Directions  to  Servants. 

Yet  even  his  remarks  on  society,  like  his  remarks 
on  literature,  indicate  a  mind  at  least  as  remarkable 
for  narrowness  as  for  strength.  He  was  no  master  of 
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the  great  science  of  human  nature.  He  had  studied, 
not  the  genus  man,  but  the  species  Londoner.  No¬ 
body  was  ever  so  thoroughly  conversant  with  all  the 
forms  of  life  and  all  the  shades  of  moral  and  in¬ 
tellectual  character  which  were  to  be  seen  from 
Islington  to  the  Thames,  and  from  Hyde-Park  corner 
to  Mile-end  green.  But  his  philosophy  stopped  at 
the  first  turnpike-gate.  Of  the  rural  life  of  Eng¬ 
land  he  knew  nothing ;  and  he  took  it  for  granted 
that  every  body  who  lived  in  the  country  was  either 
stupid  or  miserable.  “  Country  gentlemen,”  said  he, 
“  must  be  unhappy  ;  for  they  have  not  enough  to  keep 
their  lives  in  motion  ;  ”  as  if  all  those  peculiar  habits 
and  associations  which  made  Fleet  Street  and  Charing 
Cross  the  finest  views  in  the  world  to  himself  had 
been  essential  parts  of  human  nature.  Of  remote 
countries  and  past  times  he  talked  with  wild  and 
ignorant  presumption.  “  The  Athenians  of  the  age 
of  Demosthenes,”  he  said  to  Mrs.  Thrale,  “were  a 
people  of  brutes,  a  barbarous  people.”  In  conversa¬ 
tion  with  Sir  Adam  Ferguson  he  used  similar  lan¬ 
guage.  “  The  boasted  Athenians,”  he  said,  “  were 
barbarians.  The  mass  of  every  people  must  be  bar¬ 
barous  where  there  is  no  printing.”  The  fact  was 
this :  he  saw  that  a  Londoner  who  could  not  read 
was  a  very  stupid  and  brutal  fellow  :  he  saw  that 
great  refinement  of  taste  and  activity  of  intellect 
were  rarely  found  in  a  Londoner  who  had  not  read 
much  ;  and,  because  it  was  by  means  of  books  that 
people  acquired  almost  all  their  knowledge  in  the 
society  with  which  he  was  acquainted,  he  concluded, 
in  defiance  of  the  strongest  and  clearest  evidence, 
that  the  human  mind  can  be  cultivated  by  means 
of  books  alone.  An  Athenian  citizen  might  possess 
very  few  volumes  ;  and  the  largest  library  to  which 
he  had  access  might  be  much  less  valuable  than 
Johnson’s  bookcase  in  Bolt  Court.  But  the  Athenian 
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might  pass  every  morning  in  conversation  with 
Socrates,  and  might  hear  Pericles  speak  four  or  five 
times  every  month.  He  saw  the  plays  of  Sophocles 
and  Aristophanes :  he  walked  amidst  the  friezes  of 
Phidias  and  the  paintings  of  Zeuxis :  he  knew  by 
heart  the  choruses  of  Atschylus  :  he  heard  the  rhap- 
sodist  at  the  corner  of  the  street  reciting  the  Shield  of 
Achilles  or  the  Death  of  Argus  :  he  was  a  legislator, 
conversant  with  high  questions  of  alliance,  revenue, 
and  war :  he  was  a  soldier,  trained  under  a  liberal 
and  generous  discipline  :  he  was  a  judge,  compelled 
every  day  to  weigh  the  effect  of  opposite  arguments. 
These  things  were  in  themselves  an  education,  an 
education  eminently  fitted,  not,  indeed,  to  form  exact 
or  profound  thinkers,  but  to  give  quickness  to  the 
perceptions,  delicacy  to  the  taste,  fluency  to  the  ex¬ 
pression,  and  politeness  to  the  manners.  All  this 
was  overlooked.  An  Athenian  who  did  not  improve 
his  mind  by  reading  was,  in  Johnson’s  opinion,  much 
such  a  person  as  a  Cockney  who  made  his  mark, 
much  such  a  person  as  black  Frank  before  he  went 
to  school,  and  far  inferior  to  a  parish  clerk  or  a 
printer’s  devil. 

Johnson’s  friends  have  allowed  that  he  carried  to  a 
ridiculous  extreme  his  unjust  contempt  for  foreigners. 
He  pronounced  the  French  to  be  a  very  silly  people, 
much  behind  us,  stupid,  ignorant  creatures.  And  this 
judgment  he  formed  after  having  been  at  Paris  about 
a  month,  during  which  he  would  not  talk  French,  for 
fear  of  giving  the  natives  an  advantage  over  him  in 
conversation.  He  pronounced  them,  also,  to  be  an 
indelicate  people,  because  a  French  footman  touched 
the  sugar  with  his  fingers.  That  ingenious  and 
amusing  traveller,  M.  Simond,  has  defended  his 
countrymen  very  successfully  against  Johnson’s  ac¬ 
cusation,  and  has  pointed  out  some  English  practices 
which,  to  an  impartial  spectator,  would  seem  at  least 
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as  inconsistent  with  physical  cleanliness  and  social 
decorum  as  those  which  Johnson  so  bitterly  repre¬ 
hended.  To  the  sage,  as  Boswell  loves  to  call  him, 
it  never  occurred  to  doubt  that  there  must  be  some¬ 
thing  eternally  and  immutably  good  in  the  usages 
to  which  he  had  been  accustomed.  In  fact,  Johnson’s 
remarks  on  society  beyond  the  bills  of  mortality,  are 
generally  of  much  the  same  kind  with  those  of  honest 
Tom  Dawson,  the  English  footman  in  Dr.  Moore’s 
Zeluco.  “  Suppose  the  king  of  France  has  no  sons, 
but  only  a  daughter,  then,  when  the  king  dies,  this 
here  daughter,  according  to  that  there  law,  cannot 
be  made  queen,  but  the  next  near  relative,  provided 
he  is  a  man,  is  made  king,  and  not  the  last  king’s 
daughter,  which,  to  be  sure,  is  very  unjust  The 
French  footguards  are  dressed  in  blue,  and  all  the 
marching  regiments  in  white,  which  has  a  very 
foolish  appearance  for  soldiers ;  and  as  for  blue 
regimentals,  it  is  only  fit  for  the  blue  horse  or  the 
artillery.” 

Johnson’s  visit  to  the  Hebrides  introduced  him  to 
a  state  of  society  completely  new  to  him  ;  and  a 
salutary  suspicion  of  his  own  deficiencies  seems  on  that 
occasion  to  have  crossed  his  mind  for  the  first  time. 
He  confessed,  in  the  last  paragraph  of  his  Journey, 
that  his  thoughts  on  national  manners  were  the 
thoughts  of  one  who  had  seen  but  little,  of  one  who 
had  passed  his  time  almost  wholly  in  cities.  This 
feeling,  however,  soon  passed  away.  It  is  remark¬ 
able  that  to  the  last  he  entertained  a  fixed  contempt 
for  all  those  modes  of  life  and  those  studies  which 
tend  to  emancipate  the  mind  from  the  prejudices  of 
a  particular  age  or  a  particular  nation.  Of  foreign 
travel  and  of  history  he  spoke  with  the  fierce  and 
boisterous  contempt  of  ignorance.  “What  does  a 
man  learn  by  travelling?  Is  Beauclerk  the  better 
for  travelling  ?  What  did  Lord  Charlemont  learn  in 
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his  travels,  except  that  there  was  a  snake  in  one 
of  the  pyramids  of  Egypt  ?  ”  History  was,  in  his 
opinion,  to  use  the  fine  expression  of  Lord  Plunkett, 
an  old  almanack  :  historians  could,  as  he  conceived, 
claim  no  higher  dignity  than  that  of  almanack- 
makers  ;  and  his  favourite  historians  were  those  who, 
like  Lord  Hailes,  aspired  to  no  higher  dignity.  He 
always  spoke  with  contempt  of  Robertson.  Hume 
he  would  not  even  read.  He  affronted  one  of  his 
friends  for  talking  to  him  about  Catiline’s  conspiracy, 
and  declared  that  he  never  desired  to  hear  of  the 
Punic  war  again  as  long  as  he  lived. 

Assuredly  one  fact  which  does  not  directly  affect 
our  own  interests,  considered  in  itself,  is  no  better 
worth  knowing  than  another  fact.  The  fact  that 
there  is  a  snake  in  a  pyramid,  or  the  fact  that  Han¬ 
nibal  crossed  the  Alps,  are  in  themselves  as  unprofit¬ 
able  to  us  as  the  fact  that  there  is  a  green  blind 
in  a  particular  house  in  Threadneedle  Street,  or  the 
fact  that  a  Mr.  Smith  comes  in  to  the  city  every 
morning  on  the  top  of  one  of  the  Blackwall  stages. 
But  it  is  certain  that  those  who  will  not  crack  the 
shell  of  history  will  never  get  at  the  kernel.  John¬ 
son,  with  hasty  arrogance,  pronounced  the  kernel 
worthless,  because  he  saw  no  value  in  the  shell.  The 
real  use  of  travelling  to  distant  countries  and  of 
studying  the  annals  of  past  times  is  to  preserve  men 
from  the  contraction  of  mind  which  those  can  hardly 
escape  whose  whole  communion  is  with  one  generation 
and  one  neighbourhood,  who  arrive  at  conclusions  by 
means  of  an  induction  not  sufficiently  copious,  and 
who  therefore  constantly  confound  exceptions  with 
rules,  and  accidents  with  essential  properties.  In 
short,  the  real  use  of  travelling  and  of  studying  history 
is  to  keep  men  from  being  what  Tom  Dawson  was  in 
fiction,  and  Samuel  Johnson  in  reality. 

Johnson,  as  Mr.  Burke  most  justly  observed, 
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appears  far  greater  in  Boswell’s  books  than  in  his 
own.  His  conversation  appears  to  have  been  quite 
equal  to  his  writings  in  matter,  and  far  superior  to 
them  in  manner.  When  he  talked,  he  clothed  his 
wit  and  his  sense  in  forcible  and  natural  expressions. 
As  soon  as  he  took  his  pen  in  his  hand  to  write  for 
the  public,  his  style  became  systematically  vicious. 
All  his  books  are  written  in  a  learned  language,  in  a 
language  which  nobody  hears  from  his  mother  or  his 
nurse,  in  a  language  in  which  nobody  ever  quarrels, 
or  drives  bargains,  or  makes  love,  in  a  language  in 
which  nobody  ever  thinks.  It  is  clear  that  Johnson 
himself  did  not  think  in  the  dialect  in  which  he 
wrote.  The  expressions  which  came  first  to  his 
tongue  were  simple,  energetic,  and  picturesque.  When 
he  wrote  for  publication,  he  did  his  sentences  out 
of  English  into  Johnsonese.  His  letters  from  the 
Hebrides  to  Mrs.  Thrale  are  the  original  of  that  work 
of  which  the  Journey  to  the  Hebrides  is  the  trans¬ 
lation  ;  and  it  is  amusing  to  compare  the  two  versions. 
“  When  we  were  taken  up  stairs,”  says  he  in  one  of 
his  letters,  “  a  dirty  fellow  bounced  out  of  the  bed  on 
which  one  of  us  was  to  lie.”  This  incident  is  recorded 
in  the  Journey  as  follows:  “Out  of  one  of  the  beds 
on  which  we  were  to  repose  started  up,  at  our 
entrance,  a  man  black  as  a  Cyclops  from  the  forge.” 
Sometimes  Johnson  translated  aloud.  “  The  Re¬ 
hearsal,”  he  said,  very  unjustly,  “has  not  wit  enough 
to  keep  it  sweet ;  ”  then,  after  a  pause,  “  it  has  not 
vitality  enough  to  preserve  it  from  putrefaction.” 

Mannerism  is  pardonable,  and  is  sometimes  even 
agreeable,  when  the  manner,  though  vicious,  is  natural. 
Few  readers,  for  example,  would  be  willing  to  part 
with  the  mannerism  of  Milton  or  of  Burke.  But  a 
mannerism  which  does  not  sit  easy  on  the  man¬ 
nerist,  which  has  been  adopted  on  principle,  and 
which  can  be  sustained  only  by  constant  effort,  is 
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always  offensive.  And  such  is  the  mannerism  of 
Johnson. 

The  characteristic  faults  of  his  style  are  so  familiar 
to  all  our  readers,  and  have  been  so  often  burlesqued, 
that  it  is  almost  superfluous  to  point  them  out.  It 
is  well  known  that  he  made  less  use  than  any  other 
eminent  writer  of  those  strong  plain  words,  Anglo- 
Saxon  or  Norman-French,  of  which  the  roots  lie  in 
the  inmost  depths  of  our  language  ;  and  that  he  felt 
a  vicious  partiality  for  terms  which,  long  after  our 
own  speech  had  been  fixed,  were  borrowed  from  the 
Greek  and  Latin,  and  which,  therefore,  even  when 
lawfully  naturalised,  must  be  considered  as  born 
aliens,  not  entitled  to  rank  with  the  king’s  English. 
His  constant  practice  of  padding  out  a  sentence  with 
useless  epithets,  till  it  became  as  stiff  as  the  bust  of 
an  exquisite,  his  antithetical  forms  of  expression,  con¬ 
stantly  employed  even  where  there  is  no  opposition 
in  the  ideas  expressed,  his  big  words  wasted  on  little 
things,  his  harsh  inversions,  so  widely  different  from 
those  graceful  and  easy  inversions  which  give  variety, 
spirit,  and  sweetness  to  the  expression  of  our  great 
old  writers,  all  these  peculiarities  have  been  imitated 
by  his  admirers  and  parodied  by  his  assailants,  till 
the  public  has  become  sick  of  the  subject. 

Goldsmith  said  to  him,  very  wittily  and  very 
justly,  “  If  you  were  to  write  a  fable  about  little 
fishes,  doctor,  you  would  make  the  little  fishes  talk 
like  whales.”  No  man  surely  ever  had  so  little  talent 
for  personation  as  Johnson.  Whether  he  wrote  in 
the  character  of  a  disappointed  legacy-hunter  or  an 
empty  town  fop,  of  a  crazy  virtuoso  or  a  flippant 
coquette,  he  wrote  in  the  same  pompous  and  unbend¬ 
ing  style.  His  speech,  like  Sir  Piercy  Shafton’s 
Euphuistic  eloquence,  bewrayed  him  under  every 
disguise.  Euphelia  and  Rhodoclea  talk  as  finely  as 
Imlac  the  poet  or  Seged,  Emperor  of  Ethiopia.  The 
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gay  Cornelia  describes  her  reception  at  the  country- 
house  of  her  relations,  in  such  terms  as  these :  “  I 
was  surprised,  after  the  civilities  of  my  first  reception, 
to  find,  instead  of  the  leisure  and  tranquillity  which 
a  rural  life  always  promises,  and,  if  well  conducted, 
might  always  afford,  a  confused  wildness  of  care,  and 
a  tumultuous  hurry  of  diligence,  by  which  every  face 
was  clouded,  and  every  motion  agitated.”  The  gentle 
Tranquilla  informs  us,  that  she  “had  not  passed  the 
earlier  part  of  life  without  the  flattery  of  courtship, 
and  the  joys  of  triumph ;  but  had  danced  the  round 
of  gaiety  amidst  the  murmurs  of  envy  and  the  gratu- 
lations  of  applause,  had  been  attended  from  pleasure 
to  pleasure  by  the  great,  the  sprightly,  and  the  vain, 
and  had  seen  her  regard  solicited  by  the  obsequious¬ 
ness  of  gallantry,  the  gaiety  of  wit,  and  the  timidity 
of  love.”  Surely  Sir  John  Falstafif  himself  did  not 
wear  his  petticoats  with  a  worse  grace.  The  reader 
may  well  cry  out,  with  honest  Sir  Hugh  Evans,  “I 
like  not  when  a  ’oman  has  a  great  peard  :  I  spy  a 
great  peard  under  her  muffler.”  1 

We  had  something  more  to  say.  But  our  article 
is  already  too  long ;  and  we  must  close  it.  We 
would  fain  part  in  good  humour  from  the  hero,  from 
the  biographer,  and  even  from  the  editor  who,  ill  as 
he  has  performed  his  task,  has  at  least  this  claim 
to  our  gratitude,  that  he  has  induced  us  to  read 
Boswell’s  book  again.  As  we  close  it,  the  club-room 
is  before  us,  and  the  table  on  which  stands  the  ome¬ 
let  for  Nugent,  and  the  lemons  for  Johnson.  There 
are  assembled  those  heads  which  live  for  ever  on  the 
canvass  of  Reynolds.  There  are  the  spectacles  of 
Burke  and  the  tall  thin  form  of  Langton,  the  courtly 
sneer  of  Beauclerk  and  the  beaming  smile  of  Garrick, 

1  It  is  proper  to  observe  that  this  passage  bears  a  very  close 
resemblance  to  a  passage  in  the  Rambler  (No.  20).  The  resemblance 
may  possibly  be  the  effect  of  unconscious  plagiarism. 
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Gibbon  tapping  his  snuff-box  and  Sir  Joshua  with 
his  trumpet  in  his  ear.  In  the  foreground  is  that 
strange  figure  which  is  as  familiar  to  us  as  the  figures 
of  those  among  whom  we  have  been  brought  up,  the 
gigantic  body,  the  huge  massy  face,  seamed  with 
the  scars  of  disease,  the  brown  coat,  the  black  worsted 
stockings,  the  grey  wig  with  the  scorched  foretop,  the 
dirty  hands,  the  nails  bitten  and  pared  to  the  quick. 
We  see  the  eyes  and  mouth  moving  with  convulsive 
twitches  ;  we  see  the  heavy  form  rolling ;  we  hear  it 
puffing  ;  and  then  comes  the  “  Why,  sir !  ”  and  the 
“  What  then,  sir  ?  ”  and  the  “  No,  sir  ;  ”  and  the  “  You 
don’t  see  your  way  through  the  question,  sir !  ” 

What  a  singular  destiny  has  been  that  of  this 
remarkable  man  !  To  be  regarded  in  his  own  age 
as  a  classic,  and  in  ours  as  a  companion !  To  receive 
from  his  contemporaries  that  full  homage  which  men 
of  genius  have  in  general  received  only  from  pos¬ 
terity  !  To  be  more  intimately  known  to  posterity 
than  other  men  are  known  to  their  contemporaries ! 
That  kind  of  fame  which  is  commonly  the  most 
transient  is,  in  his  case,  the  most  durable.  The 
reputation  of  those  writings,  which  he  probably  ex¬ 
pected  to  be  immortal,  is  every  day  fading  ;  while 
those  peculiarities  of  manner  and  that  careless  table- 
talk  the  memory  of  which,  he  probably  thought, 
would  die  with  him,  are  likely  to  be  remembered 
as  long  as  the  English  language  is  spoken  in  any 
quarter  of  the  globe. 
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JOHN  HAMPDEN.  (December  1831.) 

Some  Memorials  of  John  Hampden ,  his  Party ,  and  his 

Times.  By  Lord  Nugent.  2  vols.  8vo.  London: 

1831. 

We  have  read  this  book  with  great  pleasure,  though 
not  exactly  with  that  kind  of  pleasure  which  we  had 
expected.  We  had  hoped  that  Lord  Nugent  would 
have  been  able  to  collect,  from  family  papers  and 
local  traditions,  much  new  and  interesting  informa¬ 
tion  respecting  the  life  and  character  of  the  renowned 
leader  of  the  Long  Parliament,  the  first  of  those  great 
English  commoners  whose  plain  addition  of  Mister 
has,  to  our  ears,  a  more  majestic  sound  than  the 
proudest  of  the  feudal  titles.  In  this  hope  we  have 
been  disappointed  ;  but  assuredly  not  from  any  want 
of  zeal  or  diligence  on  the  part  of  the  noble  bio¬ 
grapher.  Even  at  Hampden,  there  are,  it  seems,  no 
important  papers  relating  to  the  most  illustrious  pro¬ 
prietor  of  that  ancient  domain.  The  most  valuable 
memorials  of  him  which  still  exist,  belong  to  the 
family  of  his  friend,  Sir  John  Eliot.  Lord  Eliot  has 
furnished  the  portrait  which  is  engraved  for  this  work, 
together  with  some  very  interesting  letters.  The 
portrait  is  undoubtedly  an  original,  and  probably 
the  only  original  now  in  existence.  The  intellectual 
forehead,  the  mild  penetration  of  the  eye,  and  the 
inflexible  resolution  expressed  by  the  lines  of  the 
mouth,  sufficiently  guarantee  the  likeness.  We  shall 
probably  make  some  extracts  from  the  letters.  They 
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contain  almost  all  the  new  information  that  Lord 
Nugent  has  been  able  to  procure  respecting  the 
private  pursuits  of  the  great  man  whose  memory 
he  worships  with  an  enthusiastic,  but  not  extrava¬ 
gant,  veneration. 

The  public  life  of  Hampden  is  surrounded  by  no 
obscurity.  His  history,  more  particularly  from  the 
year  1640  to  his  death,  is  the  history  of  England. 
These  Memoirs  must  be  considered  as  Memoirs  of 
the  history  of  England ;  and,  as  such,  they  well 
deserve  to  be  attentively  perused.  They  contain 
some  curious  facts  which,  to  us  at  least,  are  new, 
much  spirited  narrative,  many  judicious  remarks,  and 
much  eloquent  declamation. 

We  are  not  sure  that  even  the  want  of  informa¬ 
tion  respecting  the  private  character  of  Hampden  is 
not  itself  a  circumstance  as  strikingly  characteristic 
as  any  which  the  most  minute  chronicler,  O’Meara, 
Mrs.  Thrale,  or  Boswell  himself,  ever  recorded  con¬ 
cerning  their  heroes.  The  celebrated  Puritan  leader 
is  an  almost  solitary  instance  of  a  great  man  who 
neither  sought  nor  shunned  greatness,  who  found 
glory  only  because  glory  lay  in  the  plain  path  of 
duty.  During  more  than  forty  years  he  was  known 
to  his  country  neighbours  as  a  gentleman  of  culti¬ 
vated  mind,  of  high  principles,  of  polished  address, 
happy  in  his  family,  and  active  in  the  discharge  of 
local  duties ;  and  to  political  men,  as  an  honest, 
industrious,  and  sensible  member  of  Parliament,  not 
eager  to  display  his  talents,  staunch  to  his  party,  and 
attentive  to  the  interests  of  his  constituents.  A  great 
and  terrible  crisis  came.  A  direct  attack  was  made 
by  an  arbitrary  government  on  a  sacred  right  of 
Englishmen,  on  a  right  which  was  the  chief  security 
for  all  their  other  rights.  The  nation  looked  round 
for  a  defender.  Calmly  and  unostentatiously  the 
plain  Buckinghamshire  Esquire  placed  himself  at 
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the  head  of  his  countrymen,  and  right  before  the  face 
and  across  the  path  of  tyranny.  The  times  grew 
darker  and  more  troubled.  Public  service,  perilous, 
arduous,  delicate,  was  required  ;  and  to  every  ser¬ 
vice  the  intellect  and  the  courage  of  this  wonderful 
man  were  found  fully  equal.  He  became  a  debater 
of  the  first  order,  a  most  dexterous  manager  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  a  negotiator,  a  soldier.  He 
governed  a  fierce  and  turbulent  assembly,  abound¬ 
ing  in  able  men,  as  easily  as  he  had  governed  his 
family.  He  showed  himself  as  competent  to  direct 
a  campaign  as  to  conduct  the  business  of  the  petty 
sessions.  We  can  scarcely  express  the  admiration 
which  we  feel  for  a  mind  so  great,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  so  healthful  and  so  well  proportioned,  so  will¬ 
ingly  contracting  itself  to  the  humblest  duties,  so 
easily  expanding  itself  to  the  highest,  so  contented 
in  repose,  so  powerful  in  action.  Almost  every  part 
of  this  virtuous  and  blameless  life  which  is  not 
hidden  from  us  in  modest  privacy  is  a  precious  and 
splendid  portion  of  our  national  history.  Had  the 
private  conduct  of  Hampden  afforded  the  slightest 
pretence  for  censure,  he  would  have  been  assailed  by 
the  same  blind  malevolence  which,  in  defiance  of  the 
clearest  proofs,  still  continues  to  call  Sir  John  Eliot 
an  assassin.  Had  there  been  even  any  weak  part 
in  the  character  of  Hampden,  had  his  manners  been 
in  any  respect  open  to  ridicule,  we  may  be  sure  that 
no  mercy  would  have  been  shown  to  him  by  the 
writers  of  Charles’s  faction.  Those  writers  have 
carefully  preserved  every  little  circumstance  which 
could  tend  to  make  their  opponents  odious  or  con¬ 
temptible.  They  have  made  themselves  merry  with 
the  cant  of  injudicious  zealots.  They  have  told  us 
that  Pym  broke  down  in  a  speech,  that  I  reton  had 
his  nose  pulled  by  Hollis,  that  the  Earl  of  Northum¬ 
berland  cudgelled  Henry  Marten,  that  St.  John’s 
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manners  were  sullen,  that  Vane  had  an  ugly  face, 
that  Cromwell  had  a  red  nose.  But  neither  the 
artful  Clarendon  nor  the  scurrilous  Denham  could 
venture  to  throw  the  slightest  imputation  on  the 
morals  or  the  manners  of  Hampden.  What  was  the 
opinion  entertained  respecting  him  by  the  best  men 
of  his  time,  we  learn  from  Baxter.  That  eminent 
person,  eminent  not  only  for  his  piety  and  his  fervid 
devotional  eloquence,  but  for  his  moderation,  his 
knowledge  of  political  affairs,  and  his  skill  in  judging 
of  characters,  declared  in  the  Saint’s  Rest  that  one 
of  the  pleasures  which  he  hoped  to  enjoy  in  heaven 
was  the  society  of  Hampden.  In  the  editions  printed 
after  the  Restoration,  the  name  of  Hampden  was 
omitted.  “  But  I  must  tell  the  reader,”  says  Baxter, 
“  that  I  did  blot  it  out,  not  as  changing  my  opinion 
of  the  person.  .  .  .  Mr.  John  Hampden  was  one 
that  friends  and  enemies  acknowledged  to  be  most 
eminent  for  prudence,  piety,  and  peaceable  counsels, 
having  the  most  universal  praise  of  any  gentleman 
that  I  remember  of  that  age.  I  remember  a  mode¬ 
rate,  prudent,  aged  gentleman,  far  from  him,  but 
acquainted  with  him,  whom  I  have  heard  saying, 
that  if  he  might  choose  what  person  he  would  be 
then  in  the  world,  he  would  be  John  Hampden.” 
We  cannot  but  regret  that  we  have  not  fuller  me¬ 
morials  of  a  man  who,  after  passing  through  the 
most  severe  temptations  by  which  human  virtue  can 
be  tried,  after  acting  a  most  conspicuous  part  in  a 
revolution  and  a  civil  war,  could  yet  deserve  such 
praise  as  this  from  such  authority.  Yet  the  want 
of  memorials  is  surely  the  best  proof  that  hatred 
itself  could  find  no  blemish  on  his  memory. 

The  story  of  his  early  life  is  soon  told.  He  was 
the  head  of  a  family  which  had  been  settled  in 
Buckinghamshire  before  the  Conquest.  Part  of  the 
estate  which  he  inherited  had  been  bestowed  by 


1 1 6  Lord  Nugent’s  Memorials  of  Hampden 

Edward  the  Confessor  on  Baldwyn  de  Hampden, 
whose  name  seems  to  indicate  that  he  was  one  of  the 
Norman  favourites  of  the  last  Saxon  king.  During 
the  contest  between  the  houses  of  York  and  Lan¬ 
caster,  the  Hampdens  adhered  to  the  party  of  the 
Red  Rose,  and  were,  consequently,  persecuted  by 
Edward  the  Fourth,  and  favoured  by  Henry  the 
Seventh.  Under  the  Tudors,  the  family  was  great 
and  flourishing.  Griffith  Hampden,  high  sheriff  of 
Buckinghamshire,  entertained  Elizabeth  with  great 
magnificence  at  his  seat.  His  son,  William  Hamp¬ 
den,  sate  in  the  Parliament  which  that  queen  sum¬ 
moned  in  the  year  1593.  William  married  Elizabeth 
Cromwell,  aunt  of  the  celebrated  man  who  afterwards 
governed  the  British  islands  with  more  than  regal 
power  ;  and  from  this  marriage  sprang  John  Hampden. 

He  was  born  in  1594.  In  1597  his  father  died, 
and  left  him  heir  to  a  very  large  estate.  After  pass¬ 
ing  some  years  at  the  grammar  school  of  Thame, 
young  Hampden  was  sent,  at  fifteen,  to  Magdalene 
College,  in  the  University  of  Oxford.  At  nineteen, 
he  was  admitted  a  student  of  the  Inner  Temple, 
where  he  made  himself  master  of  the  principles  of 
the  English  law.  In  1619,  he  married  Elizabeth 
Symeon,  a  lady  to  whom  he  appears  to  have  been 
fondly  attached.  In  the  following  year  he  was  re¬ 
turned  to  parliament  by  a  borough  which  has  in  our 
time  obtained  a  miserable  celebrity,  the  borough  of 
Grampound. 

Of  his  private  life  during  his  early  years  little 
is  known  beyond  what  Clarendon  has  told  us.  “In 
his  entrance  into  the  world,”  says  that  great  historian, 
“  he  indulged  himself  in  all  the  license  in  sports,  and 
exercises,  and  company,  which  were  used  by  men  of 
the  most  jolly  conversation.”  A  remarkable  change, 
however,  passed  on  his  character.  “On  a  sudden,” 
says  Clarendon,  “  from  a  life  of  great  pleasure  and 
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license,  he  retired  to  extraordinary  sobriety  and 
strictness,  to  a  more  reserved  and  melancholy 
society.”  It  is  probable  that  this  change  took  place 
when  Hampden  was  about  twenty-five  years  old.  At 
that  age  he  was  united  to  a  woman  whom  he  loved 
and  esteemed.  At  that  age  he  entered  into  political 
life.  A  mind  so  happily  constituted  as  his  would 
naturally,  under  such  circumstances,  relinquish  the 
pleasures  of  dissipation  for  domestic  enjoyments  and 
public  duties. 

His  enemies  have  allowed  that  he  was  a  man  in 
whom  virtue  showed  itself  in  its  mildest  and  least 
austere  form.  With  the  morals  of  a  Puritan,  he  had 
the  manners  of  an  accomplished  courtier.  Even 
after  the  change  in  his  habits,  “  he  preserved,”  says 
Clarendon,  “  his  own  natural  cheerfulness  and  viva¬ 
city,  and,  above  all,  a  flowing  courtesy  to  all  men.” 
These  qualities  distinguished  him  from  most  of  the 
members  of  his  sect  and  his  party,  and,  in  the  great 
crisis  in  which  he  afterwards  took  a  principal  part, 
were  of  scarcely  less  service  to  the  country  than  his 
keen  sagacity  and  his  dauntless  courage. 

In  January,  1621,  Hampden  took  his  seat  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  His  mother  was  exceedingly 
-  desirous  that  her  son  should  obtain  a  peerage.  His 
family,  his  possessions,  and  his  personal  accomplish¬ 
ments  were  such,  as  would,  in  any  age,  have  justified 
him  in  pretending  to  that  honour.  But  in  the  reign 
of  James  the  First  there  was  one  short  cut  to  the 
House  of  Lords.  It  was  but  to  ask,  to  pay,  and  to 
have.  The  sale  of  titles  was  carried  on  as  openly 
as  the  sale  of  boroughs  in  our  times.  Hampden 
turned  away  with  contempt  from  the  degrading 
honours  with  which  his  family  desired  to  see  him 
invested,  and  attached  himself  to  the  party  which 
was  in  opposition  to  the  court. 

It  was  about  this  time,  as  Lord  Nugent  has  justly 


1 1 8  Lord  Nugent’s  Memorials  of  Hampden 

remarked,  that  parliamentary  opposition  began  to 
take  a  regular  form.  From  a  very  early  age,  the 
English  had  enjoyed  a  far  larger  share  of  liberty 
than  had  fallen  to  the  lot  of  any  neighbouring  people. 
How  it  chanced  that  a  country  conquered  and  en¬ 
slaved  by  invaders,  a  country  of  which  the  soil  had 
been  portioned  out  among  foreign  adventurers  and 
of  which  the  laws  were  written  in  a  foreign  tongue, 
a  country  given  over  to  that  worst  tyranny,  the 
tyranny  of  caste  over  caste,  should  have  become 
the  seat  of  civil  liberty,  the  object  of  the  admiration 
and  envy  of  surrounding  states,  is  one  of  the  most 
obscure  problems  in  the  philosophy  of  history.  But 
the  fact  is  certain.  Within  a  century  and  a  half 
after  the  Norman  conquest,  the  Great  Charter  was 
conceded.  Within  two  centuries  after  the  Conquest, 
the  first  House  of  Commons  met.  Froissart  tells  us, 
what  indeed  his  whole  narrative  sufficiently  proves, 
that,  of  all  the  nations  of  the  fourteenth  century,  the 
English  were  the  least  disposed  to  endure  oppres¬ 
sion.  “  C’est  le  plus  p6rilleux  peuple  qui  soit  au 
monde,  et  plus  outrageux  et  orgueilleux.”  The 
good  canon  probably  did  not  perceive  that  all  the 
prosperity  and  internal  peace  which  this  dangerous 
people  enjoyed  were  the  fruits  of  the  spirit  which 
he  designates  as  proud  and  outrageous.  He  has, 
however,  borne  ample  testimony  to  the  effect,  though 
he  was  not  sagacious  enough  to  trace  it  to  its  cause. 
“  En  le  royaume  d’Angleterre,”  says  he,  “  toutes  gens, 
laboureurs  et  marchands,  ont  appris  de  vivre  en  paix, 
et  &  mener  leurs  marchandises  paisiblement,  et  les 
laboureurs  labourer.”  In  the  fifteenth  century,  though 
England  was  convulsed  by  the  struggle  between  the 
two  branches  of  the  royal  family,  the  physical  and 
moral  condition  of  the  people  continued  to  improve. 
Villenage  almost  wholly  disappeared.  The  calami¬ 
ties  of  war  were  little  felt,  except  by  those  who  bore 
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arms.  The  oppressions  of  the  government  were  little 
felt,  except  by  the  aristocracy.  The  institutions  of 
the  country,  when  compared  with  the  institutions 
of  the  neighbouring  kingdoms,  seem  to  have  been 
not  undeserving  of  the  praises  of  Fortescue.  The 
government  of  Edward  the  Fourth,  though  we  call  it 
cruel  and  arbitrary,  was  humane  and  liberal  when 
compared  with  that  of  Louis  the  Eleventh,  or  that 
of  Charles  the  Bold.  Comines,  who  had  lived  amidst 
the  wealthy  cities  of  Flanders,  and  who  had  visited 
Florence  and  Venice,  had  never  seen  a  people  so  well 
governed  as  the  English.  “  Or  selon  mon  advis,” 
says  he,  “  entre  toutes  les  seigneuries  du  monde,  dont 
j’ay  connoissance,  ou  la  chose  publique  est  mieulx 
trait6e,  et  ou  regne  moins  de  violence  sur  le  peuple, 
et  ou  il  n’y  a  nuls  edifices  abbatus  ny  demolis  pour 
guerre,  c’est  Angleterre  ;  et  tombe  le  sort  et  le  mal- 
heur  sur  ceulx  qui  font  la  guerre.” 

About  the  close  of  the  fifteenth  and  the  com¬ 
mencement  of  the  sixteenth  century,  a  great  portion 
of  the  influence  which  the  aristocracy  had  possessed 
passed  to  the  crown.  No  English  King  has  ever 
enjoyed  such  absolute  power  as  Henry  the  Eighth. 
But  while  the  royal  prerogatives  were  acquiring 
strength  at  the  expense  of  the  nobility,  two  great 
revolutions  took  place,  destined  to  be  the  parents 
of  many  revolutions,  the  invention  of  Printing,  and 
the  reformation  of  the  Church. 

The  immediate  effect  of  the  Reformation  in  Eng¬ 
land  was  by  no  means  favourable  to  political  liberty. 
The  authority  which  had  been  exercised  by  the  Popes 
was  transferred  almost  entire  to  the  King.  Two  for¬ 
midable  powers  which  had  often  served  to  check  each 
other  were  united  in  a  single  despot.  If  the  system 
on  which  the  founders  of  the  Church  of  England 
acted  could  have  been  permanent,  the  Reformation 
would  have  been,  in  a  political  sense,  the  greatest 
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curse  that  ever  fell  on  our  country.  But  that  system 
carried  within  it  the  seeds  of  its  own  death.  It  was 
possible  to  transfer  the  name  of  Head  of  the  Church 
from  Clement  to  Henry ;  but  it  was  impossible  to 
transfer  to  the  new  establishment  the  veneration 
which  the  old  establishment  had  inspired.  Mankind 
had  not  broken  one  yoke  in  pieces  only  in  order 
to  put  on  another.  The  supremacy  of  the  Bishop 
of  Rome  had  been  for  ages  considered  as  a  funda¬ 
mental  principle  of  Christianity.  It  had  for  it  every 
thing  that  could  make  a  prejudice  deep  and  strong, 
venerable  antiquity,  high  authority,  general  consent. 
It  had  been  taught  in  the  first  lessons  of  the  nurse. 
It  was  taken  for  granted  in  all  the  exhortations  of 
the  priest.  To  remove  it  was  to  break  innumerable 
associations,  and  to  give  a  great  and  perilous  shock 
to  the  principles.  Yet  this  prejudice,  strong  as  it  was, 
could  not  stand  in  the  great  day  of  the  deliverance 
of  the  human  reason.  And  it  was  not  to  be  expected 
that  the  public  mind,  just  after  freeing  itself  by  an 
unexampled  effort,  from  a  bondage  which  it  had  en¬ 
dured  for  ages,  would  patiently  submit  to  a  tyranny 
which  could  plead  no  ancient  title.  Rome  had  at 
least  prescription  on  its  side.  But  Protestant  intole¬ 
rance,  despotism  in  an  upstart  sect,  infallibility 
claimed  by  guides  who  acknowledged  that  they  had 
passed  the  greater  part  of  their  lives  in  error,  re¬ 
straints  imposed  on  the  liberty  of  private  judgment 
at  the  pleasure  of  rulers  who  could  vindicate  their 
own  proceedings  only  by  asserting  the  liberty  of 
private  judgment,  these  things  could  not  long  be 
borne.  Those  who  had  pulled  down  the  crucifix 
could  not  long  continue  to  persecute  for  the  surplice. 
It  required  no  great  sagacity  to  perceive  the  incon¬ 
sistency  and  dishonesty  of  men  who,  dissenting  from 
almost  all  Christendom,  would  suffer  none  to  dissent 
from  themselves,  who  demanded  freedom  of  con- 
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science,  yet  refused  to  grant  it,  who  execrated  per¬ 
secution,  yet  persecuted,  who  urged  reason  against 
the  authority  of  one  opponent,  and  authority  against 
the  reasons  of  another.  Bonner  acted  at  least  in 
accordance  with  his  own  principles.  Cranmer  could 
vindicate  himself  from  the  charge  of  being  a  heretic 
only  by  arguments  which  made  him  out  to  be  a 
murderer. 

Thus  the  system  on  which  the  English  Princes 
acted  with  respect  to  ecclesiastical  affairs  for  some 
time  after  the  Reformation  was  a  system  too  obviously 
unreasonable  to  be  lasting.  The  public  mind  moved 
while  the  government  moved,  but  would  not  stop 
where  the  government  stopped.  The  same  impulse 
which  had  carried  millions  away  from  the  Church  of 
Rome  continued  to  carry  them  forward  in  the  same 
direction.  As  Catholics  had  become  Protestants, 
Protestants  became  Puritans,  and  the  Tudors  and 
Stuarts  were  as  unable  to  avert  the  latter  change  as 
the  Popes  had  been  to  avert  the  former.  The  dis¬ 
senting  party  increased  and  became  strong  under 
every  kind  of  discouragement  and  oppression.  They 
were  a  sect.  The  government  persecuted  them  ;  and 
they  became  an  opposition.  The  old  constitution  of 
England  furnished  to  them  the  means  of  resisting  the 
sovereign  without  breaking  the  law.  They  were  the 
majority  of  the  House  of  Commons.  They  had 
the  power  of  giving  or  withholding  supplies  ;  and,  by 
a  judicious  exercise  of  this  power,  they  might  hope 
to  take  from  the  Church  its  usurped  authority  over 
the  consciences  of  men,  and  from  the  Crown  some 
part  of  the  vast  prerogative  which  it  had  recently 
acquired  at  the  expense  of  the  nobles  and  of  the  Pope. 

The  faint  beginnings  of  this  memorable  contest 
may  be  discerned  early  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth. 
The  conduct  of  her  last  Parliament  made  it  clear 
that  one  of  those  great  revolutions  which  policy  may 
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guide  but  cannot  stop  was  in  progress.  It  was  on 
the  question  of  monopolies  that  the  House  of  Com¬ 
mons  gained  its  first  great  victory  over  the  Throne. 
The  conduct  of  the  extraordinary  woman  who  then 
governed  England  is  an  admirable  study  for  poli¬ 
ticians  who  live  in  unquiet  times.  It  shows  how 
thoroughly  she  understood  the  people  whom  she 
ruled,  and  the  crisis  in  which  she  was  called  to  act. 
What  she  held  she  held  firmly.  What  she  gave  she 
gave  graciously.  She  saw  that  it  was  necessary  to 
make  a  concession  to  the  nation  :  and  she  made  it, 
not  grudgingly,  not  tardily,  not  as  a  matter  of  bargain 
and  sale,  not,  in  a  word,  as  Charles  the  First  would 
have  made  it,  but  promptly  and  cordially.  Before  a 
bill  could  be  framed  or  an  address  presented  she 
applied  a  remedy  to  the  evil  of  which  the  nation  com¬ 
plained.  She  expressed  in  the  warmest  terms  her 
gratitude  to  her  faithful  Commons  for  detecting 
abuses  which  interested  persons  had  concealed  from 
her.  If  her  successors  had  inherited  her  wisdom  with 
her  crown,  Charles  the  First  might  have  died  of  old 
age,  and  James  the  Second  would  never  have  seen  St. 
Germains. 

She  died  ;  and  the  kingdom  passed  to  one  who 
was,  in  his  own  opinion,  the  greatest  master  of  king¬ 
craft  that  ever  lived,  but  who  was,  in  truth,  one  of 
those  kings  whom  God  seems  to  send  for  the  express 
purpose  of  hastening  revolutions.  Of  all  the  enemies 
of  liberty  whom  Britain  has  produced,  he  was  at  once 
the  most  harmless  and  the  most  provoking.  His 
office  resembled  that  of  the  man  who,  in  a  Spanish 
bull-fight,  goads  the  torpid  savage  to  fury,  by  shaking 
a  red  rag  in  the  air,  and  by  now  and  then  throwing  a 
dart,  sharp  enough  to  sting,  but  too  small  to  injure. 
The  policy  of  wise  tyrants  has  always  been  to  cover 
their  violent  acts  with  popular  forms.  James  was 
always  obtruding  his  despotic  theories  on  his  subjects 
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without  the  slightest  necessity.  His  foolish  talk  ex¬ 
asperated  them  infinitely  more  than  forced  loans  or 
benevolences  would  have  done.  Yet,  in  practice,  no 
king  ever  held  his  prerogatives  less  tenaciously.  He 
neither  gave  way  gracefully  to  the  advancing  spirit 
of  liberty  nor  took  vigorous  measures  to  stop  it,  but 
retreated  before  it  with  ludicrous  haste,  blustering 
and  insulting  as  he  retreated.  The  English  people 
had  been  governed  during  near  a  hundred  and  fifty 
years  by  Princes  who,  whatever  might  be  their  frail¬ 
ties  or  their  vices,  had  all  possessed  great  force  of 
character,  and  who,  whether  beloved  or  hated,  had 
always  been  feared.  Now,  at  length,  for  the  first 
time  since  the  day  when  the  sceptre  of  Henry  the 
Fourth  dropped  from  the  hand  of  his  lethargic  grand¬ 
son,  England  had  a  king  whom  she  despised. 

The  follies  and  vices  of  the  man  increased  the 
contempt  which  was  produced  by  the  feeble  policy 
of  the  sovereign.  The  indecorous  gallantries  of  the 
Court,  the  habits  of  gross  intoxication  in  which  even 
the  ladies  indulged,  were  alone  sufficient  to  disgust  a 
people  whose  manners  were  beginning  to  be  strongly 
tinctured  with  austerity.  But  these  were  trifles. 
Crimes  of  the  most  frightful  kind  had  been  discovered  ; 
others  were  suspected.  The  strange  story  of  the 
Gowries  was  not  forgotten.  The  ignominious  fond¬ 
ness  of  the  King  for  his  minions,  the  perjuries,  the 
sorceries,  the  poisonings,  which  his  chief  favourites 
had  planned  within  the  walls  of  his  palace,  the  pardon 
which,  in  direct  violation  of  his  duty  and  of  his  word, 
he  had  granted  to  the  mysterious  threats  of  a  mur¬ 
derer,  made  him  an  object  of  loathing  to  many  of  his 
subjects.  What  opinion  grave  and  moral  persons 
residing  at  a  distance  from  the  Court  entertained 
respecting  him,  we  learn  from  Mrs.  Hutchinson’s 
Memoirs.  England  was  no  place,  the  seventeenth 
century  no  time,  for  Sporus  and  Locusta. 
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This  was  not  all.  The  most  ridiculous  weaknesses 
seemed  to  meet  in  the  wretched  Solomon  of  White¬ 
hall,  pedantry,  buffoonery,  garrulity,  low  curiosity, 
the  most  contemptible  personal  cowardice.  Nature 
and  education  had  done  their  best  to  produce  a  finished 
specimen  of  all  that  a  king  ought  not  to  be.  His 
awkward  figure,  his  rolling  eye,  his  rickety  walk,  his 
nervous  tremblings,  his  slobbering  mouth,  his  broad 
Scotch  accent,  were  imperfections  which  might  have 
been  found  in  the  best  and  greatest  man.  Their 
effect,  however,  was  to  make  James  and  his  office  ob¬ 
jects  of  contempt,  and  to  dissolve  those  associations 
which  had  been  created  by  the  noble  bearing  of  pre¬ 
ceding  monarchs,  and  which  were  in  themselves  no 
inconsiderable  fence  to  royalty. 

The  sovereign  whom  James  most  resembled  was, 
we  think,  Claudius  Csesar.  Both  had  the  same  feeble 
vacillating  temper,  the  same  childishness,  the  same 
coarseness,  the  same  poltroonery.  Both  were  men  of 
learning  ;  both  wrote  and  spoke,  not,  indeed,  well,  but 
still  in  a  manner  in  which  it  seems  almost  incredible 
that  men  so  foolish  should  have  written  or  spoken. 
The  follies  and  indecencies  of  James  are  well  described 
in  the  words  which  Suetonius  uses  respecting  Clau¬ 
dius  :  “  Multa  talia,  etiam  privatis  deformia,  nedum 

principi,  neque  infacundo,  neque  indocto,  immo  etiam 
pertinaciter  liberalibus  studiis  dedito.”  The  descrip¬ 
tion  given  by  Suetonius  of  the  manner  in  which  the 
Roman  Prince  transacted  business  exactly  suits  the 
Briton.  “  In  cognoscendo  ac  decernendo  mira  varie- 
tate  animi  fuit,  modo  circumspectus  et  sagax,  modo 
inconsultus  ac  prasceps,  nonnunquam  frivolus  amenti- 
que  similis.”  Claudius  was  ruled  successively  by  two 
bad  women:  James  successively  by  two  bad  men. 
Even  the  description  of  the  person  of  Claudius,  which 
we  find  in  the  ancient  memoirs,  might,  in  many 
points,  serve  for  that  of  James.  “  Ceterum  et  ingre- 
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dientem  destituebant  poplites  minus  firmi,  et  remisse 
quid  vel  serio  agentem  multa  dehonestabant,  risus 
indecens,  ira  turpior,  spumante  rictu,  praeterea  linguae 
titubantia.” 

The  Parliament  which  James  had  called  soon 
after  his  accession  had  been  refractory.  His  second 
Parliament,  called  in  the  spring  of  1614,  had  been 
more  refractory  still.  It  had  been  dissolved  after  a 
session  of  two  months  ;  and  during  six  years  the  King 
had  governed  without  having  recourse  to  the  legis¬ 
lature.  During  those  six  years,  melancholy  and  dis¬ 
graceful  events,  at  home  and  abroad,  had  followed 
one  another  in  rapid  succession  ;  the  divorce  of  Lady 
Essex,  the  murder  of  Overbury,  the  elevation  of 
Villiers,  the  pardon  of  Somerset,  the  disgrace  of  Coke, 
the  execution  of  Raleigh,  the  battle  of  Prague,  the 
invasion  of  the  Palatinate  by  Spinola,  the  ignominious 
flight  of  the  son-in-law  of  the  English  King,  the  de¬ 
pression  of  the  Protestant  interest  all  over  the  Conti¬ 
nent.  All  the  extraordinary  modes  by  which  James 
could  venture  to  raise  money  had  been  tried.  His 
necessities  were  greater  than  ever  ;  and  he  was  com¬ 
pelled  to  summon  the  Parliament  in  which  Hampden 
first  appeared  as  a  public  man. 

This  Parliament  lasted  about  twelve  months. 
During  that  time  it  visited  with  deserved  punishment 
several  of  those  who,  during  the  preceding  six  years, 
had  enriched  themselves  by  peculation  and  monopoly. 
Michell,  one  of  the  grasping  patentees  who  had  pur¬ 
chased  of  the  favourite  the  power  of  robbing  the  na¬ 
tion,  was  fined  and  imprisoned  for  life.  Mompesson, 
the  original,  it  is  said,  of  Massinger’s  Overreach, 
was  outlawed  and  deprived  of  his  ill  gotten  wealth. 
Even  Sir  Edward  Villiers,  the  brother  of  Buckingham, 
found  it  convenient  to  leave  England.  A  greater 
name  is  to  be  added  to  the  ignominious  list.  By  this 
Parliament  was  brought  to  justice  that  illustrious 
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philosopher  whose  memory  genius  has  half  redeemed 
from  the  infamy  due  to  servility,  to  ingratitude,  and 
to  corruption. 

After  redressing  internal  grievances,  the  Commons 
proceeded  to  take  into  consideration  the  state  of 
Europe.  The  King  flew  into  a  rage  with  them  for 
meddling  with  such  matters,  and,  with  characteristic 
judgment,  drew  them  into  a  controversy  about  the 
origin  of  their  House  and  of  its  privileges.  When  he 
found  that  he  could  not  convince  them,  he  dissolved 
them  in  a  passion,  and  sent  some  of  the  leaders  of 
the  Opposition  to  ruminate  on  his  logic  in  prison. 

During  the  time  which  elapsed  between  this 
dissolution  and  the  meeting  of  the  next  Parliament, 
took  place  the  celebrated  negotiation  respecting  the 
Infanta.  The  would-be  despot  was  unmercifully 
brow-beaten.  The  would-be  Solomon  was  ridicu¬ 
lously  overreached.  Steenie,  in  spite  of  the  begging 
and  sobbing  of  his  dear  dad  and  gossip,  carried  off 
baby  Charles  in  triumph  to  Madrid.  The  sweet  lads, 
as  James  called  them,  came  back  safe,  but  without 
their  errand.  The  great  master  of  king-craft,  in 
looking  for  a  Spanish  match,  had  found  a  Spanish 
war.  In  February,  1624,  a  Parliament  met,  during 
the  whole  sitting  of  which,  James  was  a  mere  puppet 
in  the  hands  of  his  baby,  and  of  his  poor  slave  and 
dog.  The  Commons  were  disposed  to  support  the 
King  in  the  vigorous  policy  which  his  favourite  urged 
him  to  adopt.  But  they  were  not  disposed  to  place 
any  confidence  in  their  feeble  sovereign  and  his  disso¬ 
lute  courtiers,  or  to  relax  in  their  efforts  to  remove 
public  grievances.  They  therefore  lodged  the  money 
which  they  voted  for  the  war  in  the  hands  of  Par¬ 
liamentary  Commissioners.  They  impeached  the 
treasurer,  Lord  Middlesex,  for  corruption,  and  they 
passed  a  bill  by  which  patents  of  monopoly  were 
declared  illegal. 
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Hampden  did  not,  during  the  reign  of  James,  take 
any  prominent  part  in  public  affairs.  It  is  certain, 
however,  that  he  paid  great  attention  to  the  details 
of  Parliamentary  business,  and  to  the  local  interests 
of  his  own  country.  It  was  in  a  great  measure  owing 
to  his  exertions  that  Wendover  and  some  other 
boroughs  on  which  the  popular  party  could  depend 
recovered  the  elective  franchise,  in  spite  of  the  oppo¬ 
sition  of  the  Court. 

The  health  of  the  King  had  for  some  time  been 
declining.  On  the  twenty-seventh  of  March,  1625, 
he  expired.  Under  his  weak  rule,  the  spirit  of  liberty 
had  grown  strong,  and  had  become  equal  to  a  great 
contest.  The  contest  was  brought  on  by  the  policy 
of  his  successor.  Charles  bore  no  resemblance  to  his 
father.  He  was  not  a  driveller,  or  a  pedant,  or  a 
buffoon,  or  a  coward.  It  would  be  absurd  to  deny 
that  he  was  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman,  a  man  of 
exquisite  taste  in  the  fine  arts,  a  man  of  strict  morals 
in  private  life.  His  talents  for  business  were  respect¬ 
able  ;  his  demeanour  was  kingly.  But  he  was  false, 
imperious,  obstinate,  narrow-minded,  ignorant  of  the 
temper  of  his  people,  unobservant  of  the  signs  of  his 
times.  The  whole  principle  of  his  government  was 
resistance  to  public  opinion  ;  nor  did  he  make  any 
real  concession  to  that  opinion  till  it  mattered  not 
whether  he  resisted  or  conceded,  till  the  nation, 
which  had  long  ceased  to  love  him  or  to  trust  him,  had 
at  last  ceased  to  fear  him. 

His  first  Parliament  met  in  June,  1625.  Hampden 
sat  in  it  as  burgess  for  Wendover.  The  King  wished 
for  money.  The  Commons  wished  for  the  redress  of 
grievances.  The  war,  however,  could  not  be  carried 
on  without  funds.  The  plan  of  the  Opposition  was, 
it  should  seem,  to  dole  out  supplies  by  small  sums, 
in  order  to  prevent  a  speedy  dissolution.  They 
gave  the  King  two  subsidies  only,  and  proceeded  to 
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complain  that  his  ships  had  been  employed  against 
the  Huguenots  in  France,  and  to  petition  in  behalf  of 
the  Puritans  who  were  persecuted  in  England.  The 
King  dissolved  them,  and  raised  money  by  Letters 
under  his  Privy  Seal.  The  supply  fell  far  short  of 
what  he  needed  ;  and  in  the  spring  of  1626  he  called 
together  another  Parliament.  In  this  Parliament 
Hampden  again  sat  for  Wendover. 

The  Commons  resolved  to  grant  a  very  liberal 
supply,  but  to  defer  the  final  passing  of  the  act  for 
that  purpose  till  the  grievances  of  the  nation  should 
be  redressed.  The  struggle  which  followed  far  ex¬ 
ceeded  in  violence  any  that  had  yet  taken  place. 
The  Commons  impeached  Buckingham.  The  King 
threw  the  managers  of  the  impeachment  into  prison. 
The  Commons  denied  the  right  of  the  King  to  levy 
tonnage  and  poundage  without  their  consent.  The 
King  dissolved  them.  They  put  forth  a  remonstrance. 
The  King  circulated  a  declaration  vindicating  his 
measures,  and  committed  some  of  the  most  distin¬ 
guished  members  of  the  Opposition  to  close  custody. 
Money  was  raised  by  a  false  loan,  which  was  appor¬ 
tioned  among  the  people  according  to  the  rate  at 
which  they  had  been  respectively  assessed  to  the  last 
subsidy.  On  this  occasion  it  was,  that  Hampden 
made  his  first  stand  for  the  fundamental  principle  of 
the  English  constitution.  He  positively  refused  to 
lend  a  farthing.  He  was  required  to  give  his  reasons. 
He  answered,  “  that  he  could  be  content  to  lend  as 
well  as  others,  but  feared  to  draw  upon  himself  that 
curse  in  Magna  Charta  which  should  be  read  twice  a 
year  against  those  who  infringe  it.”  For  this  spirited 
answer,  the  Privy  Council  committed  him  close 
prisoner  to  the  Gate  House.  After  some  time,  he 
was  again  brought  up  ;  but  he  persisted  in  his  refusal, 
and  was  sent  to  a  place  of  confinement  in  Hampshire. 

The  government  went  on,  oppressing  at  home, 
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and  blundering  in  all  its  measures  abroad.  A  war 
was  foolishly  undertaken  against  France,  and  more 
foolishly  conducted.  Buckingham  led  an  expedition 
against  Rhe,  and  failed  ignominiously.  In  the  mean¬ 
time  soldiers  were  billeted  on  the  people.  Crimes  of 
which  ordinary  justice  should  have  taken  cognisance 
were  punished  by  martial  law.  Near  eighty  gentle¬ 
men  were  imprisoned  for  refusing  to  contribute  to 
the  forced  loan.  The  lower  people  who  showed  any 
signs  of  insubordination  were  pressed  into  the  fleet, 
or  compelled  to  serve  in  the  army.  Money,  however, 
came  in  slowly  ;  and  the  King  was  compelled  to 
summon  another  Parliament.  In  the  hope  of  con¬ 
ciliating  his  subjects,  he  set  at  liberty  the  persons 
who  had  been  imprisoned  for  refusing  to  comply 
with  his  unlawful  demands.  Hampden  regained  his 
freedom,  and  was  immediately  re-elected  burgess  for 
Wend  over. 

Early  in  1628  the  Parliament  met.  During  its  first 
session,  the  Commons  prevailed  on  the  King,  after 
many  delays  and  much  equivocation,  to  give,  in  re¬ 
turn  for  five  subsidies,  his  full  and  solemn  assent  to 
that  celebrated  instrument,  the  second  great  charter 
of  the  liberties  of  England,  known  by  the  name  of 
the  Petition  of  Right.  By  agreeing  to  this  act,  the 
King  bound  himself  to  raise  no  taxes  without  the 
consent  of  Parliament,  to  imprison  no  man  except  by 
legal  process,  to  billet  no  more  soldiers  on  the  people, 
and  to  leave  the  cognisance  of  offences  to  the  ordinary 
tribunals. 

In  the  summer  this  memorable  Parliament  was 
prorogued.  It  met  again  in  January,  1629.  Bucking¬ 
ham  was  no  more.  That  weak,  violent,  and  dissolute 
adventurer,  who,  with  no  talents  or  acquirements  but 
those  of  a  mere  courtier,  had,  in  a  great  crisis  of 
foreign  and  domestic  politics,  ventured  on  the  part 
of  prime  minister,  had  fallen,  during  the  recess  of 
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Parliament,  by  the  hand  of  an  assassin.  Both  before 
and  after  his  death  the  war  had  been  feebly  and  unsuc¬ 
cessfully  conducted.  The  King  had  continued,  in  direct 
violation  of  the  Petition  of  Right,  to  raise  tonnage 
and  poundage  without  the  consent  of  Parliament. 
The  troops  had  again  been  billeted  on  the  people  ; 
and  it  was  clear  to  the  Commons  that  the  five  subsidies 
which  they  had  given  as  the  price  of  the  national 
liberties  had  been  given  in  vain. 

They  met  accordingly  in  no  complying  humour. 
They  took  into  their  most  serious  consideration  the 
measures  of  the  government  concerning  tonnage  and 
poundage.  They  summoned  the  officers  of  the  cus¬ 
tom-house  to  their  bar.  They  interrogated  the  barons 
of  the  Exchequer.  They  committed  one  of  the 
sheriffs  of  London.  Sir  John  Eliot,  a  distinguished 
member  of  the  Opposition,  and  an  intimate  friend 
of  Hampden,  proposed  a  resolution  condemning 
the  unconstitutional  imposition.  The  Speaker  said 
that  the  King  had  commanded  him  to  put  no  such 
question  to  the  vote.  This  decision  produced  the 
most  violent  burst  of  feeling  ever  seen  within  the 
walls  of  Parliament.  Hayman  remonstrated  vehe¬ 
mently  against  the  disgraceful  language  which  had 
been  heard  from  the  chair.  Eliot  dashed  the  paper 
which  contained  his  resolution  on  the  floor  of  the 
House.  Valentine  and  Hollis  held  the  Speaker 
down  in  his  seat  by  main  force,  and  read  the  motion 
amidst  the  loudest  shouts.  The  doorwas  locked.  The 
key  was  laid  on  the  table.  Black  Rod  knocked  for 
admittance  in  vain.  After  passing  several  strong 
resolutions,  the  House  adjourned.  On  the  day  ap¬ 
pointed  for  its  meeting  it  was  dissolved  by  the  King, 
and  several  of  its  most  eminent  members,  among 
whom  were  Hollis  and  Sir  John  Eliot,  were  committed 
to  prison. 

Though  Hampden  has  as  yet  taken  little  part  in 
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the  debates  of  the  House,  he  had  been  a  member  of 
many  very  important  committees,  and  had  read  and 
written  much  concerning  the  law  of  Parliament.  A 
manuscript  volume  of  Parliamentary  cases,  which  is 
still  in  existence,  contains  many  extracts  from  his 
notes. 

He  now  retired  to  the  duties  and  pleasures  of  a 
rural  life.  During  the  eleven  years  which  followed 
the  dissolution  of  the  Parliament  of  1628,  he  resided 
at  his  seat  in  one  of  the  most  beautiful  parts  of  the 
county  of  Buckingham.  The  house,  which  has  since 
his  time  been  greatly  altered,  and  which  is  now,  we 
believe,  almost  entirely  neglected,  was  an  old  English 
mansion,  built  in  the  days  of  the  Plantagenets  and 
the  Tudors.  It  stood  on  the  brow  of  a  hill  which 
overlooks  a  narrow  valley.  The  extensive  woods 
which  surround  it  were  pierced  by  long  avenues. 
One  of  those  avenues  the  grandfather  of  the  great 
statesman  had  cut  for  the  approach  of  Elizabeth  ; 
and  the  opening,  which  is  still  visible  for  many  miles, 
retains  the  name  of  the  Queen’s  Gap.  In  this 
delightful  retreat  Hampden  passed  several  years, 
performing  with  great  activity  all  the  duties  of  a 
landed  gentleman  and  a  magistrate,  and  amusing 
himself  with  books  and  with  field  sports. 

He  was  not  in  his  retirement  unmindful  of  his 
persecuted  friends.  In  particular,  he  kept  up  a  close 
correspondence  with  Sir  John  Eliot,  who  was  confined 
in  the  Tower.  Lord  Nugent  has  published  several 
of  the  Letters.  We  may  perhaps  be  fanciful  ;  but  it 
seems  to  us  that  every  one  of  them  is  an  admirable 
illustration  of  some  part  of  the  character  of  Hampden 
which  Clarendon  has  drawn. 

Part  of  the  correspondence  relates  to  the  two  sons 
of  Sir  John  Eliot.  These  young  men  were  wild  and 
unsteady  ;  and  their  father,  who  was  now  separated 
from  them,  was  naturally  anxious  about  their  conduct. 

k  2 
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He  at  length  resolved  to  send  one  of  them  to  France, 
and  the  other  to  serve  a  campaign  in  the  Low 
Countries.  The  letter  which  we  subjoin  shows  that 
Hampden,  though  rigorous  towards  himself,  was  not 
uncharitable  towards  others,  and  that  his  puritanism 
was  perfectly  compatible  with  the  sentiments  and 
the  tastes  of  an  accomplished  gentleman.  It  also 
illustrates  admirably  what  has  been  said  of  him 
by  Clarendon  :  “  He  was  of  that  rare  affability  and 
temper  in  debate,  and  of  that  seeming  humility  and 
submission  of  judgment,  as  if  he  brought  no  opinion 
of  his  own  with  him,  but  a  desire  of  information  and 
instruction.  Yet  he  had  so  subtle  a  way  of  interro¬ 
gating,  and,  under  cover  of  doubts,  insinuating  his 
objections,  that  he  infused  his  own  opinions  into  those 
from  whom  he  pretended  to  learn  and  receive  them.” 

The  letter  runs  thus  :  “  I  am  so  perfectly  ac¬ 
quainted  with  your  clear  insight  into  the  dispositions 
of  men,  and  ability  to  fit  them  with  courses  suitable, 
that,  had  you  bestowed  sons  of  mine  as  you  have 
done  your  own,  my  judgment  durst  hardly  have  called 
it  into  question,  especially  when,  in  laying  the  design, 
you  have  prevented  the  objections  to  be  made  against 
it.  For  if  Mr.  Richard  Eliot  will,  in  the  intermissions 
of  action,  add  study  to  practice,  and  adorn  that  lively 
spirit  with  flowers  of  contemplation,  he  will  raise  our 
expectations  of  another  Sir  Edward  Vere,  that  had 
this  character — all  summer  in  the  field,  all  winter  in 
his  study — in  whose  fall  fame  makes  this  kingdom  a 
great  loser  ;  and,  having  taken  this  resolution  from 
council  with  the  highest  wisdom,  as  I  doubt  not  you 
have,  I  hope  and  pray  that  the  same  power  will 
crown  it  with  a  blessing  answerable  to  our  wish. 
The  way  you  take  with  my  other  friend  shows  you 
to  be  none  of  the  Bishop  of  Exeter’s  converts  ; 1  of 

1  Hall,  Bishop  of  Exeter,  had  written  strongly,  both  in  verse  and 
in  prose,  against  the  fashion  of  sending  young  men  of  quality  to  travel. 
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whose  mind  neither  am  I  superstitiously.  But  had 
my  opinion  been  asked,  I  should,  as  vulgar  conceits  use 
to  do,  have  showed  my  power  rather  to  raise  objec¬ 
tions  than  to  answer  them.  A  temper  between  France 
and  Oxford,  might  have  taken  away  his  scruples,  with 

more  advantage  to  his  years . For 

although  he  be  one  of  those  that,  if  his  age  were 
looked  for  in  no  other  book  but  that  of  the  mind, 
would  be  found  no  ward  if  you  should  die  to-morrow, 
yet  it  is  a  great  hazard,  methinks,  to  see  so  sweet  a 
disposition  guarded  with  no  more,  amongst  a  people 
whereof  many  make  it  their  religion  to  be  super¬ 
stitious  in  impiety,  and  their  behaviour  to  be  affected 
in  ill  manners.  But  God,  who  only  knoweth  the 
periods  of  life  and  opportunities  to  come,  hath 
designed  him,  I  hope,  for  his  own  service  betime,  and 
stirred  up  your  providence  to  husband  him  so  early 
for  great  affairs.  Then  shall  he  be  sure  to  find  Him 
in  France  that  Abraham  did  in  Sechem  and  Joseph 
in  Egypt,  under  whose  wing  alone  is  perfect  safety.” 

Sir  John  Eliot  employed  himself,  during  his 
imprisonment,  in  writing  a  treatise  on  government, 
which  he  transmitted  to  his  friend.  Hampden’s 
criticisms  are  strikingly  characteristic.  They  are 
written  with  all  that  “  flowing  courtesy  ”  which  is 
ascribed  to  him  by  Clarendon.  The  objections  are 
insinuated  with  so  much  delicacy  that  they  could 
scarcely  gall  the  most  irritable  author.  We  see  too 
how  highly  Hampden  valued  in  the  writings  of  others 
that  conciseness  which  was  one  of  the  most  striking 
peculiarities  of  his  own  eloquence.  Sir  John  Eliot’s 
style  was,  it  seems,  too  diffuse,  and  it  is  impossible 
not  to  admire  the  skill  with  which  this  is  suggested. 
“  The  piece,”  says  Hampden,  “  is  as  complete  an 
image  of  the  pattern  as  can  be  drawn  by  lines,  a 
lively  character  of  a  large  mind,  the  subject,  method, 
and  expression,  excellent  and  homogeneal,  and,  to  say 
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truth,  sweetheart,  somewhat  exceeding  my  com¬ 
mendations.  My  words  cannot  render  them  to  the 
life.  Yet,  to  show  my  ingenuity  rather  than  wit, 
would  not  a  less  model  have  given  a  full  representa¬ 
tion  of  that  subject,  not  by  diminution  but  by  con¬ 
traction  of  parts?  I  desire  to  learn.  I  dare  not  say. 
The  variations  upon  each  particular  seem  many  ;  all, 
I  confess,  excellent.  The  fountain  was  full,  the 
channel  narrow  ;  that  may  be  the  cause  ;  or  that  the 
author  resembled  Virgil,  who  made  more  verses  by 
many  than  he  intended  to  write.  To  extract  a  just 
number,  had  I  seen  all  his,  I  could  easily  have  bid 
him  make  fewer  ;  but  if  he  had  bade  me  tell  him 
which  he  should  have  spared,  I  had  been  posed.” 

This  is  evidently  the  writing  not  only  of  a  man 
of  good  sense  and  natural  good  taste,  but  of  a  man 
of  literary  habits.  Of  the  studies  of  Hampden  little 
is  known.  But,  as  it  was  at  one  time  in  contempla¬ 
tion  to  give  him  the  charge  of  the  education  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  it  cannot  be  doubted  that  his  acquire¬ 
ments  were  considerable.  Davila,  it  is  said,  was  one 
of  his  favourite  writers.  The  moderation  of  Davila’s 
opinions  and  the  perspicuity  and  manliness  of  his 
style  could  not  but  recommend  him  to  so  judicious 
a  reader.  It  is  not  improbable  that  the  parallel 
between  France  and  England,  the  Huguenots  and  the 
Puritans,  had  struck  the  mind  of  Hampden,  and  that 
he  already  found  within  himself  powers  not  unequal 
to  the  lofty  part  of  Coligni. 

While  he  was  engaged  in  these  pursuits,  a  heavy 
domestic  calamity  fell  on  him.  His  wife,  who  had 
borne  him  nine  children,  died  in  the  summer  of  1634. 
She  lies  in  the  parish  church  of  Hampden,  close  to 
the  manor-house.  The  tender  and  energetic  language 
of  her  epitaph  still  attests  the  bitterness  of  her 
husband’s  sorrow,  and  the  consolation  which  he  found 
in  a  hope  full  of  immortality. 
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In  the  meantime,  the  aspect  of  public  affairs  grew 
darker  and  darker.  The  health  of  Eliot  had  sunk 
under  an  unlawful  imprisonment  of  several  years. 
The  brave  sufferer  refused  to  purchase  liberty,  though 
liberty  would  to  him  have  been  life,  by  recognising 
the  authority  which  had  confined  him.  In  conse¬ 
quence  of  the  representations  of  his  physicians,  the 
severity  of  restraint  was  somewhat  relaxed.  But  it 
was  in  vain.  He  languished  and  expired  a  martyr 
to  that  good  cause  for  which  his  friend  Hampden 
was  destined  to  meet  a  more  brilliant,  but  not  a  more 
honourable  death. 

All  the  promises  of  the  King  were  violated 
without  scruple  or  shame.  The  Petition  of  Right, 
to  which  he  had,  in  consideration  of  monies  duly 
numbered,  given  a  solemn  assent,  was  set  at  nought. 
Taxes  were  raised  by  the  royal  authority.  Patents 
of  monopoly  were  granted.  The  old  usages  of  feudal 
times  were  made  pretexts  for  harassing  the  people 
with  exactions  unknown  during  many  years.  The 
Puritans  were  persecuted  with  cruelty  worthy  of  the 
Holy  Office.  They  were  forced  to  fly  from  the 
country.  They  were  imprisoned.  They  were  whipped. 
Their  ears  were  cut  off.  Their  noses  were  slit. 
Their  cheeks  were  branded  with  red-hot  iron.  But 
the  cruelty  of  the  oppressor  could  not  tire  out 
the  fortitude  of  the  victims.  The  mutilated  defenders 
of  liberty  again  defied  the  vengeance  of  the  Star 
Chamber,  came  back  with  undiminished  resolution 
to  the  place  of  their  glorious  infamy,  and  manfully 
presented  the  stumps  of  their  ears  to  be  grubbed  out 
by  the  hangman’s  knife.  The  hardy  sect  grew  up 
and  flourished  in  spite  of  every  thing  that  seemed 
likely  to  stunt  it,  struck  its  roots  deep  into  a  barren 
soil,  and  spread  its  branches  wide  to  an  inclement  sky. 
The  multitude  thronged  round  Prynne  in  the  pillory 
with  more  respect  than  they  paid  to  Mainwaring  in 
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the  pulpit,  and  treasured  up  the  rags  which  the  blood 
of  Burton  had  soaked,  with  a  veneration  such  as 
mitres  and  surplices  had  ceased  to  inspire. 

For  the  misgovernment  of  this  disastrous  period 
Charles  himself  is  principally  responsible.  After  the 
death  of  Buckingham,  he  seems  to  have  been  his  own 
prime  minister.  He  had,  however,  two  counsellors 
who  seconded  him,  or  went  beyond  him,  in  intoler¬ 
ance  and  lawless  violence,  the  one  a  superstitious 
driveller,  as  honest  as  a  vile  temper  would  suffer  him 
to  be,  the  other  a  man  of  great  valour  and  capacity, 
but  licentious,  faithless,  corrupt,  and  cruel. 

Never  were  faces  more  strikingly  characteristic  of 
the  individuals  to  whom  they  belonged,  than  those 
of  Laud  and  Strafford,  as  they  still  remain  portrayed 
by  the  most  skilful  hand  of  that  age.  The  mean 
forehead,  the  pinched  features,  the  peering  eyes,  of 
the  prelate,  suit  admirably  with  his  disposition.  They 
mark  him  out  as  a  lower  kind  of  Saint  Dominic, 
differing  from  the  fierce  and  gloomy  enthusiast  who 
founded  the  Inquisition,  as  we  might  imagine  the 
familiar  imp  of  a  spiteful  witch  to  differ  from  an  arch¬ 
angel  of  darkness.  When  we  read  His  Grace’s 
judgments,  when  we  read  the  report  which  he  drew 
up,  setting  forth  that  he  had  sent  some  separatists  to 
prison,  and  imploring  the  royal  aid  against  others, 
we  feel  a  movement  of  indignation.  We  turn  to  his 
Diary,  and  we  are  at  once  as  cool  as  contempt  can 
make  us.  There  we  learn  how  his  picture  fell  down, 
and  how  fearful  he  was  lest  the  fall  should  be  an 
omen  ;  how  he  dreamed  that  the  Duke  of  Bucking¬ 
ham  came  to  bed  to  him,  that  King  James  walked 
past  him,  that  he  saw  Thomas  Flaxney  in  green 
garments,  and  the  Bishop  of  Worcester  with  his 
shoulders  wrapped  in  linen.  In  the  early  part  of 
1627,  the  sleep  of  this  great  ornament  of  the  church 
seems  to  have  been  much  disturbed.  On  the  fifth  of 
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January,  he  saw  a  merry  old  man  with  a  wrinkled 
countenance,  named  Grove,  lying  on  the  ground.  On 
the  fourteenth  of  the  same  memorable  month,  he  saw 
the  Bishop  of  Lincoln  jump  on  a  horse  and  ride  away. 
A  day  or  two  after  this  he  dreamed  that  he  gave  the 
King  drink  in  a  silver  cup,  and  that  the  King  refused 
it,  and  called  for  glass.  Then  he  dreamed  that  he 
had  turned  Papist ;  of  all  his  dreams  the  only  one,  we 
suspect,  which  came  through  the  gate  of  horn.  But 
of  these  visions  our  favourite  is  that  which,  as  he 
has  recorded,  he  enjoyed  on  the  night  of  Friday,  the 
ninth  of  February,  1627.  “  I  dreamed,”  says  he,  “  that 
I  had  the  scurvy  ;  and  that  forthwith  all  my  teeth 
became  loose.  There  was  one  in  especial  in  my  lower 
jaw,  which  I  could  scarcely  keep  in  with  my  finger 
till  I  had  called  for  help.  ”  Here  was  a  man  to 
have  the  superintendence  of  the  opinions  of  a  great 
nation ! 

But  Wentworth, — who  ever  names  him  without 
thinking  of  those  harsh  dark  features,  ennobled  by 
their  expression  into  more  than  the  majesty  of  an 
antique  Jupiter  ;  of  that  brow,  that  eye,  that  cheek, 
that  lip,  wherein,  as  in  a  chronicle,  are  written  the 
events  of  many  stormy  and  disastrous  years,  high 
enterprise  accomplished,  frightful  dangers  braved, 
power  unsparingly  exercised,  suffering  unshrinkingly 
borne ;  of  that  fixed  look,  so  full  of  severity,  of 
mournful  anxiety,  of  deep  thought,  of  dauntless  re¬ 
solution,  which  seems  at  once  to  forebode  and  to  defy 
a  terrible  fate,  as  it  lowers  on  us  from  the  living  can¬ 
vass  of  Vandyke?  Even  at  this  day  the  haughty 
earl  overawes  posterity  as  he  overawed  his  contem¬ 
poraries,  and  excites  the  same  interest  when  arraigned 
before  the  tribunal  of  history  which  he  excited  at 
the  bar  of  the  House  of  Lords,  In  spite  of  ourselves, 
we  sometimes  feel  towards  his  memory  a  certain  re¬ 
lenting  similar  to  that  relenting  which  his  defence, 
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as  Sir  John  Denham  tells  us,  produced  in  West¬ 
minster  Hall. 

This  great,  brave,  bad  man  entered  the  House  of 
Commons  at  the  same  time  with  Hampden,  and  took 
the  same  side  with  Hampden.  Both  were  among 
the  richest  and  most  powerful  commoners  in  the 
kingdom.  Both  were  equally  distinguished  by  force 
of  character,  and  by  personal  courage.  Hampden 
had  more  judgment  and  sagacity  than  Wentworth. 
But  no  orator  of  that  time  equalled  Wentworth  in 
force  and  brilliancy  of  expression.  In  1626  both 
these  eminent  men  were  committed  to  prison  by 
the  King,  Wentworth,  who  was  among  the  leaders 
of  the  Opposition,  on  account  of  his  parliamentary 
conduct,  Hampden,  who  had  not  as  yet  taken  a  pro¬ 
minent  part  in  debate,  for  refusing  to  pay  taxes 
illegally  imposed. 

Here  their  path  separated.  After  the  death  of 
Buckingham,  the  King  attempted  to  seduce  some  of 
the  chiefs  of  the  Opposition  from  their  party  ;  and 
Wentworth  was  among  those  who  yielded  to  the 
seduction.  He  abandoned  his  associates,  and  hated 
them  ever  after  with  the  deadly  hatred  of  a  renegade. 
High  titles  and  great  employments  were  heaped  upon 
him.  He  became  Earl  of  Strafford,  Lord  Lieutenant 
of  Ireland,  President  of  the  Council  of  the  North  ; 
and  he  employed  all  his  power  for  the  purpose  of 
crushing  those  liberties  of  which  he  had  been  the 
most  distinguished  champion.  His  counsels  respect¬ 
ing  public  affairs  were  fierce  and  arbitrary.  His 
correspondence  with  Laud  abundantly  proves  that 
government  without  parliaments,  government  by  the 
sword,  was  his  favourite  scheme.  He  was  angry  even 
that  the  course  of  justice  between  man  and  man 
should  be  unrestrained  by  the  royal  prerogative.  He 
grudged  to  the  Courts  of  King’s  Bench  and  Common 
Pleas  even  that  measure  of  liberty  which  the  most 
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absolute  of  the  Bourbons  allowed  to  the  Parliaments 
of  France.  In  Ireland,  where  he  stood  in  the  place  of 
the  King,  his  practice  was  in  strict  accordance  with 
his  theory.  He  set  up  the  authority  of  the  executive 
government  over  that  of  the  courts  of  law.  He  per¬ 
mitted  no  person  to  leave  the  island  without  his 
licence.  He  established  vast  monopolies  for  his  own 
private  benefit.  He  imposed  taxes  arbitrarily.  He 
levied  them  by  military  force.  Some  of  his  acts  are 
described  even  by  the  partial  Clarendon  as  powerful 
acts,  acts  which  marked  a  nature  excessively  imperi¬ 
ous,  acts  which  caused  dislike  and  terror  in  sober  and 
dispassionate  persons,  high  acts  of  oppression.  Upon 
a  most  frivolous  charge,  he  obtained  a  capital  sen¬ 
tence  from  a  court-martial  against  a  man  of  high 
rank  who  had  given  him  offence.  He  debauched  the 
daughter-in-law  of  the  Lord  Chancellor  of  Ireland,  and 
then  commanded  that  nobleman  to  settle  his  estate  ac¬ 
cording  to  the  wishes  of  the  lady.  The  Chancellor 
refused.  The  Lord  Lieutenant  turned  him  out  of 
office,  and  threw  him  into  prison.  When  the  violent 
acts  of  the  Long  Parliament  are  blamed,  let  it  not 
be  forgotten  from  what  a  tyranny  they  rescued  the 
nation. 

Among  the  humbler  tools  of  Charles  were  Chief- 
Justice  Finch  and  Noy  the  Attorney-General.  Noy 
had,  like  Wentworth,  supported  the  cause  of  liberty 
in  Parliament,  and  had,  like  Wentworth,  abandoned 
that  cause  for  the  sake  of  office.  He  devised,  in  con¬ 
junction  with  Finch,  a  scheme  of  exaction  which 
made  the  alienation  of  the  people  from  the  throne 
complete.  A  writ  was  issued  by  the  King,  command¬ 
ing  the  city  of  London  to  equip  and  man  ships  of  war 
for  his  service.  Similar  writs  were  sent  to  the  towns 
along  the  coast.  These  measures,  though  they  were 
direct  violations  of  the  Petition  of  Right,  had  at 
least  some  show  of  precedent  in  their  favour.  But, 
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after  a  time,  the  government  took  a  step  for  which  no 
precedent  could  be  pleaded,  and  sent  writs  of  ship- 
money  to  the  inland  counties.  This  was  a  stretch 
of  power  on  which  Elizabeth  herself  had  not  ventured, 
even  at  a  time  when  all  laws  might  with  propriety 
have  been  made  to  bend  to  that  highest  law,  the 
safety  of  the  state.  The  inland  counties  had  not  been 
required  to  furnish  ships,  or  money  in  the  room  of 
ships,  even  when  the  Armada  was  approaching  our 
shores.  It  seemed  intolerable  that  a  prince  who,  by 
assenting  to  the  Petition  of  Right,  had  relinquished 
the  power  of  levying  ship-money  even  in  the  out- 
ports,  should  be  the  first  to  levy  it  on  parts  of  the 
kingdom  where  it  had  been  unknown  under  the  most 
absolute  of  his  predecessors. 

Clarendon  distinctly  admits  that  this  tax  was 
intended,  not  only  for  the  support  of  the  navy,  but 
“  for  a  spring  and  magazine  that  should  have  no 
bottom,  and  for  an  everlasting  supply  of  all  occasions.” 
The  nation  well  understood  this  ;  and  from  one  end 
of  England  to  the  other  the  public  mind  was  strongly 
excited. 

Buckinghamshire  was  assessed  at  a  ship  of  four 
hundred  and  fifty  tons,  or  a  sum  of  four  thousand 
five  hundred  pounds.  The  share  of  the  tax  which 
fell  to  Hampden  was  very  small :  so  small,  indeed, 
that  the  sheriff  was  blamed  for  setting  so  wealthy  a 
man  at  so  low  a  rate.  But,  though  the  sum  demanded 
was  a  trifle,  the  principle  involved  was  fearfully 
important.  Hampden,  after  consulting  the  most 
eminent  constitutional  lawyers  of  the  time,  refused  to 
pay  the  few  shillings  at  which  he  was  assessed,  and 
determined  to  incur  all  the  certain  expense,  and  the 
probable  danger,  of  bringing  to  a  solemn  hearing  this 
great  controversy  between  the  people  and  the  Crown. 
“Till  this  time,”  says  Clarendon,  “he  was  rather  of 
reputation  in  his  own  country  than  of  public  discourse 
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or  fame  in  the  kingdom  :  but  then  he  grew  the  argu¬ 
ment  of  all  tongues,  every  man  enquiring  who  and 
what  he  was  that  durst,  at  his  own  charge,  support 
the  liberty  and  prosperity  of  the  kingdom.” 

Towards  the  close  of  the  year  1636,  this  great 
cause  came  on  in  the  Exchequer  Chamber  before  all 
the  judges  of  England.  The  leading  counsel  against 
the  writ  was  the  celebrated  Oliver  St.  John,  a  man 
whose  temper  was  melancholy,  whose  manners  were 
reserved,  and  who  was  as  yet  little  known  in  West¬ 
minster  Hall,  but  whose  great  talents  had  not 
escaped  the  penetrating  eye  of  Hampden.  The  At¬ 
torney-General  and  Solicitor-General  appeared  for 
the  Crown. 

The  arguments  of  the  counsel  occupied  many 
days  ;  and  the  Exchequer  Chamber  took  a  consider¬ 
able  time  for  deliberation.  The  opinion  of  the  bench 
was  divided.  So  clearly  was  the  law  in  favour  of 
Hampden  that,  though  the  judges  held  their  situations 
only  during  the  royal  pleasure,  the  majority  against 
him  was  the  least  possible.  Five  of  the  twelve  pro¬ 
nounced  in  his  favour.  The  remaining  seven  gave 
their  voices  for  the  writ. 

The  only  effect  of  this  decision  was  to  make  the 
public  indignation  stronger  and  deeper.  “The judg¬ 
ment,”  says  Clarendon,  “  proved  of  more  advantage 
and  credit  to  the  gentleman  condemned  than  to  the 
King’s  service.”  The  courage  which  Hampden  had 
shown  on  this  occasion,  as  the  same  historian  tells 
us,  “  raised  his  reputation  to  a  great  height  gene¬ 
rally  throughout  the  kingdom.”  Even  courtiers  and 
crown-lawyers  spoke  respectfully  of  him.  “  His 
carriage,”  says  Clarendon,  “  throughout  that  agitation, 
was  with  that  rare  temper  and  modesty,  that  they 
who  watched  him  narrowly  to  find  some  advantage 
against  his  person,  to  make  him  less  resolute  in  his 
cause,  were  compelled  to  give  him  a  just  testimony.” 
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But  his  demeanour,  though  it  impressed  Lord  Falk¬ 
land  with  the  deepest  respect,  though  it  drew  forth 
the  praises  of  Solicitor-General  Herbert,  only  kindled 
into  a  fiercer  flame  the  ever-burning  hatred  of 
Strafford.  That  minister,  in  his  letters  to  Laud, 
murmured  against  the  lenity  with  which  Hampden 
was  treated.  “In  good  faith,”  he  wrote,  “  were  such 
men  rightly  served,  they  should  be  whipped  into 
their  right  wits.”  Again  he  says,  “  I  still  wish  Mr. 
Hampden,  and  others  to  his  likeness,  were  well 
whipped  into  their  right  senses.  And  if  the  rod  be  so 
used  that  it  smart  not,  I  am  the  more  sorry.” 

The  person  of  Hampden  was  now  scarcely  safe. 
His  prudence  and  moderation  had  hitherto  disap¬ 
pointed  those  who  would  gladly  have  had  a  pretence 
for  sending  him  to  the  prison  of  Eliot.  But  he  knew 
that  the  eye  of  a  tyrant  was  on  him.  In  the  year 
1637  misgovernment  had  reached  its  height.  Eight 
years  had  passed  without  a  Parliament.  The  decision 
of  the  Exchequer  Chamber  had  placed  at  the  disposal 
of  the  Crown  the  whole  property  of  the  English 
people.  About  the  time  at  which  that  decision  was 
pronounced,  Prynne,  Bastwick,  and  Burton  were 
multilated  by  the  sentence  of  the  Star  Chamber,  and 
sent  to  rot  in  remote  dungeons.  The  estate  and  the 
person  of  every  man  who  had  opposed  the  Court  were 
at  its  mercy. 

Hampden  determined  to  leave  England.  Beyond 
the  Atlantic  Ocean,  a  few  of  the  persecuted  Puritans 
had  formed,  in  the  wilderness  of  Connecticut,  a 
settlement  which  has  since  become  a  prosperous 
commonwealth,  and  which,  in  spite  of  the  lapse  of 
time  and  of  the  change  of  government,  still  retains 
something  of  the  character  given  to  it  by  its  first 
founders.  Lord  Saye  and  Lord  Brooke  were  the 
original  projectors  of  this  scheme  of  emigration. 
Hampden  had  been  early  consulted  respecting  it. 
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He  was  now,  it  appears,  desirous  to  withdraw  him¬ 
self  beyond  the  reach  of  oppressors  who,  as  he  pro¬ 
bably  suspected,  and  as  we  know,  were  bent  on 
punishing  his  manful  resistance  to  their  tyranny.  He 
was  accompanied  by  his  kinsman  Oliver  Cromwell, 
over  whom  he  possessed  great  influence,  and  in  whom 
he  alone  had  discovered,  under  an  exterior  appearance 
of  coarseness  and  extravagance,  those  great  and  com¬ 
manding  talents  which  were  afterwards  the  admiration 
and  the  dread  of  Europe. 

The  cousins  took  their  passage  in  a  vessel  which 
lay  in  the  Thames,  and  which  was  bound  for  North 
America.  They  were  actually  on  board,  when  an 
order  of  council  appeared,  by  which  the  ship  was 
prohibited  from  sailing.  Seven  other  ships,  filled 
with  emigrants,  were  stopped  at  the  same  time. 

Hampden  and  Cromwell  remained ;  and  with 
them  remained  the  Evil  Genius  of  the  House  of 
Stuart.  The  tide  of  public  affairs  was  even  now  on 
the  turn.  The  King  had  resolved  to  change  the 
ecclesiastical  constitution  of  Scotland,  and  to  intro¬ 
duce  into  the  public  worship  of  that  kingdom  cere¬ 
monies  which  the  great  body  of  the  Scots  regarded 
as  popish.  This  absurd  attempt  produced,  first 
discontents,  then  riots,  and  at  length  open  rebellion. 
A  provisional  government  was  established  at  Edin¬ 
burgh,  and  its  authority  was  obeyed  throughout  the 
kingdom.  This  government  raised  an  army,  ap¬ 
pointed  a  general,  and  summoned  an  Assembly  of  the 
Kirk.  The  famous  instrument  called  the  Covenant 
was  put  forth  at  this  time,  and  was  eagerly  subscribed 
by  the  people. 

The  beginnings  of  this  formidable  insurrection 
were  strangely  neglected  by  the  King  and  his  ad¬ 
visers.  But  towards  the  close  of  the  year  1638  the 
danger  became  pressing.  An  army  was  raised  ;  and 
early  in  the  following  spring  Charles  marched  north- 
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ward  at  the  head  of  a  force  sufficient,  as  it  seemed, 
to  reduced  the  Covenanters  to  submission. 

But  Charles  acted  at  this  conjuncture  as  he  acted 
at  every  important  conjuncture  throughout  his  life. 
After  oppressing,  threatening,  and  blustering,  he 
hesitated  and  failed.  He  was  bold  in  the  wrong 
place,  and  timid  in  the  wrong  place.  He  would  have 
shown  his  wisdom  by  being  afraid  before  the  liturgy 
was  read  in  St.  Giles’s  church.  He  put  off  his  fear 
till  he  had  reached  the  Scottish  border  with  his 
troops.  Then,  after  a  feeble  campaign,  he  concluded 
a  treaty  with  the  insurgents,  and  withdrew  his  army. 
But  the  terms  of  the  pacification  were  not  observed. 
Each  party  charged  the  other  with  foul  play.  The 
Scots  refused  to  disarm.  The  King  found  great 
difficulty  in  re-assembling  his  forces.  His  late  ex¬ 
pedition  had  drained  his  treasury.  The  revenues  of 
the  next  year  had  been  anticipated.  At  another  time, 
he  might  have  attempted  to  make  up  the  deficiency 
by  illegal  expedients  ;  but  such  a  course  would  clearly 
have  been  dangerous  when  part  of  the  island  was 
in  rebellion.  It  was  necessary  to  call  a  Parliament. 
After  eleven  years  of  suffering,  the  voice  of  the  nation 
was  to  be  heard  once  more. 

In  April,  1640,  the  Parliament  met ;  and  the 
King  had  another  chance  of  conciliating  his  people. 
The  new  House  of  Commons  was,  beyond  all  com¬ 
parison,  the  least  refractory  House  of  Commons  that 
had  been  known  for  many  years.  Indeed,  we  have 
never  been  able  to  understand  how,  after  so  long  a 
period  of  misgovernment,  the  representatives  of  the 
nation  should  have  shown  so  moderate  and  so  loyal 
a  disposition.  Clarendon  speaks  with  admiration 
of  their  dutiful  temper.  “  The  House,  generally,” 
says  he,  “was  exceedingly  disposed  to  please  the 
King,  and  to  do  him  service.”  “  It  could  never  be 
hoped,”  he  observes  elsewhere,  “  that  more  sober  or 
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dispassionate  men  would  ever  meet  together  in  that 
place,  or  fewer  who  brought  ill  purposes  with  them.” 

In  this  Parliament  Hampden  took  his  seat  as 
member  for  Buckinghamshire,  and  thenceforward,  till 
the  day  of  his  death,  gave  himself  up,  with  scarcely 
any  intermission,  to  public  affairs.  He  took  lodgings 
in  Gray’s  Inn  Lane,  near  the  house  occupied  by  Pym, 
with  whom  he  lived  in  habits  of  the  closest  intimacy. 
He  was  now  decidedly  the  most  popular  man  in 
England.  The  Opposition  looked  to  him  as  their 
leader,  and  the  servants  of  the  King  treated  him  with 
marked  respect. 

Charles  requested  the  Parliament  to  vote  an  im¬ 
mediate  supply,  and  pledged  his  word  that,  if  they 
would  gratify  him  in  this  request,  he  would  afterwards 
give  them  time  to  represent  their  grievances  to  him. 
The  grievances  under  which  the  nation  suffered  were 
so  serious,  and  the  royal  word  had  been  so  shamefully 
violated,  that  the  Commons  could  hardly  be  expected 
to  comply  with  this  request.  During  the  first  week 
of  the  session,  the  minutes  of  the  proceedings  against 
Hampden  were  laid  on  the  table  by  Oliver  St.  John, 
and  a  committee  reported  that  the  case  was  matter  of 
grievance.  The  King  sent  a  message  to  the  Com¬ 
mons,  offering,  if  they  would  vote  him  twelve 
subsidies,  to  give  up  the  prerogative  of  ship-money. 
Many  years  before,  he  had  received  five  subsidies  in 
consideration  of  his  assent  to  the  Petition  of  Right. 
By  assenting  to  that  petition,  he  had  given  up  the 
right  of  levying  ship-money,  if  he  ever  possessed  it. 
How  he  had  observed  the  promises  made  to  his  third 
Parliament,  all  England  knew  ;  and  it  was  not  strange 
that  the  Commons  should  be  somewhat  unwilling  to 
buy  from  him,  over  and  over  again,  their  own  ancient 
and  undoubted  inheritance.  • 

His  message,  however,  was  not  unfavourably  re¬ 
ceived.  The  Commons  were  ready  to  give  a  iarge 
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supply  ;  but  they  were  not  disposed  to  give  it  in 
exchange  for  a  prerogative  of  which  they  altogether 
denied  the  existence.  If  they  acceded  to  the  pro¬ 
posal  of  the  King,  they  recognised  the  legality  of  the 
writs  of  ship-money. 

Hampden,  who  was  a  greater  master  of  parlia¬ 
mentary  tactics  than  any  man  of  his  time,  saw  that 
this  was  the  prevailing  feeling,  and  availed  himself  of 
it  with  great  dexterity.  He  moved  that  the  question 
should  be  put,  “  Whether  the  House  would  consent 
to  the  proposition  made  by  the  King,  as  contained  in 
the  message.”  Hyde  interfered,  and  proposed  that 
the  question  should  be  divided  ;  that  the  sense  of  the 
House  should  be  taken  merely  on  the  point  whether 
there  should  be  a  supply  or  no  supply  ;  and  that  the 
manner  and  the  amount  should  be  left  for  subsequent 
consideration. 

The  majority  of  the  House  was  for  granting  a 
supply,  but  against  granting  it  in  the  manner  pro¬ 
posed  by  the  King.  If  the  House  had  divided  on 
Hampden’s  question,  the  court  would  have  sustained 
a  defeat ;  if  on  Hyde’s,  the  court  would  have  gained 
an  apparent  victory.  Some  members  called  for 
Hyde’s  motion,  others  for  Hampden’s.  In  the  midst 
of  the  uproar,  the  secretary  of  state,  Sir  Harry  Vane, 
rose  and  stated  that  the  supply  would  not  be  accepted 
unless  it  were  voted  according  to  the  tenor  of  the 
message.  Vane  was  supported  by  Herbert,  the 
Solicitor-General.  Hyde’s  motion  was  therefore  no 
further  pressed,  and  the  debate  on  the  general  ques¬ 
tion  was  adjourned  till  the  next  day. 

On  the  next  day  the  King  came  down  to  the 
House  of  Lords,  and  dissolved  the  Parliament  with 
an  angry  speech.  His  conduct  on  this  occasion  has 
never  been  defended  by  any  of  his  apologists. 
Clarendon  condemns  it  severely.  “No  man,”  says 
he,  “  could  imagine  what  offence  the  Commons  had 
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given.”  The  offence  which  they  had  given  is  plain. 
They  had,  indeed,  behaved  most  temperately  and 
most  respectfully.  But  they  had  shown  a  disposition 
to  redress  wrongs  and  to  vindicate  the  laws  ;  and 
this  was  enough  to  make  them  hateful  to  a  King 
whom  no  law  could  bind,  and  whose  whole  govern¬ 
ment  was  one  system  of  wrong. 

The  nation  received  the  intelligence  of  the  dis¬ 
solution  with  sorrow  and  indignation.  The  only  per¬ 
sons  to  whom  this  event  gave  pleasure  were  those 
few  discerning  men  who  thought  that  the  maladies  of 
the  state  were  beyond  the  reach  of  gentle  remedies. 
Oliver  St.  John’s  joy  was  too  great  for  concealment. 
It  lighted  up  his  dark  and  melancholy  features,  and 
made  him,  for  the  first  time,  indiscreetly  communi¬ 
cative.  He  told  Hyde  that  things  must  be  worse 
before  they  could  be  better,  and  that  the  dissolved 
Parliament  would  never  have  done  all  that  was 
necessary.  St.  John,  we  think,  was  in  the  right.  No 
good  could  then  have  been  done  by  any  Parliament 
which  did  not  fully  understand  that  no  confidence 
could  safely  be  placed  in  the  King,  and  that,  while 
he  enjoyed  more  than  the  shadow  of  power,  the 
nation  would  never  enjoy  more  than  the  shadow  of 
liberty. 

As  soon  as  Charles  had  dismissed  the  Parliament, 
he  threw  several  members  of  the  House  of  Commons 
into  prison.  Ship-money  was  exacted  more  rigor¬ 
ously  than  ever ;  and  the  Mayor  and  Sheriffs  of 
London  were  prosecuted  before  the  Star  Chamber 
for  slackness  in  levying  it.  Wentworth,  it  is  said, 
observed  with  characteristic  insolence  and  cruelty, 
that  things  would  never  go  right  till  the  Aldermen 
were  hanged.  Large  sums  were  raised  by  force  on 
those  counties  in  which  the  troops  were  quartered. 
All  the  wretched  shifts  of  a  beggared  exchequer  were 
tried.  Forced  loans  were  raised.  Great  quantities  of 
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goods  were  bought  on  long  credit  and  sold  for  ready 
money.  A  scheme  for  debasing  the  currency  was 
under  consideration.  At  length,  in  August,  the  King 
again  marched  northward. 

The  Scots  advanced  into  England  to  meet  him. 
It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that  this  bold  step  was 
taken  by  the  advice  of  Hampden,  and  of  those  with 
whom  he  acted  :  and  this  has  been  made  matter  of 
grave  accusation  against  the  English  Opposition.  It 
is  said  that  to  call  in  the  aid  of  foreigners  in  a 
domestic  quarrel  is  the  worst  of  treasons,  and  that 
the  Puritan  leaders,  by  taking  this  course,  showed 
that  they  were  regardless  of  the  honour  and  inde¬ 
pendence  of  the  nation,  and  anxious  only  for  the 
success  of  their  own  faction.  We  are  utterly  unable 
to  see  any  distinction  between  the  case  of  the  Scotch 
invasion  in  1640,  and  the  case  of  the  Dutch  invasion 
in  1688  ;  or  rather,  we  see  distinctions  which  are  to 
the  advantage  of  Hampden  and  his  friends.  We 
believe  Charles  to  have  been  a  worse  and  more 
dangerous  king  than  his  son.  The  Dutch  were 
strangers  to  us,  the  Scots  a  kindred  people,  speaking 
the  same  language,  subjects  of  the  same  prince,  not 
aliens  in  the  eye  of  the  law.  If,  indeed,  it  had  been 
possible  that  a  Scotch  army  or  a  Dutch  army  could 
have  enslaved  England,  those  who  persuaded  Leslie 
to  cross  the  Tweed,  and  those  who  signed  the  in¬ 
vitation  to  the  Prince  of  Orange,  would  have  been 
traitors  to  their  country.  But  such  a  result  was  out 
of  the  question.  All  that  either  a  Scotch  or  a  Dutch 
invasion  could  do  was  to  give  the  public  feeling  of 
England  an  opportunity  to  show  itself.  Both  ex¬ 
peditions  would  have  ended  in  complete  and  ludicrous 
discomfiture,  had  Charles  and  James  been  supported 
by  their  soldiers  and  their  people.  In  neither  case, 
therefore,  was  the  independence  of  England  en¬ 
dangered  ;  in  both  cases  her  liberties  were  preserved. 
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The  second  campaign  of  Charles  against  the  Scots 
was  short  and  ignominious.  His  soldiers,  as  soon  as 
they  saw  the  enemy,  ran  away  as  English  soldiers 
have  never  run  either  before  or  since.  It  can  scarcely 
be  doubted  that  their  flight  was  the  effect,  not  of 
cowardice,  but  of  disaffection.  The  four  northern 
counties  of  England  were  occupied  by  the  Scotch 
army,  and  the  King  retired  to  York. 

The  game  of  tyranny  was  now  up.  Charles  had 
risked  and  lost  his  last  stake.  It  is  not  easy  to  re¬ 
trace  the  mortifications  and  humiliations  which  the 
tyrant  now  had  to  endure,  without  a  feeling  of  vindic¬ 
tive  pleasure.  His  army  was  mutinous  ;  his  treasury 
was  empty  ;  his  people  clamoured  for  a  Parliament ; 
addresses  and  petitions  against  the  government  were 
presented.  Strafford  was  for  shooting  the  petitioners 
by  martial  law  ;  but  the  King  could  not  trust  the 
soldiers.  A  great  council  of  Peers  was  called  at 
York  ;  but  the  King  could  not  trust  even  the  Peers. 
He  struggled,  evaded,  hesitated,  tried  every  shift, 
rather  than  again  face  the  representatives  of  his  in¬ 
jured  people.  At  length  no  shift  was  left.  He  made 
a  truce  with  the  Scots,  and  summoned  a  Parliament. 

The  leaders  of  the  popular  party  had,  after  the 
late  dissolution,  remained  in  London  for  the  purpose 
of  organizing  a  scheme  of  opposition  to  the  court. 
They  now  exerted  themselves  to  the  utmost.  Hamp¬ 
den,  in  particular,  rode  from  county  to  county, 
exhorting  the  electors  to  give  their  votes  to  men 
worthy  of  their  confidence.  The  great  majority  of 
the  returns  was  on  the  side  of  the  Opposition. 
Hampden  was  himself  chosen  member  both  for  Wen- 
dover  and  Buckinghamshire.  He  made  his  election 
to  serve  for  the  county. 

On  the  third  of  November,  1640,  a  day  to  be  long 
remembered,  met  that  great  Parliament,  destined  to 
every  extreme  of  fortune,  to  empire  and  to  servitude, 
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to  glory  and  to  contempt ;  at  one  time  the  sovereign 
of  its  sovereign,  at  another  time  the  servant  of  its 
servants.  From  the  first  day  of  meeting  the  attend¬ 
ance  was  great  ;  and  the  aspect  of  the  members 
was  that  of  men  not  disposed  to  do  the  work  negli¬ 
gently.  The  dissolution  of  the  late  Parliament  had 
convinced  most  of  them  that  half  measures  would  no 
longer  suffice.  Clarendon  tells  us  that  “the  same 
men  who,  six  months  before,  were  observed  to  be  of 
very  moderate  tempers,  and  to  wish  that  gentle 
remedies  might  be  applied,  talked  now  in  another 
dialect  both  of  king  and  persons  ;  and  said  that  they 
must  now  be  of  another  temper  than  they  were  the 
last  Parliament.”  The  debt  of  vengeance  was  swollen 
by  all  the  usury  which  had  been  accumulating  during 
many  years  ;  and  payment  was  made  to  the  full. 

This  memorable  crisis  called  forth  parliamentary 
abilities  such  as  England  had  never  before  seen. 
Among  the  most  distinguished  members  of  the  House 
of  Commons  were  Falkland,  Hyde,  Digby,  young 
Harry  Vane,  Oliver  St.  John,  Denzil  Hollis,  Nathaniel 
Fiennes.  But  two  men  exercised  a  paramount  in¬ 
fluence  over  the  legislature  and  the  country,  Pym  and 
Hampden  ;  and  by  the  universal  consent  of  friends 
and  enemies,  the  first  place  belonged  to  Hampden. 

On  occasions  which  required  set  speeches  Pym 
generally  took  the  lead.  Hampden  very  seldom  rose 
till  late  in  a  debate.  His  speaking  was  of  that  kind 
which  has  in  every  age  been  held  in  the  highest 
estimation  by  English  Parliaments,  ready,  weighty, 
perspicuous,  condensed.  His  perception  of  the  feel¬ 
ings  of  the  House  was  exquisite,  his  temper  unalter¬ 
ably  placid,  his  manner  eminently  courteous  and 
gentlemanlike.  “  Even  with  those,”  says  Clarendon, 
“  who  were  able  to  preserve  themselves  from  his  in¬ 
fusions,  and  who  discerned  those  opinions  to  be  fixed 
in  him  with  which  they  could  not  comply,  he  always 
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left  the  character  of  an  ingenious  and  conscientious 
person.”  His  talents  for  business  were  as  remarkable 
as  his  talents  for  debate.  “  He  was,”  says  Clarendon, 
“  of  an  industry  and  vigilance  not  to  be  tired  out  or 
wearied  by  the  most  laborious,  and  of  parts  not  to  be 
imposed  upon  by  the  most  subtle  and  sharp.”  Yet  it 
was  rather  to  his  moral  than  to  his  intellectual  qualities 
that  he  was  indebted  for  the  vast  influence  which 
he  possessed.  “  When  this  parliament  began,” — we 
again  quote  Clarendon, — “  the  eyes  of  all  men  were 
fixed  upon  him,  as  their  patrice  pater,  and  the  pilot 
that  must  steer  the  vessel  through  the  tempests  and 
rocks  which  threatened  it.  And  I  am  persuaded  his 
power  and  interest  at  that  time  were  greater  to  do 
good  or  hurt  than  any  man’s  in  the  kingdom,  or  than 
any  man  of  his  rank  hath  had  in  any  time  ;  for  his 
reputation  of  honesty  was  universal,  and  his  affec¬ 
tions  seemed  so  publicly  guided,  that  no  corrupt  or 
private  ends  could  bias  them.  .  .  .  He  was  indeed  a 
very  wise  man,  and  of  great  parts,  and  possessed  with 
the  most  absolute  spirit  of  popularity,  and  the  most 
absolute  faculties  to  govern  the  people  of  any  man  I 
ever  knew.” 

It  is  sufficient  to  recapitulate  shortly  the  acts  of 
the  Long  Parliament  during  its  first  session.  Strafford 
and  Laud  were  impeached  and  imprisoned.  Strafford 
was  afterwards  attainted  by  Bill,  and  executed.  Lord 
Keeper  Finch  fled  to  Holland.  Secretary  Windebank 
to  France.  All  those  whom  the  King  had,  during 
the  last  twelve  years,  employed  for  the  oppression  of 
his  people,  from  the  servile  judges  who  had  pro¬ 
nounced  in  favour  of  the  Crown  against  Hampden, 
down  to  the  sheriffs  who  had  distrained  for  ship- 
money,  and  the  custom-house  officers  who  had  levied 
tonnage  and  poundage,  were  summoned  to  answer 
for  their  conduct.  The  Star  Chamber,  the  High 
Commission  Court,  the  Council  of  York,  were 
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abolished.  Those  unfortunate  victims  of  Laud  who, 
after  undergoing  ignominious  exposure  and  cruel 
manglings,  had  been  sent  to  languish  in  distant 
prisons,  were  set  at  liberty,  and  conducted  through 
London  in  triumphant  procession.  The  King  was 
compelled  to  give  the  judges  patents  for  life  or  during 
good  behaviour.  He  was  deprived  of  those  oppres¬ 
sive  powers  which  were  the  last  relics  of  the  old 
feudal  tenures.  The  Forest  Courts  and  the  Stannary 
Courts  were  reformed.  It  was  provided  that  the 
Parliament  then  sitting  should  not  be  prorogued  or 
dissolved  without  its  own  consent,  and  that  a  Parlia¬ 
ment  should  be  held  at  least  once  every  three  years. 

Many  of  these  measures  Lord  Clarendon  allows 
to  have  been  most  salutary  ;  and  few  persons  will,  in 
our  times,  deny  that,  in  the  laws  passed  during  this 
session,  the  good  greatly  preponderated  over  the  evil. 
The  abolition  of  those  three  hateful  courts,  the 
Northern  Council,  the  Star  Chamber,  and  the  High 
Commission,  would  alone  entitle  the  Long  Parliament 
to  the  lasting  gratitude  of  Englishmen. 

The  proceeding  against  Strafford  undoubtedly 
seems  hard  to  people  living  in  our  days.  It  would 
probably  have  seemed  merciful  and  moderate  to  people 
living  in  the  sixteenth  century.  It  is  curious  to  com¬ 
pare  the  trial  of  Charles’s  minister  with  the  trial,  if  it 
can  be  so  called,  of  Lord  Seymour  of  Sudeley,  in  the 
blessed  reign  of  Edward  the  Sixth.  None  of  the 
great  reformers  of  our  Church  doubted  the  propriety 
of  passing  an  Act  of  Parliament  for  cutting  off  Lord 
Seymour’s  head  without  a  legal  conviction.  The 
pious  Cranmer  voted  for  that  act ;  the  pious  Latimer 
preached  for  it  ;  the  pious  Edward  returned  thanks 
for  it  ;  and  all  the  pious  Lords  of  the  council  together 
exhorted  their  victim  to  what  they  were  pleased 
facetiously  to  call  “  the  quiet  and  patient  sufferiner  of 
justice.” 
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But  it  is  not  necessary  to  defend  the  proceedings 
against  Strafford  by  any  such  comparison.  They  are 
justified,  in  our  opinion,  by  that  which  alone  justifies 
capital  punishment  or  any  punishment,  by  that  which 
alone  justifies  war,  by  the  public  danger.  That  there  is  a 
certain  amount  of  public  danger  which  will  justify  a 
legislature  in  sentencing  a  man  to  death  by  retrospective 
law,  few  people,  we  suppose,  will  deny.  Few  people, 
for  example,  will  deny  that  the  French  Convention 
was  perfectly  justified  in  placing  Robespierre,  St.  Just, 
and  Couthon  under  the  ban  of  the  law,  without  a 
trial.  This  proceeding  differed  from  the  proceeding 
against  Strafford  only  in  being  much  more  rapid  and 
violent.  Strafford  was  fully  heard.  Robespierre  was 
not  suffered  to  defend  himself.  Was  there,  then,  in 
the  case  of  Strafford,  a  danger  sufficient  to  justify  an 
act  of  attainder  ?  We  believe  that  there  was.  We 
believe  that  the  contest  in  which  the  Parliament  was 
engaged  against  the  King  was  a  contest  for  the 
security  of  our  property,  for  the  liberty  of  our  persons, 
for  every  thing  which  makes  us  to  differ  from  the 
subjects  of  Don  Miguel.  We  believe  that  the  cause 
of  the  Commons  was  such  as  justified  them  in  resist¬ 
ing  the  King,  in  raising  an  army,  in  sending  thou¬ 
sands  of  brave  men  to  kill  and  to  be  killed.  An  act 
of  attainder  is  surely  not  more  a  departure  from  the 
ordinary  course  of  law  than  a  civil  war.  An  act  of 
attainder  produces  much  less  suffering  than  a  civil 
war.  We  are,  therefore,  unable  to  discover  on  what 
principle  it  can  be  maintained  that  a  cause  which 
justifies  a  civil  war  will  not  justify  an  act  of  attainder. 

Many  specious  arguments  have  been  urged 
against  the  retrospective  law  by  which  Strafford  was 
condemned  to  death.  But  all  these  arguments  pro¬ 
ceed  on  the  supposition  that  the  crisis  was  an 
ordinary  crisis.  The  attainder  was,  in  truth,  a  re¬ 
volutionary  measure.  It  was  part  of  a  system  of 
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resistance  which  oppression  had  rendered  necessary. 
It  is  as  unjust  to  judge  of  the  conduct  pursued  by 
the  Long  Parliament  towards  Strafford  on  ordinary 
principles,  as  it  would  have  been  to  indict  Fairfax  for 
murder  because  he  cut  down  a  cornet  at  Naseby. 
From  the  day  on  which  the  Houses  met,  there  was  a 
war  waged  by  them  against  the  King,  a  war  for  all 
that  they  held  dear,  a  war  carried  on  at  first  by  means 
of  parliamentary  forms,  at  last  by  physical  force  ;  and 
as  in  the  second  stage  of  that  war,  so  in  the  first,  they 
were  entitled  to  do  many  things  which,  in  quiet  times, 
would  have  been  culpable. 

We  must  not  omit  to  mention  that  those  who 
were  afterwards  the  most  distinguished  ornaments  of 
the  King’s  party  supported  the  bill  of  attainder.  It 
is  almost  certain  that  Hyde  voted  for  it.  It  is  quite 
certain  that  Falkland  both  voted  and  spoke  for  it. 
The  opinion  of  Hampden,  as  far  as  it  can  be  collected 
from  a  very  obscure  note  of  one  of  his  speeches,  seems 
to  have  been  that  the  proceeding  by  Bill  was  un¬ 
necessary,  and  that  it  would  be  a  better  course  to 
obtain  judgment  on  the  impeachment. 

During  this  year  the  Court  opened  a  negotiation 
with  the  leaders  of  the  Opposition.  The  Earl  of 
Bedford  was  invited  to  form  an  administration  on 
popular  principles.  St.  John  was  made  solicitor- 
general.  Hollis  was  to  have  been  secretary  of  state, 
and  Pym  chancellor  of  the  exchequer.  The  post  of 
tutor  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  was  designed  for  Hamp¬ 
den.  The  death  of  the  Earl  of  Bedford  prevented 
this  arrangement  from  being  carried  into  effect  ;  and 
it  may  be  doubted  whether,  even  if  that  nobleman’s 
life  had  been  prolonged,  Charles  would  ever  have 
consented  to  surround  himself  with  counsellors  whom 
he  could  not  but  hate  and  fear. 

Lord  Clarendon  admits  that  the  conduct  of 
Hampden  during  this  year  was  mild  and  temperate, 
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that  he  seemed  disposed  rather  to  soothe  than  to 
excite  the  public  mind,  and  that,  when  violent  and 
unreasonable  motions  were  made  by  his  followers,  he 
generally  left  the  House  before  the  division,  lest  he 
should  seem  to  give  countenance  to  their  extravagance. 
His  temper  was  moderate.  He  sincerely  loved  peace. 
He  felt  also  great  fear  lest  too  precipitate  a  move¬ 
ment  should  produce  a  reaction.  The  events  which 
took  place  early  in  the  next  session  clearly  showed 
that  this  fear  was  not  unfounded. 

During  the  autumn  the  Parliament  adjourned  for 
a  few  weeks.  Before  the  recess,  Hampden  was 
despatched  to  Scotland  by  the  House  of  Commons, 
nominally  as  a  commissioner,  to  obtain  security  for  a 
debt  which  the  Scots  had  contracted  during  the  late 
invasion  ;  but  in  truth  that  he  might  keep  watch  over 
the  King,  who  had  now  repaired  to  Edinburgh,  for 
the  purpose  of  finally  adjusting  the  points  of  difference 
which  remained  between  him  and  his  northern  sub¬ 
jects.  It  was  the  business  of  Hampden  to  dissuade  the 
Covenanters  from  making  their  peace  with  the  Court, 
at  the  expense  of  the  popular  party  in  England. 

While  the  King  was  in  Scotland,  the  Irish  re¬ 
bellion  broke  out.  The  suddenness  and  violence  of 
this  terrible  explosion  excited  a  strange  suspicion  in 
the  public  mind.  The  Queen  was  a  professed  Papist. 
The  King  and  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  had  not 
indeed  been  reconciled  to  the  See  of  Rome  ;  but  they 
had,  while  acting  towards  the  Puritan  party  with  the 
utmost  rigour,  and  speaking  of  that  party  with  the 
utmost  contempt,  shown  great  tenderness  and  respect 
towards  the  Catholic  religion  and  its  professors.  In 
spite  of  the  wishes  of  successive  Parliaments,  the 
Protestant  separatists  had  been  cruelly  persecuted. 
And  at  the  same  time,  in  spite  of  the  wishes  of  those 
very  Parliaments,  laws  which  were  in  force  against 
the  Papists,  and  which,  unjustifiable  as  they  were, 
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suited  the  temper  of  that  age,  had  not  been  carried 
into  execution.  The  Protestant  nonconformists  had 
not  yet  learned  toleration  in  the  school  of  suffering. 
They  reprobated  the  partial  lenity  which  the  govern¬ 
ment  showed  towards  idolaters,  and,  with  some  show 
of  reason,  ascribed  to  bad  motives  conduct  which, 
in  such  a  king  as  Charles,  and  such  a  prelate  as 
Laud,  could  not  possibly  be  ascribed  to  humanity 
or  to  liberality  of  sentiment.  The  violent  Armin- 
ianism  of  the  Archbishop,  his  childish  attachment 
to  ceremonies,  his  superstitious  veneration  for  altars, 
vestments,  and  painted  windows,  his  bigoted  zeal  for 
the  constitution  and  the  privileges  of  his  order,  his 
known  opinions  respecting  the  celibacy  of  the  clergy, 
had  excited  great  disgust  throughout  that  large 
party  which  was  every  day  becoming  more  and  more 
hostile  to  Rome,  and  more  and  more  inclined  to  the 
doctrines  and  the  discipline  of  Geneva.  It  was  be¬ 
lieved  by  many  that  the  Irish  rebellion  had  been 
secretly  encouraged  by  the  Court  ;  and,  when  the 
Parliament  met  again  in  November,  after  a  short 
recess,  the  Puritans  were  more  intractable  than  ever. 

But  that  which  Hampden  had  feared  had  come  to 
pass.  A  reaction  had  taken  place.  A  large  body  of 
moderate  and  well-meaning  men,  who  had  heartily 
concurred  in  the  strong  measures  adopted  before 
the  recess,  were  inclined  to  pause.  Their  opinion 
was  that,  during  many  years,  the  country  had  been 
grievously  misgoverned,  and  that  a  great  reform  had 
been  necessary  ;  but  that  a  great  reform  had  been 
made,  that  the  grievances  of  the  nation  had  been 
fully  redressed,  that  sufficient  vengeance  had  been 
exacted  for  the  past,  that  sufficient  security  had 
been  provided  for  the  future,  and  that  it  would  ^there¬ 
fore,  be  both  ungrateful  and  unwise  to  make  any 
further  attacks  on  the  royal  prerogative.  In  support 
of  this  opinion  many  plausible  arguments  have  been 
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used.  But  to  all  these  arguments  there  is  one  short 
answer.  The  King  could  not  be  trusted. 

At  the  head  of  those  who  may  be  called  the  Con¬ 
stitutional  Royalists  were  Falkland,  Hyde,  and  Cul¬ 
peper.  All  these  eminent  men  had,  during  the  former 
year,  been  in  very  decided  opposition  to  the  Court. 
In  some  of  those  very  proceedings  with  which  their 
admirers  reproach  Hampden,  they  had  taken  a  more 
decided  part  than  Hampden.  They  had  all  been 
concerned  in  the  impeachment  of  Strafford.  They 
had  all,  there  is  reason  to  believe,  voted  for  the  Bill 
of  Attainder.  Certainly  none  of  them  voted  against 
it.  They  had  all  agreed  to  the  act  which  made  the 
consent  of  the  Parliament  necessary  to  a  dissolution 
or  prorogation.  Hyde  had  been  among  the  most 
active  of  those  who  attacked  the  Council  of  York. 
Falkland  had  voted  for  the  exclusion  of  the  bishops 
from  the  Upper  House.  They  were  now  inclined  to 
halt  in  the  path  of  reform,  perhaps  to  retrace  a  few  of 
their  steps. 

A  direct  collision  soon  took  place  between  the 
two  parties  into  which  the  House  of  Commons,  lately 
at  almost  perfect  unity  with  itself,  was  now  divided. 
The  opponents  of  the  government  moved  that  cele¬ 
brated  address  to  the  King  which  is  known  by  the 
name  of  the  Grand  Remonstrance.  In  this  address 
all  the  oppressive  acts  of  the  preceding  fifteen  years 
were  set  forth  with  great  energy  of  language  ;  and,  in 
conclusion,  the  King  was  entreated  to  employ  no 
ministers  in  whom  the  Parliament  could  not  confide. 

The  debate  on  the  Remonstrance  was  long  and 
stormy.  It  commenced  at  nine  in  the  morning  of  the 
twenty-first  of  November,  and  lasted  till  after  mid¬ 
night.  The  division  showed  that  a  great  change  had 
taken  place  in  the  temper  of  the  House.  Though 
many  members  had  retired  from  exhaustion,  three 
hundred  voted  ;  and  the  Remonstrance  was  carried 
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by  a  majority  of  only  nine.  A  violent  debate  fol¬ 
lowed,  on  the  question  whether  the  minority  should 
be  allowed  to  protest  against  this  decision.  The  ex¬ 
citement  was  so  great  that  several  members  were  on 
the  point  of  proceeding  to  personal  violence.  “  We 
had  sheathed  our  swords  in  each  other’s  bowels,”  says 
an  eye-witness,  “  had  not  the  sagacity  and  great  calm¬ 
ness  of  Mr.  Hampden,  by  a  short  speech,  prevented 
it.”  The  House  did  not  rise  till  two  in  the  morning. 

The  situation  of  the  Puritan  leaders  was  now 
difficult  and  full  of  peril.  The  small  majority  which 
they  still  had  might  soon  become  a  minority.  Out 
of  doors,  their  supporters  in  the  higher  and  middle 
classes  were  beginning  to  fall  off.  There  was  a 
growing  opinion  that  the  King  had  been  hardly  used. 
The  English  are  always  inclined  to  side  with  a  weak 
party  which  is  in  the  wrong,  rather  than  with  a  strong 
party  which  is  in  the  right.  This  may  be  seen  in  all 
contests,  from  contests  of  boxers  to  contests  of  fac¬ 
tion.  Thus  it  was  that  a  violent  reaction  took  place 
in  favour  of  Charles  the  Second  against  the  Whigs  in 
1681.  Thus  it  was  that  an  equally  violent  reaction 
took  place  in  favour  of  George  the  Third  against  the 
coalition  in  1784.  A  similar  reaction  was  beginning 
to  take  place  during  the  second  year  of  the  Long 
Parliament.  Some  members  of  the  Opposition  “  had 
resumed,”  says  Clarendon,  “their  old  resolution  of 
leaving  the  kingdom.”  Oliver  Cromwell  openly 
declared  that  he  and  many  others  would  have 
emigrated  if  they  had  been  left  in  a  minority  on  the 
question  of  the  Remonstrance. 

Charles  had  now  a  last  chance  of  regaining  the 
affection  of  his  people.  If  he  could  have  resolved  to 
give  his  confidence  to  the  leaders  of  the  moderate 
party  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  to  regulate  his 
proceedings  by  their  advice,  he  might  have  been,  not, 
indeed,  as  he  had  been,  a  despot,  but  the  powerful 
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and  respected  king  of  a  free  people.  The  nation 
might  have  enjoyed  liberty  and  repose  under  a 
government  with  Falkland  at  its  head,  checked  by 
a  constitutional  Opposition  under  the  conduct  of 
Hampden.  It  was  not  necessary  that,  in  order  to 
accomplish  this  happy  end,  the  King  should  sacrifice 
any  part  of  his  lawful  prerogative,  or  submit  to  any 
conditions  inconsistent  with  his  dignity.  It  was 
necessary  only  that  he  should  abstain  from  treachery, 
from  violence,  from  gross  breaches  of  the  law.  This 
was  all  that  the  nation  was  then  disposed  to  require 
of  him.  And  even  this  was  too  much. 

For  a  short  time  he  seemed  inclined  to  take  a 
wise  and  temperate  course.  He  resolved  to  make 
Falkland  secretary  of  state,  and  Culpeper  chancellor 
of  the  exchequer.  He  declared  his  intention  of 
conferring  in  a  short  time  some  important  office  on 
Hyde.  He  assured  these  three  persons  that  he  would 
do  nothing  relating  to  the  House  of  Commons  with¬ 
out  their  joint  advice,  and  that  he  would  communicate 
all  his  designs  to  them  in  the  most  unreserved  manner. 
This  resolution,  had  he  adhered  to  it,  would  have 
averted  many  years  of  blood  and  mourning.  But  “  in 
very  few  days,”  says  Clarendon,  “he  did  fatally  swerve 
from  it.” 

On  the  third  of  January,  1642,  without  giving  the 
slightest  hint  of  his  intention  to  those  advisers  whom 
he  had  solemnly  promised  to  consult,  he  sent  down 
the  attorney-general  to  impeach  Lord  Kimbolton, 
Hampden,  Pym,  Hollis,  and  two  other  members  of 
the  House  of  Commons,  at  the  bar  of  the  Lords,  on  a 
charge  of  High  Treason.  It  is  difficult  to  find  in  the 
whole  history  of  England  such  an  instance  of  tyranny, 
perfidy,  and  folly.  The  most  precious  and  ancient 
rights  of  the  subject  were  violated  by  this  act.  The 
only  way  in  which  Hampden  and  Pym  could  legally 
be  tried  for  treason  at  the  suit  of  the  King,  was  by  a 
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petty  jury  on  a  bill  found  by  a  grand  jury.  The 
attorney-general  had  no  right  to  impeach  them.  The 
House  of  Lords  had  no  right  to  try  them. 

The  Commons  refused  to  surrender  their  members. 
The  peers  showed  no  inclination  to  usurp  the  uncon¬ 
stitutional  jurisdiction  which  the  King  attempted  to 
force  on  them.  A  contest  began,  in  which  violence 
and  weakness  were  on  the  one  side,  law  and  resolu¬ 
tion  on  the  other.  Charles  sent  an  officer  to  seal  up 
the  lodgings  and  trunks  of  the  accused  members. 
The  Commons  sent  their  sergeant  to  break  the  seals. 
The  tyrant  resolved  to  follow  up  one  outrage  by 
another.  In  making  the  charge,  he  had  struck  at  the 
institution  of  juries.  In  executing  the  arrest,  he 
struck  at  the  privileges  of  Parliament.  He  resolved 
to  go  to  the  House  in  person  with  an  armed  force, 
and  there  to  seize  the  leaders  of  the  Opposition,  while 
engaged  in  the  discharge  of  their  parliamentary 
duties. 

What  was  his  purpose  ?  Is  it  possible  to  believe 
that  he  had  no  definite  purpose,  that  he  took  the 
most  important  step  of  his  whole  reign  without 
having  for  one  moment  considered  what  might  be  its 
effects?  Is  it  possible  to  believe  that  he  went  merely 
for  the  purpose  of  making  himself  a  laughing-stock, 
that  he  intended,  if  he  had  found  the  accused  mem¬ 
bers,  and  if  they  had  refused,  as  it  was  their  right 
and  duty  to  refuse,  the  submission  which  he  illegally 
demanded,  to  leave  the  House  without  bringing  them 
away?  If  we  reject  both  these  suppositions,  we 
must  believe,  and  we  certainly  do  believe,  that  he 
went  fully  determined  to  carry  his  unlawful  design 
into  effect  by  violence,  and,  if  necessary,  to  shed  the 
blood  of  the  chiefs  of  the  Opposition  on  the  very  floor 
of  the  Parliament  House. 

Lady  Carlisle  conveyed  intelligence  of  the  design 
to  Pym.  The  five  members  had  time  to  withdraw 
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before  the  arrival  of  Charles.  They  left  the  House 
as  he  was  entering  New  Palace  Yard.  He  was 
accompanied  by  about  two  hundred  halberdiers  of 
his  guard,  and  by  many  gentlemen  of  the  Court 
armed  with  swords.  He  walked  up  Westminster 
Hall.  At  the  southern  end  of  the  Hall  his  attendants 
divided  to  the  right  and  left,  and  formed  a  lane  to 
the  door  of  the  House  of  Commons.  He  knocked, 
entered,  darted  a  look  towards  the  place  which  Pym 
usually  occupied,  and,  seeing  it  empty,  walked  up 
to  the  table.  The  Speaker  fell  on  his  knee.  The 
members  rose  and  uncovered  their  heads  in  profound 
silence,  and  the  King  took  his  seat  in  the  chair.  He 
looked  round  the  House.  But  the  five  members 
were  nowhere  to  be  seen.  He  interrogated  the 
Speaker.  The  Speaker  answered,  that  he  was  merely 
the  organ  of  the  House,  and  had  neither  eyes  to  see, 
nor  tongue  to  speak,  but  according  to  their  direction. 
The  King  muttered  a  few  feeble  sentences  about  his 
respect  for  the  laws  of  the  realm,  and  the  privileges 
of  Parliament,  and  retired.  As  he  passed  along  the 
benches,  several  resolute  voices  called  out  audibly 
“  Privilege  !  ”  He  returned  to  Whitehall  with  his  com¬ 
pany  of  bravoes,  who,  while  he  was  in  the  House,  had 
been  impatiently  waiting  in  the  lobby  for  the  word, 
cocking  their  pistols,  and  crying  “  Fall  on.”  That 
night  he  put  forth  a  proclamation,  directing  that  the 
ports  should  be  stopped,  and  that  no  person  should, 
at  his  peril,  venture  to  harbour  the  accused  members. 

Hampden  and  his  friends  had  taken  refuge  in 
Coleman  Street.  The  city  of  London  was  indeed  the 
fastness  of  public  liberty,  and  was,  in  those  times,  a 
place  of  at  least  as  much  importance  as  Paris  during 
the  French  Revolution.  The  city,  properly  so  called, 
now  consists  in  a  great  measure  of  immense  ware¬ 
houses  and  counting-houses,  which  are  frequented  by 
traders  and  their  clerks  during  the  day,  and  left  in 
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almost  total  solitude  during  the  night.  It  was  then 
closely  inhabited  by  three  hundred  thousand  persons, 
to  whom  it  was  not  merely  a  place  of  business,  but  a 
place  of  constant  residence.  This  great  capital  had 
as  complete  a  civil  and  military  organization  as  if  it 
had  been  an  independent  republic.  Each  citizen  had 
his  company ;  and  the  companies,  which  now  seem  to 
exist  only  for  the  sake  of  epicures  and  of  antiquaries, 
were  then  formidable  brotherhoods,  the  members  of 
which  were  almost  as  closely  bound  together  as  the 
members  of  a  Highland  clan.  How  strong  these 
artificial  ties  were,  the  numerous  and  valuable  legacies 
anciently  bequeathed  by  citizens  to  their  corporations 
abundantly  prove.  The  municipal  offices  were  filled 
by  the  most  opulent  and  respectable  merchants  of 
the  kingdom.  The  pomp  of  the  magistracy  of  the 
capital  was  inferior  only  to  that  which  surrounded 
the  person  of  the  sovereign.  The  Londoners  loved 
their  city  with  that  patriotic  love  which  is  found  only 
in  small  communities,  like  those  of  ancient  Greece,  or 
like  those  which  arose  in  Italy  during  the  middle 
ages.  The  numbers,  the  intelligence,  the  wealth  of 
the  citizens,  the  democratical  form  of  their  local 
government,  and  their  vicinity  to  the  Court  and  to 
the  Parliament,  made  them  one  of  the  most  formid¬ 
able  bodies  in  the  kingdom.  Even  as  soldiers,  they 
were  not  to  be  despised.  In  an  age  in  which  war  is  a 
profession,  there  is  something  ludicrous  in  the  idea 
of  battalions  composed  of  apprentices  and  shop¬ 
keepers,  and  officered  by  aldermen.  But,  in  the  early 
part  of  the  seventeenth  century,  there  was  no  stand¬ 
ing  army  in  the  island  ;  and  the  militia  of  the  metro¬ 
polis  was  not  inferior  in  training  to  the  militia  of 
other  places.  A  city  which  could  furnish  many 
thousands  of  armed  men,  abounding  in  natural 
courage,  and  not  absolutely  untinctured  with  military 
discipline,  was  a  formidable  auxiliary  in  times  of  in- 
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ternal  dissension.  On  several  occasions  during  the 
civil  war,  the  train-bands  of  London  distinguished 
themselves  highly ;  and  at  the  battle  of  Newbury,  in 
particular,  they  repelled  the  fiery  onset  of  Rupert,  and 
saved  the  army  of  the  Parliament  from  destruction. 

The  people  of  this  great  city  had  long  been 
thoroughly  devoted  to  the  national  cause.  Many  of 
them  had  signed  a  protestation  in  which  they  de¬ 
clared  their  resolution  to  defend  the  privileges  of 
Parliament.  Their  enthusiasm  had,  indeed,  of  late 
begun  to  cool.  But  the  impeachment  of  the  five 
members,  and  the  insult  offered  to  the  House  of 
Commons,  inflamed  them  to  fury.  Their  houses, 
their  purses,  their  pikes,  were  at  the  command  of  the 
representatives  of  the  nation.  London  was  in  arms 
all  night.  The  next  day  the  shops  were  closed  ;  the 
streets  were  filled  with  immense  crowds ;  the  multi¬ 
tude  pressed  round  the  King’s  coach,  and  insulted 
him  with  opprobrious  cries.  The  House  of  Commons, 
in  the  meantime,  appointed  a  committee  to  sit  in  the 
city,  for  the  purpose  of  inquiring  into  the  circum¬ 
stances  of  the  late  outrage.  The  members  of  the 
committee  were  welcomed  by  a  deputation  of  the 
common  council.  Merchant  Taylors’  Hall,  Gold¬ 
smiths’  Hall,  and  Grocers’  Hall,  were  fitted  up  for 
their  sittings.  A  guard  of  respectable  citizens,  duly 
relieved  twice  a  day,  was  posted  at  their  doors.  The 
sheriffs  were  charged  to  watch  over  the  safety  of  the 
accused  members,  and  to  escort  them  to  and  from 
the  committee  with  every  mark  of  honour. 

A  violent  and  sudden  revulsion  of  feeling,  both  in 
the  House  and  out  of  it,  was  the  effect  of  the  late 
proceedings  of  the  King.  The  Opposition  regained 
in  a  few  hours  all  the  ascendency  which  it  had  lost. 
The  constitutional  royalists  were  filled  with  shame 
and  sorrow.  They  saw  that  they  had  been  cruelly 
deceived  by  Charles.  They  saw  that  they  were,  un- 
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justly,  but  not  unreasonably,  suspected  by  the  nation. 
Clarendon  distinctly  says  that  they  perfectly  detested 
the  counsels  by  which  the  King  had  been  guided,  and 
were  so  much  displeased  and  dejected  at  the  unfair 
manner  in  which  he  had  treated  them  that  they  were 
inclined  to  retire  from  his  service.  During  the  de¬ 
bates  on  the  breach  of  privilege,  they  preserved  a 
melancholy  silence.  To  this  day,  the  advocates  of 
Charles  take  care  to  say  as  little  as  they  can  about 
his  visit  to  the  House  of  Commons,  and,  when  they 
cannot  avoid  mention  of  it,  attribute  to  infatuation 
an  act  which,  on  any  other  supposition,  they  must 
admit  to  have  been  a  frightful  crime. 

The  Commons,  in  a  few  days,  openly  defied  the 
King,  and  ordered  the  accused  members  to  attend  in 
their  places  at  Westminster  and  to  resume  their  par¬ 
liamentary  duties.  The  citizens  resolved  to  bring 
back  the  champions  of  liberty  in  triumph  before  the 
windows  of  Whitehall.  Vast  preparations  were  made 
both  by  land  and  water  for  this  great  festival. 

The  King  had  remained  in  his  palace,  humbled, 
dismayed,  and  bewildered,  “  feeling,”  says  Clarendon, 
“  the  trouble  and  agony  which  usually  attend  generous 
and  magnanimous  minds  upon  their  having  com¬ 
mitted  errors  ;  ”  feeling,  we  should  say,  the  despicable 
repentance  which  attends  the  man  who,  having  at¬ 
tempted  to  commit  a  crime,  finds  that  he  has  only 
committed  a  folly.  The  populace  hooted  and  shouted 
all  day  before  the  gates  of  the  royal  residence.  The 
tyrant  could  not  bear  to  see  the  triumph  of  those 
whom  he  had  destined  to  the  gallows  and  the  quar- 
tering-block.  On  the  day  preceding  that  which  was 
fixed  for  their  return,  he  fled,  with  a  few  attendants, 
from  that  palace  which  he  was  never  to  see  again  till 
he  was  led  through  it  to  the  scaffold. 

On  the  eleventh  of  January,  the  Thames  was 
covered  with  boats,  and  its  shores  with  the  gazing 
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multitude.  Armed  vessels,  decorated  with  streamers, 
were  ranged  in  two  lines  from  London  Bridge  to 
Westminster  Hall.  The  members  returned  upon  the 
river  in  a  ship  manned  by  sailors  who  had  volun¬ 
teered  their  services.  The  trained  bands  of  the  city, 
under  the  command  of  the  sheriffs,  marched  along 
the  Strand,  attended  by  a  vast  crowd  of  spectators, 
to  guard  the  avenues  to  the  House  of  Commons  ; 
and  thus,  with  shouts  and  loud  discharges  of  ord¬ 
nance,  the  accused  patriots  were  brought  back  by  the 
people  whom  they  had  served  and  for  whom  they  had 
suffered.  The  restored  members,  as  soon  as  they  had 
entered  the  House,  expressed,  in  the  warmest  terms, 
their  gratitude  to  the  citizens  of  London.  The  sheriffs 
were  warmly  thanked  by  the  Speaker  in  the  name  of 
the  Commons ;  and  orders  were  given  that  a  guard 
selected  from  the  train-bands  of  the  city,  should 
attend  daily  to  watch  over  the  safety  of  the  Parlia¬ 
ment. 

The  excitement  had  not  been  confined  to  Lon¬ 
don.  When  intelligence  of  the  danger  to  which 
Hampden  was  exposed  reached  Buckinghamshire,  it 
excited  the  alarm  and  indignation  of  the  people. 
Four  thousand  freeholders  of  that  county,  each  of 
them  wearing  in  his  hat  a  copy  of  the  protestation 
in  favour  of  the  privileges  of  Parliament,  rode  up  to 
London  to  defend  the  person  of  their  beloved  repre¬ 
sentative.  They  came  in  a  body  to  assure  Parlia¬ 
ment  of  their  full  resolution  to  defend  its  privileges 
Their  petition  was  couched  in  the  strongest  terms. 
“  In  respect,”  said  they,  “  of  that  latter  attempt  upon 
the  honourable  House  of  Commons,  we  are  now  come 
to  offer  our  service  to  that  end,  and  resolved,  in  their 
just  defence,  to  live  and  die.” 

A  great  struggle  was  clearly  at  hand.  Hampden 
had  returned  to  Westminster  much  changed.  His 
influence  had  hitherto  been  exerted  rather  to  restrain 
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than  to  animate  the  zeal  of  his  party.  But  the 
treachery,  the  contempt  of  law,  the  thirst  for  blood, 
which  the  King  had  now  shown,  left  no  hope  of  a 
peaceable  adjustment.  It  was  clear  that  Charles 
must  be  either  a  puppet  or  a  tyrant,  that  no  obliga¬ 
tion  of  law  or  of  honour  could  bind  him,  and  that 
the  only  way  to  make  him  harmless  was  to  make 
him  powerless. 

The  attack  which  the  King  had  made  on  the  five 
members  was  not  merely  irregular  in  manner.  Even 
if  the  charges  had  been  preferred  legally,  if  the 
Grand  Jury  of  Middlesex  had  found  a  true  bill,  if 
the  accused  persons  had  been  arrested  under  a  pro¬ 
per  warrant  and  at  a  proper  time  and  place,  there 
would  still  have  been  in  the  proceeding  enough  of 
perfidy  and  injustice  to  vindicate  the  strongest  mea¬ 
sures  which  the  Opposition  could  take.  To  impeach 
Pym  and  Hampden  was  to  impeach  the  House  of 
Commons.  It  was  notoriously  on  account  of  what 
they  had  done  as  members  of  that  House  that  they 
were  selected  as  objects  of  vengeance  ;  and  in  what 
they  had  done  as  members  of  that  House  the  majority 
had  concurred.  Most  of  the  charges  brought  against 
them  were  common  between  them  and  the  Parlia¬ 
ment.  They  were  accused,  indeed,  and  it  may  be 
with  reason,  of  encouraging  the  Scotch  army  to  in¬ 
vade  England.  In  doing  this,  they  had  committed 
what  was,  in  strictness  of  law,  a  high  offence,  the 
same  offence  which  Devonshire  and  Shrewsbury  com¬ 
mitted  in  1688.  But  the  King  had  promised  pardon 
and  oblivion  to  those  who  had  been  the  principals 
in  the  Scotch  insurrection.  Did  it  then  consist  with 
his  honour  to  punish  the  accessaries  ?  He  had  be¬ 
stowed  marks  of  his  favour  on  the  leading  Covenanters. 
He  had  given  the  great  seal  of  Scotland  to  one  chief 
of  the  rebels,  a  marquisate  to  another,  an  earldom  to 
Leslie,  who  had  brought  the  Presbyterian  army  across 
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the  Tweed.  On  what  principle  was  Hampden  to  be 
attainted  for  advising  what  Leslie  was  ennobled  for 
doing  ?  In  a  court  of  law,  of  course,  no  Englishman 
could  plead  an  amnesty  granted  to  the  Scots.  But, 
though  not  an  illegal,  it  was  surely  an  inconsistent 
and  a  most  unkingly  course,  after  pardoning  and 
promoting  the  heads  of  the  rebellion  in  one  king¬ 
dom,  to  hang,  draw,  and  quarter  their  accomplices  in 
another. 

The  proceedings  of  the  King  against  the  five 
members,  or  rather  against  that  Parliament  which 
had  concurred  in  almost  all  the  acts  of  the  five  mem¬ 
bers,  was  the  cause  of  the  civil  war.  It  was  plain 
that  either  Charles  or  the  House  of  Commons  must 
be  stripped  of  all  real  power  in  the  state.  The  best 
course  which  the  Commons  could  have  taken  would 
perhaps  have  been  to  depose  the  King,  as  their  an¬ 
cestors  had  deposed  Edward  the  Second  and  Richard 
the  Second,  and  as  their  children  afterwards  deposed 
James.  Had  they  done  this,  had  they  placed  on  the 
throne  a  prince  whose  character,  and  whose  situation 
would  have  been  a  pledge  for  his  good  conduct,  they 
might  safely  have  left  to  that  prince  all  the  old  con¬ 
stitutional  prerogatives  of  the  Crown,  the  command 
of  the  armies  of  the  state,  the  power  of  making  peers, 
the  power  of  appointing  ministers,  a  veto  on  bills 
passed  by  the  two  Houses.  Such  a  prince,  reigning 
by  their  choice,  would  have  been  under  the  necessity 
of  acting  in  conformity  with  their  wishes.  But  the 
public  mind  was  not  ripe  for  such  a  measure.  There 
was  no  Duke  of  Lancaster,  no  Prince  of  Orange,  no 
great  and  eminent  person,  near  in  blood  to  the  throne, 
yet  attached  to  the  cause  of  the  people.  Charles  was 
then  to  remain  King ;  and  it  was  therefore  necessary 
that  he  should  be  king  only  in  name.  A  William 
the  Third,  or  a  George  the  First,  whose  title  to  the 
crown  was  identical  with  the  title  of  the  people  to 
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their  liberty,  might  safely  be  trusted  with  extensive 
powers.  But  new  freedom  could  not  exist  in  safety 
under  the  old  tyrant.  Since  he  was  not  to  be  de¬ 
prived  of  the  name  of  king,  the  only  course  which 
was  left  was  to  make  him  a  mere  trustee,  nominally 
seised  of  prerogatives  of  which  others  had  the  use, 
a  Grand  Lama,  a  Roi  Faineant ,  a  phantom  resem¬ 
bling  those  Dagoberts  and  Childeberts  who  wore  the 
badges  of  royalty,  while  Ebroin  and  Charles  Martel 
held  the  real  sovereignty  of  the  state. 

The  conditions  which  the  Parliament  propounded 
were  hard,  but,  we  are  sure,  not  harder  than  those 
which  even  the  Tories,  in  the  Convention  of  1689, 
would  have  imposed  on  James,  if  it  had  been  resolved 
that  James  should  continue  to  be  king.  The  chief 
condition  was  that  the  command  of  the  militia  and 
the  conduct  of  the  war  in  Ireland  should  be  left  to 
the  Parliament.  On  this  point  was  that  great  issue 
joined,  whereof  the  two  parties  put  themselves  on 
God  and  on  the  sword. 

We  think,  not  only  that  the  Commons  were  justi¬ 
fied  in  demanding  for  themselves  the  power  to  dis¬ 
pose  of  the  military  force,  but  that  it  would  have 
been  absolute  insanity  in  them  to  leave  that  force  at 
the  disposal  of  the  King.  From  the  very  beginning 
of  his  reign,  it  had  evidently  been  his  object  to 
govern  by  an  army.  His  third  Parliament  had  com¬ 
plained  in  the  Petition  of  Right,  of  his  fondness  for 
martial  law,  and  of  the  vexatious  manner  in  which 
he  billeted  his  soldiers  on  the  people.  The  wish 
nearest  the  heart  of  Strafford  was,  as  his  letters  prove, 
that  the  revenue  might  be  brought  into  such  a  state 
as  would  enable  the  King  to  keep  a  standing  military 
establishment.  In  1640,  Charles  had  supported  an 
army  in  the  northern  counties  by  lawless  exactions. 
In  1641  he  had  engaged  in  an  intrigue,  the  object  of 
which  was  to  bring  that  army  to  London  for  the 
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purpose  of  overawing  the  Parliament.  His  late  con¬ 
duct  had  proved  that,  if  he  were  suffered  to  retain 
even  a  small  body-guard  of  his  own  creatures  near 
his  person,  the  Commons  would  be  in  danger  of  out¬ 
rage,  perhaps  of  massacre.  The  Houses  were  still 
deliberating  under  the  protection  of  the  militia  of 
London.  Could  the  command  of  the  whole  armed 
force  of  the  realm  have  been,  under  these  circum¬ 
stances,  safely  confided  to  the  King?  Would  it  not 
have  been  frenzy  in  the  Parliament  to  raise  and  pay 
an  army  of  fifteen  or  twenty  thousand  men  for  the 
Irish  war,  and  to  give  to  Charles  the  absolute  control 
of  this  army,  and  the  power  of  selecting,  promoting, 
and  dismissing  officers  at  his  pleasure?  Was  it  not 
probable  that  this  army  might  become,  what  it  is  the 
nature  of  armies  to  become,  what  so  many  armies 
formed  under  much  more  favourable  circumstances 
have  become,  what  the  army  of  the  Roman  republic 
became,  what  the  army  of  the  French  republic  be¬ 
came,  an  instrument  of  despotism?  Was  it  not 
probable  that  the  soldiers  might  forget  that  they  were 
also  citizens,  and  might  be  ready  to  serve  their  gene¬ 
ral  against  their  country?  Was  it  not  certain  that, 
on  the  very  first  day  on  which  Charles  could  venture 
to  revoke  his  concessions,  and  to  punish  his  oppo¬ 
nents,  he  would  establish  an  arbitrary  government, 
and  exact  a  bloody  revenge  ? 

Our  own  times  furnish  a  parallel  case.  Suppose 
that  a  revolution  should  take  place  in  Spain,  that  the 
Constitution  of  Cadiz  should  be  reestablished,  that 
the  Cortes  should  meet  again,  that  the  Spanish 
Prynnes  and  Burtons,  who  are  now  wandering  in 
rags  round  Leicester  Square,  should  be  restored  to 
their  country.  Ferdinand  the  Seventh  would,  in  that 
case,  of  course  repeat  all  the  oaths  and  promises  which 
he  made  in  1820,  and  broke  in  1823.  But  would  it 
not  be  madness  in  the  Cortes,  even  if  they  were  to 
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leave  him  the  name  of  King,  to  leave  him  more  than 
the  name?  Would  not  all  Europe  scoff  at  them,  if 
they  were  to  permit  him  to  assemble  a  large  army  for 
an  expedition  to  America,  to  model  that  army  at  his 
pleasure,  to  put  it  under  the  command  of  officers  chosen 
by  himself?  Should  we  not  say  that  every  member 
of  the  Constitutional  party  who  might  concur  in  such 
a  measure  would  most  richly  deserve  the  fate  which 
he  would  probably  meet,  the  fate  of  Riego  and  of  the 
Empecinado  ?  We  are  not  disposed  to  pay  compli¬ 
ments  to  Ferdinand  ;  nor  do  we  conceive  that  we  pay 
him  any  compliment,  when  we  say  that,  of  all  sove¬ 
reigns  in  history,  he  seems  to  us  most  to  resemble,  in 
some  very  important  points,  King  Charles  the  First. 
Like  Charles,  he  is  pious  after  a  certain  fashion  ;  like 
Charles,  he  has  made  large  concessions  to  his  people 
after  a  certain  fashion.  It  is  well  for  him  that  he  has 
had  to  deal  with  men  who  bore  very  little  resemblance 
to  the  English  Puritans. 

The  Commons  would  have  the  power  of  the  sword  ; 
the  King  would  not  part  with  it  ;  and  nothing  re¬ 
mained  but  to  try  the  chances  of  war.  Charles  still 
had  a  strong  party  in  the  country.  His  august  office, 
his  dignified  manners,  his  solemn  protestations  that 
he  would  for  the  time  to  come  respect  the  liberties  of 
his  subjects,  pity  for  fallen  greatness,  fear  of  violent 
innovation,  secured  to  him  many  adherents.  He  had 
with  him  the  Church,  the  Universities,  a  majority  of 
the  nobles  and  of  the  old  landed  gentry.  The  aus¬ 
terity  of  the  Puritan  manners  drove  most  of  the  gay 
and  dissolute  youth  of  that  age  to  the  royal  standard. 
Many  good,  brave,  and  moderate  men,  who  disliked 
his  former  conduct,  and  who  entertained  doubts  touch¬ 
ing  his  present  sincerity,  espoused  his  cause  unwill¬ 
ingly  and  with  many  painful  misgivings,  because 
though  they  dreaded  his  tyranny  much,  they  dreaded 
democratic  violence  more. 
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On  the  other  side  was  the  great  body  of  the  middle 
orders  of  England,  the  merchants,  the  shopkeepers, 
the  yeomanry,  headed  by  a  very  large  and  formidable 
minority  of  the  peerage  and  of  the  landed  gentry. 
The  Earl  of  Essex,  a  man  of  respectable  abilities  and 
of  some  military  experience,  was  appointed  to  the 
command  of  the  parliamentary  army. 

Hampden  spared  neither  his  fortune  nor  his 
person  in  the  cause.  He  subscribed  two  thousand 
pounds  to  the  public  service.  He  took  a  colonel’s 
commission  in  the  army,  and  went  into  Buckingham¬ 
shire  to  raise  a  regiment  of  infantry.  His  neighbours 
eagerly  enlisted  under  his  command.  His  men  were 
known  by  their  green  uniform,  and  by  their  standard, 
which  bore  on  one  side  the  watchward  of  the  Parlia¬ 
ment,  “  God  with  us,”  and  on  the  other  the  device  of 
Hampden,  “  Vestigia  nulla  retrorsum.”  This  motto  well 
described  the  line  of  conduct  which  he  pursued.  No 
member  of  his  party  had  been  so  temperate,  while 
there  remained  a  hope  that  legal  and  peaceable  mea¬ 
sures  might  save  the  country.  No  member  of  his 
party  showed  so  much  energy  and  vigour  when  it 
became  necessary  to  appeal  to  arms.  He  made  him¬ 
self  thoroughly  master  of  his  military  duty,  and  “  per¬ 
formed  it,”  to  use  the  words  of  Clarendon,  “  upon  all 
occasions  most  punctually.”  The  regiment  which  he 
had  raised  and  trained  was  considered  as  one  of  the 
best  in  the  service  of  the  Parliament.  He  exposed 
his  person  in  every  action,  with  an  intrepidity  which 
made  him  conspicuous  even  among  thousands  of 
brave  men.  “  He  was,”  says  Clarendon,  “  of  a  per¬ 
sonal  courage  equal  to  his  best  parts ;  so  that  he  was 
an  enemy  not  to  be  wished  wherever  he  might  have 
been  made  a  friend,  and  as  much  to  be  apprehended 
where  he  was  so,  as  any  man  could  deserve  to  be.” 
Though  his  military  career  was  short,  and  his  mili¬ 
tary  situation  subordinate,  he  fully  proved  that  he 
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possessed  the  talents  of  a  great  general,  as  well  as 
those  of  a  great  statesman. 

We  shall  not  attempt  to  give  a  history  of  the  war. 
Lord  Nugent’s  account  of  the  military  operations  is 
very  animated  and  striking.  Our  abstract  would  be 
dull,  and  probably  unintelligible.  There  was,  in  fact, 
for  some  time  no  great  and  connected  system  of 
operations  on  either  side.  The  war  of  the  two  parties 
was  like  the  war  of  Arimanes  and  Oromasdes,  neither 
of  whom,  according  to  the  Eastern  theologians,  has 
any  exclusive  domain,  who  are  equally  omnipresent, 
who  equally  pervade  all  space,  who  carry  on  their 
eternal  strife  within  every  particle  of  matter.  There 
was  a  petty  war  in  almost  every  county.  A  town 
furnished  troops  to  the  Parliament  while  the  manor- 
house  of  the  neighbouring  peer  was  garrisoned  for 
the  King.  The  combatants  were  rarely  disposed  to 
march  far  from  their  own  homes.  It  was  reserved 
for  Fairfax  and  Cromwell  to  terminate  this  desultory 
warfare,  by  moving  one  overwhelming  force  succes¬ 
sively  against  all  the  scattered  fragments  of  the  royal 
party. 

It  is  a  remarkable  circumstance  that  the  officers 
who  had  studied  tactics  in  what  were  considered  as 
the  best  schools  under  Vere  in  the  Netherlands,  and 
under  Gustavus  Adolphus  in  Germany,  displayed  far 
less  skill  than  those  commanders  who  had  been  bred 
to  peaceful  employments,  and  who  never  saw  even  a 
skirmish  till  the  civil  war  broke  out.  An  unlearned 
person  might  hence  be  inclined  to  suspect  that  the 
military  art  is  no  very  profound  mystery,  that  its 
principles  are  the  principles  of  plain  good  sense,  and 
that  a  quick  eye,  a  cool  head,  and  a  stout  heart,  will 
do  more  to  make  a  general  than  all  the  diagrams  of 
Jomini.  This,  however,  is  certain,  that  Hampden 
showed  himself  a  far  better  officer  than  Essex,  and 
Cromwell  than  Leslie. 
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The  military  errors  of  Essex  were  probably  in 
some  degree  produced  by  political  timidity.  He  was 
honestly,  but  not  warmly,  attached  to  the  cause  of 
the  Parliament ;  and  next  to  a  great  defeat  he  dreaded 
a  great  victory.  Hampden,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
for  vigorous  and  decisive  measures.  When  he  drew 
the  sword,  as  Clarendon  has  well  said,  he  threw  away 
the  scabbard.  He  had  shown  that  he  knew  better 
than  any  public  man  of  his  time  how  to  value  and 
how  to  practise  moderation  But  he  knew  that  the 
essence  of  war  is  violence,  and  that  moderation  in 
war  is  imbecility.  On  several  occasions,  particularly 
during  the  operations  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Brent¬ 
ford,  he  remonstrated  earnestly  with  Essex.  Wher¬ 
ever  he  commanded  separately,  the  boldness  and 
rapidity  of  his  movements  presented  a  striking  con¬ 
trast  to  the  sluggishness  of  his  superior. 

In  the  Parliament  he  possessed  boundless  in¬ 
fluence.  His  employments  towards  the  close  of  1642 
have  been  described  by  Denham  in  some  lines  which, 
though  intended  to  be  sarcastic,  convey  in  truth  the 
highest  eulogy.  Hampden  is  described  in  this  satire 
as  perpetually  passing  and  repassing  between  the 
military  station  at  Windsor  and  the  House  of  Com¬ 
mons  at  Westminster,  as  overawing  the  general,  and 
as  giving  law  to  that  Parliament  which  knew  no  other 
law.  It  was  at  this  time  that  he  organised  that  cele¬ 
brated  association  of  counties,  to  which  his  party  was 
principally  indebted  for  its  victory  over  the  King. 

In  the  early  part  of  1643,  the  shires  lying  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  London,  which  were  devoted  to  the 
cause  of  the  Parliament,  were  incessantly  annoyed  by 
Rupert  and  his  cavalry.  Essex  had  extended  his 
lines  so  far  that  almost  every  point  was  vulnerable. 
The  young  prince  who,  though  not  a  great  general, 
was  an  active  and  enterprising  partisan,  frequently 
surprised  posts,  burned  villages,  swept  away  cattle, 
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and  was  again  at  Oxford  before  a  force  sufficient  to 
encounter  him  could  be  assembled. 

The  languid  proceedings  of  Essex  were  loudly 
condemned  by  the  troops.  All  the  ardent  and  daring 
spirits  in  the  parliamentary  party  were  eager  to  have 
Hampden  at  their  head.  Had  his  life  been  prolonged, 
there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that  the  supreme 
command  would  have  been  entrusted  to  him.  But 
it  was  decreed  that,  at  this  conjuncture,  England 
should  lose  the  only  man  who  united  perfect  dis¬ 
interestedness  to  eminent  talents,  the  only  man  who, 
being  capable  of  gaining  the  victory  for  her,  was  in¬ 
capable  of  abusing  that  victory  when  gained. 

In  the  evening  of  the  seventeenth  of  June,  Rupert 
darted  out  of  Oxford  with  his  cavalry  on  a  predatory 
expedition.  At  three  in  the  morning  of  the  following 
day,  he  attacked  and  dispersed  a  few  parliamentary 
soldiers  who  lay  at  Postcombe.  He  then  flew  to 
Chinnor,  burned  the  village,  killed  or  took  all  the 
troops  who  were  quartered  there,  and  prepared  to 
hurry  back  with  his  booty  and  his  prisoners  to 
Oxford. 

Hampden  had,  on  the  preceding  day,  strongly 
represented  to  Essex  the  danger  to  which  this  part 
of  the  line  was  exposed.  As  soon  as  he  received  in¬ 
telligence  of  Rupert’s  incursion,  he  sent  off  a  horse¬ 
man  with  a  message  to  the  General.  The  cavaliers, 
he  said,  could  return  only  by  Chiselhampton  Bridge. 
A  force  ought  to  be  instantly  dispatched  in  that 
direction  for  the  purpose  of  intercepting  them.  In 
the  meantime,  he  resolved  to  set  out  with  all  the 
cavalry  that  he  could  muster,  for  the  purpose  of  im¬ 
peding  the  march  of  the  enemy  till  Essex  could  take 
measures  for  cutting  off  their  retreat.  A  considerable 
body  of  horse  and  dragoons  volunteered  to  follow 
him.  He  was  not  their  commander.  He  did  not 
even  belong  to  their  branch  of  the  service.  But  “  he 
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was,”  says  Lord  Clarendon,  “  second  to  none  but  the 
General  himself  in  the  observance  and  application  of 
all  men.”  On  the  field  of  Chalgrove  he  came  up  with 
Rupert.  A  fierce  skirmish  ensued.  In  the  first 
charge,  Hampden  was  struck  in  the  shoulder  by  two 
bullets,  which  broke  the  bone,  and  lodged  in  his 
body.  The  troops  of  the  Parliament  lost  heart  and 
gave  way.  Rupert,  after  pursuing  them  for  a  short 
time,  hastened  to  cross  the  bridge,  and  made  his 
retreat  unmolested  to  Oxford. 

Hampden,  with  his  head  drooping,  and  his  hands 
leaning  on  his  horse’s  neck,  moved  feebly  out  of  the 
battle.  The  mansion  which  had  been  inhabited  by 
his  father-in-law,  and  from  which  in  his  youth  he 
had  carried  home  his  bride  Elizabeth,  was  in  sight. 
There  still  remains  an  affecting  tradition  that  he 
looked  for  a  moment  towards  that  beloved  house, 
and  made  an  effort  to  go  thither  to  die.  But  the 
enemy  lay  in  that  direction.  He  turned  his  horse 
towards  Thame,  where  he  arrived  almost  fainting 
with  agony.  The  surgeons  dressed  his  wounds. 
But  there  was  no  hope.  The  pain  which  he  suf¬ 
fered  was  most  excruciating.  But  he  endured  it 
with  admirable  firmness  and  resignation.  His  first 
care  was  for  his  country.  He  wrote  from  his  bed 
several  letters  to  London  concerning  public  affairs, 
and  sent  a  last  pressing  message  to  the  head-quar¬ 
ters,  recommending  that  the  dispersed  forces  should 
be  concentrated.  When  his  public  duties  were  per¬ 
formed,  he  calmly  prepared  himself  to  die.  He  was 
attended  by  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England, 
with  whom  he  had  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy,  and 
by  the  chaplain  of  the  Buckinghamshire  Green-coats, 
Dr.  Spurton,  whom  Baxter  describes  as  a  famous  and 
excellent  divine. 

A  short  time  before  Hampden’s  death  the  sacra¬ 
ment  was  administered  to  him.  He  declared  that, 
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though  he  disliked  the  government  of  the  Church  of 
England,  he  yet  agreed  with  that  church  as  to  all 
essential  matters  of  doctrine.  His  intellect  remained 
unclouded.  When  all  was  nearly  over,  he  lay  mur¬ 
muring  faint  prayers  for  himself,  and  for  the  cause  in 
which  he  died.  “Lord  Jesus,”  he  exclaimed  in  the 
moment  of  the  last  agony,  “  receive  my  soul.  O 

Lord,  save  my  country.  O  Lord,  be  merciful  to - .” 

In  that  broken  ejaculation  passed  away  his  noble 
and  fearless  spirit. 

He  was  buried  in  the  parish  church  of  Hampden. 
His  soldiers,  bare-headed,  with  reversed  arms  and 
muffled  drums  and  colours,  escorted  his  body  to 
the  grave,  singing,  as  they  marched,  that  lofty  and 
melancholy  psalm  in  which  the  fragility  of  human 
life  is  contrasted  with  the  immutability  of  Him  to 
whom  a  thousand  years  are  as  yesterday  when  it  is 
passed,  and  as  a  watch  in  the  night. 

The  news  of  Hampden’s  death  produced  as  great 
a  consternation  in  his  party,  according  to  Clarendon, 
as  if  their  whole  army  had  been  cut  off.  The  jour¬ 
nals  of  the  time  amply  prove  that  the  Parliament 
and  all  its  friends  were  filled  with  grief  and  dismay. 
Lord  Nugent  has  quoted  a  remarkable  passage  from 
the  next  Weekly  Intelligencer.  “The  loss  of  Colonel 
Hampden  goeth  near  the  heart  of  every  man  that 
loves  the  good  of  his  king  and  country,  and  makes 
some  conceive  little  content  to  be  at  the  army  now 
that  he  is  gone.  The  memory  of  this  deceased 
colonel  is  such,  that  in  no  age  to  come  but  it  will 
more  and  more  be  had  in  honour  and  esteem  ;  a 
man  so  religious,  and  of  that  prudence,  judgment, 
temper,  valour,  and  integrity,  that  he  hath  left  few  his 
like  behind.” 

He  had  indeed  left  none  his  like  behind  him. 
There  still  remained,  indeed,  in  his  party,  many 
acute  intellects,  many  eloquent  tongues,  many  brave 
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and  honest  hearts.  There  still  remained  a  rugged 
and  clownish  soldier,  half  fanatic,  half  buffoon, 
whose  talents,  discerned  as  yet  only  by  one  penetrat¬ 
ing  eye,  were  equal  to  all  the  highest  duties  of  the 
soldier  and  the  prince.  But  in  Hampden,  and  in 
Hampden  alone,  were  united  all  the  qualities  which, 
at  such  a  crisis,  were  necessary  to  save  the  state,  the 
valour  and  energy  of  Cromwell,  the  discernment  and 
eloquence  of  Vane,  the  humanity  and  moderation  of 
Manchester,  the  stern  integrity  of  Hale,  the  ardent 
public  spirit  of  Sydney.  Others  might  possess  the 
qualities  which  were  necessary  to  save  the  popular 
party  in  the  crisis  of  danger ;  he  alone  had  both 
the  power  and  the  inclination  to  restrain  its  excesses 
in  the  hour  of  triumph.  Others  could  conquer ;  he 
alone  could  reconcile.  A  heart  as  bold  as  his 
brought  up  the  cuirassiers  who  turned  the  tide  of 
battle  on  Marston  Moor.  As  skilful  an  eye  as 
his  watched  the  Scotch  army  descending  from  the 
heights  over  Dunbar.  But  it  was  when  to  the 
sullen  tyranny  of  Laud  and  Charles  had  succeeded 
the  fierce  conflict  of  sects  and  factions,  ambitious  of 
ascendency  and  burning  for  revenge,  it  was  when 
the  vices  and  ignorance  which  the  old  tyranny  had 
generated  threatened  the  new  freedom  with  de¬ 
struction,  that  England  missed  the  sobriety,  the 
self-command,  the  perfect  soundness  of  judgment, 
the  perfect  rectitude  of  intention,  to  which  the  his¬ 
tory  of  revolutions  furnishes  no  parallel,  or  furnishes 
a  parallel  in  Washington  alone. 
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BURLEIGH  AND  HIS  TIMES.  (April,  1832.) 

Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Administration  of  the  Right 
Honourable  William  Cecil  Lord  Burghley,  Secretary  of 
State  in  the  Reign  of  King  Edward  the  Sixth,  and  Lord 
High  Treasurer  of  England  in  the  Reign  of  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth.  Containing  an  Historical  View  of  the  Times  in 
which  he  lived ,  and  of  the  many  eminent  and  illustrious 
Persons  with  whom  he  was  connected ;  with  Extracts 
from  his  Private  and  Official  Correspondence  and  other 
Papers,  now  first  published  from  the  Originals.  By  the 
Reverend  Edward  Nares,  D.D.,  Regius  Professor  of 
Modern  History  in  the  University  of  Oxford.  3  vols. 
4to.  London:  1828.  1832. 

The  work  of  Dr.  Nares  has  filled  us  with  astonish¬ 
ment  similar  to  that  which  Captain  Lemuel  Gulliver 
felt  when  first  he  landed  in  Brobdingnag,  and  saw  corn 
as  high  as  the  oaks  in  the  New  Forest,  thimbles  as 
large  as  buckets,  and  wrens  of  the  bulk  of  turkeys. 
The  whole  book,  and  every  component  part  of  it,  is 
on  a  gigantic  scale.  The  title  is  as  long  as  an  ordi¬ 
nary  preface  :  the  prefatory  matter  would  furnish  out 
an  ordinary  book  :  and  the  book  contains  as  much 
reading  as  an  ordinary  library.  We  cannot  sum  up 
the  merits  of  the  stupendous  mass  of  paper  which 
lies  before  us  better  than  by  saying  that  it  consists 
of  about  two  thousand  closely  printed  quarto  pages, 
that  it  occupies  fifteen  hundred  inches  cubic  measure, 
and  that  it  weighs  sixty  pounds  avoirdupois.  Such 
a  book  might,  before  the  deluge,  have  been  consi- 
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dered  as  light  reading  by  Hilpah  and  Shalum.  But 
unhappily  the  life  of  man  is  now  threescore  years  and 
ten  ;  and  we  cannot  but  think  it  somewhat  unfair  in 
Dr.  Nares  to  demand  from  us  so  large  a  portion  of  so 
short  an  existence. 

Compared  with  the  labour  of  reading  through 
these  volumes,  all  other  labour,  the  labour  of  thieves 
on  the  treadmill,  of  children  in  factories,  of  negroes  in 
sugar  plantations,  is  an  agreeable  recreation.  There 
was,  it  is  said,  a  criminal  in  Italy,  who  was  suffered 
to  make  his  choice  between  Guicciardini  and  the  gal¬ 
leys.  He  chose  the  history.  But  the  war  of  Pisa 
was  too  much  for  him.  He  changed  his  mind,  and 
went  to  the  oar.  Guicciardini,  though  certainly  not 
the  most  amusing  of  writers,  is  a  Herodotus  or  a 
Froissart,  when  compared  with  Dr.  Nares.  It  is  not 
merely  in  bulk,  but  in  specific  gravity  also,  that  these 
memoirs  exceed  all  other  human  compositions.  On 
every  subject  which  the  Professor  discusses,  he  pro¬ 
duces  three  times  as  many  pages  as  another  man  ; 
and  one  of  his  pages  is  as  tedious  as  another  man’s 
three.  His  book  is  swelled  to  its  vast  dimensions  by 
endless  repetitions,  by  episodes  which  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  main  action,  by  quotations  from  books 
which  are  in  every  circulating  library,  and  by  reflec¬ 
tions  which,  when  they  happen  to  be  just,  are  so  ob¬ 
vious  that  they  must  necessarily  occur  to  the  mind  of 
every  reader.  He  employs  more  words  in  expound¬ 
ing  and  defending  a  truism  than  any  other  writer 
would  employ  in  supporting  a  paradox.  Of  the  rules 
of  historical  perspective,  he  has  not  the  faintest  no¬ 
tion.  There  is  neither  foreground  nor  background 
in  his  delineation.  The  wars  of  Charles  the  Fifth  in 
Germany  are  detailed  at  almost  as  much  length  as 
in  Robertson’s  life  of  that  prince.  The  troubles  of 
Scotland  are  related  as  fully  as  in  M'Crie’s  Life  of 
John  Knox.  It  would  be  most  unjust  to  deny  that 
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Dr.  Nares  is  a  man  of  great  industry  and  research  ; 
but  he  is  so  utterly  incompetent  to  arrange  the  ma¬ 
terials  which  he  has  collected  that  he  might  as  well 
have  left  them  in  their  original  repositories. 

Neither  the  facts  which  Dr.  Nares  has  discovered, 
nor  the  arguments  which  he  urges,  will,  we  appre¬ 
hend,  materially  alter  the  opinion  generally  enter¬ 
tained  by  judicious  readers  of  history  concerning 
his  hero.  Lord  Burleigh  can  hardly  be  called  a 
great  man.  He  was  not  one  of  those  whose  genius 
and  energy  change  the  fate  of  empires.  He  was  by 
nature  and  habit  one  of  those  who  follow,  not  one  of 
those  who  lead.  Nothing  that  is  recorded,  either  of 
his  words  or  of  his  actions,  indicates  intellectual  or 
moral  elevation.  But  his  talents,  though  not  brilliant, 
were  of  an  eminently  useful  kind  ;  and  his  principles, 
though  not  inflexible,  wrere  not  more  relaxed  than 
those  of  his  associates  and  competitors.  He  had  a 
cool  temper,  a  sound  judgment,  great  powers  of  ap¬ 
plication,  and  a  constant  eye  to  the  main  chance. 
In  his  youth  he  was,  it  seems,  fond  of  practical  jokes. 
Yet  even  out  of  these  he  contrived  to  extract  some 
pecuniary  profit.  When  he  was  studying  the  law  at 
Gray’s  Inn,  he  lost  all  his  furniture  and  books  at  the 
gaming  table  to  one  of  his  friends.  He  accordingly 
bored  a  hole  in  the  wall  which  separated  his  cham¬ 
bers  from  those  of  his  associate,  and  at  midnight 
bellowed  through  this  passage  threats  of  damnation 
and  calls  to  repentance  in  the  ears  of  the  victorious 
gambler,  who  lay  sweating  with  fear  all  night,  and 
refunded  his  winnings  on  his  knees  next  day. 
“  Many  other  the  like  merry  jests,”  says  his  old 
biographer,  “  I  have  heard  him  tell,  too  long  to  be 
here  noted.”  To  the  last  Burleigh  was  somewhat 
jocose ;  and  some  of  his  sportive  sayings  have 
been  recorded  by  Bacon.  They  show  much  more 
shrewdness  than  generosity,  and  are,  indeed,  neatly 
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expressed  reasons  for  exacting  money  rigorously, 
and  for  keeping  it  carefully.  It  must,  however,  be 
acknowledged  that  he  was  rigorous  and  careful  for 
the  public  advantage  as  well  as  for  his  own.  To 
extol  his  moral  character  as  Dr.  Nares  has  extolled 
it  is  absurd.  It  would  be  equally  absurd  to  repre¬ 
sent  him  as  a  corrupt,  rapacious,  and  bad-hearted 
man.  He  paid  great  attention  to  the  interests  of 
the  state,  and  great  attention  also  to  the  interest  of 
his  own  family.  He  never  deserted  his  friends  till 
it  was  very  inconvenient  to  stand  by  them,  was  an 
excellent  Protestant  when  it  was  not  very  advan¬ 
tageous  to  be  a  Papist,  recommended  a  tolerant 
policy  to  his  mistress  as  strongly  as  he  could  re¬ 
commend  it  without  hazarding  her  favour,  never 
put  to  the  rack  any  person  from  whom  it  did  not 
seem  probable  that  useful  information  might  be  de¬ 
rived,  and  was  so  moderate  in  his  desires  that  he 
left  only  three  hundred  distinct  landed  estates, 
though  he  might,  as  his  honest  servant  assures 
us,  have  left  much  more,  “  if  he  would  have  taken 
money  out  of  the  Exchequer  for  his  own  use,  as 
many  Treasurers  have  done.” 

Burleigh,  like  the  old  Marquess  of  Winchester, 
who  preceded  him  in  the  custody  of  the  White  Staff, 
was  of  the  willow,  and  not  of  the  oak.  He  first  rose 
into  notice  by  defending  the  supremacy  of  Henry 
the  Eighth.  He  was  subsequently  favoured  and 
promoted  by  the  Duke  of  Somerset.  He  not  only 
contrived  to  escape  unhurt  when  his  patron  fell,  but 
became  an  important  member  of  the  administration 
of  Northumberland.  Dr.  Nares  assures  us  over  and 
over  again  that  there  could  have  been  nothing  base 
in  Cecil’s  conduct  on  this  occasion ;  for,  says  he, 
Cecil  continued  to  stand  well  with  Cranmer.  This, 
we  confess,  hardly  satisfies  us.  We  are  much  of 
the  mind  of  Falstaff’s  tailor.  We  must  have  better 
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assurance  for  Sir  John  than  Bardolph’s.  We  like  not 
the  security. 

Through  the  whole  course  of  that  miserable  in¬ 
trigue  which  was  carried  on  round  the  dying  bed  of 
Edward  the  Sixth,  Cecil  so  demeaned  himself  as  to 
avoid,  first,  the  displeasure  of  Northumberland,  and 
afterwards  the  displeasure  of  Mary.  He  was  pru¬ 
dently  unwilling  to  put  his  hand  to  the  instrument 
which  changed  the  course  of  the  succession.  But 
the  furious  Dudley  was  master  of  the  palace.  Cecil, 
therefore,  according  to  his  own  account,  excused  him¬ 
self  from  signing  as  a  party,  but  consented  to  sign  as 
a  witness.  It  is  not  easy  to  describe  his  dexterous 
conduct  at  this  most  perplexing  crisis,  in  language 
more  appropriate  than  that  which  is  employed  by 
old  Fuller.  “  His  hand  wrote  it  as  secretary  of  state,” 
says  that  quaint  writer,  “  but  his  heart  consented  not 
thereto.  Yea,  he  openly  opposed  it :  though  at  last 
yielding  to  the  greatness  of  Northumberland,  in  an 
age  when  it  was  present  drowning  not  to  swim  with 
the  stream.  But  as  the  philosopher  tells  us,  that, 
though  the  planets  be  whirled  about  daily  from  east 
to  west,  by  the  motion  of  the  privium  mobile ,  yet 
have  they  also  a  contrary  proper  motion  of  their  own 
from  west  to  east,  which  they  slowly,  though  surely, 
move  at  their  leisure ;  so  Cecil  had  secret  counter¬ 
endeavours  against  the  strain  of  the  court  herein,  and 
privately  advanced  his  rightful  intentions  against  the 
foresaid  duke’s  ambition.” 

This  was  undoubtedly  the  most  perilous  conjunc¬ 
ture  of  Cecil’s  life.  Wherever  there  was  a  safe 
course,  he  was  safe.  But  here  every  course  was  full 
of  danger.  His  situation  rendered  it  impossible  for 
him  to  be  neutral.  If  he  acted  on  either  side,  if  he 
refused  to  act  at  all,  he  ran  a  fearful  risk.  He  saw 
all  the  difficulties  of  his  position.  He  sent  his  money 
and  plate  out  of  London,  made  over  his  estates  to 
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his  son,  and  carried  arms  about  his  person.  His 
best  arms,  however,  were  his  sagacity  and  his  self- 
command.  The  plot  in  which  he  had  been  an  unwill¬ 
ing  accomplice  ended,  as  it  was  natural  that  so  odious 
and  absurd  a  plot  should  end,  in  the  ruin  of  its  con¬ 
trivers.  In  the  meantime,  Cecil  quietly  extricated 
himself,  and,  having  been  successively  patronised  by 
Henry,  by  Somerset,  and  by  Northumberland,  con¬ 
tinued  to  flourish  under  the  protection  of  Mary. 

He  had  no  aspirations  after  the  crown  of  martyr¬ 
dom.  He  confessed  himself,  therefore,  with  great 
decorum,  heard  mass  in  Wimbledon  Church  at 
Easter,  and,  for  the  better  ordering  of  his  spiritual 
concerns,  took  a  priest  into  his  house.  Dr.  Nares, 
whose  simplicity  passes  that  of  any  casuist  with 
whom  we  are  acquainted,  vindicates  his  hero  by 
assuring  us  that  this  was  not  superstition,  but  pure 
unmixed  hypocrisy.  “  That  he  did  in  some  manner 
conform,  we  shall  not  be  able,  in  the  face  of  existing 
documents,  to  deny ;  while  we  feel  in  our  own  minds 
abundantly  satisfied,  that,  during  this  very  trying 
reign,  he  never  abandoned  the  prospect  of  another 
revolution  in  favour  of  Protestantism.”  In  another 
place,  the  Doctor  tells  us,  that  Cecil  went  to  mass 
“  with  no  idolatrous  intention.”  Nobody,  we  believe, 
ever  accused  him  of  idolatrous  intentions.  The  very 
ground  of  the  charge  against  him  is  that  he  had  no 
idolatrous  intentions.  We  never  should  have  blamed 
him  if  he  had  really  gone  to  Wimbledon  Church, 
with  the  feelings  of  a  good  Catholic,  to  worship  the 
Host.  Dr.  Nares  speaks  in  several  places  with  just 
severity  of  the  sophistry  of  the  Jesuits,  and  with  just 
admiration  of  the  incomparable  letters  of  Pascal.  It 
is  somewhat  strange,  therefore,  that  he  should  adopt, 
to  the  full  extent,  the  jesuitical  doctrine  of  the  di¬ 
rection  of  intentions. 

We  do  not  blame  Cecil  for  not  choosing  to  be 
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burned.  The  deep  stain  upon  his  memory  is  that, 
for  differences  of  opinion  for  which  he  would  risk 
nothing  himself,  he,  in  the  day  of  his  power,  took 
away  without  scruple  the  lives  of  others.  One  of  the 
excuses  suggested  in  these  Memoirs  for  his  conform¬ 
ing,  during  the  reign  of  Mary,  to  the  Church  of 
Rome,  is  that  he  may  have  been  of  the  same  mind 
with  those  German  Protestants  who  were  called 
Adiaphorists,  and  who  considered  the  popish  rites 
as  matters  indifferent.  Melancthon  was  one  of  these 
moderate  persons,  and  “  appears,”  says  Dr.  Nares, 
“  to  have  gone  greater  lengths  than  any  imputed  to 
Lord  Burleigh.”  We  should  have  thought  this  not 
only  an  excuse,  but  a  complete  vindication,  if  Cecil 
had  been  an  Adiaphorist  for  the  benefit  of  others  as 
well  as  for  his  own.  If  the  popish  rites  were  matters 
of  so  little  moment  that  a  good  Protestant  might 
lawfully  practise  them  for  his  safety,  how  could  it  be 
just  or  humane  that  a  Papist  should  be  hanged, 
drawn,  and  quartered,  for  practising  them  from  a 
sense  of  duty?  Unhappily  these  non-essentials  soon 
became  matters  of  life  and  death.  Just  at  the  very 
time  at  which  Cecil  attained  the  highest  point  of 
power  and  favour,  an  Act  of  Parliament  was  passed 
by  which  the  penalties  of  high  treason  were  de¬ 
nounced  against  persons  who  should  do  in  sincerity 
what  he  had  done  from  cowardice. 

Early  in  the  reign  of  Mary,  Cecil  was  employed 
in  a  mission  scarcely  consistent  with  the  character 
of  a  zealous  Protestant.  He  was  sent  to  escort  the 
Papal  Legate,  Cardinal  Pole,  from  Brussels  to  London. 
That  great  body  of  moderate  persons  who  cared  more 
for  the  quiet  of  the  realm  than  for  the  controverted 
points  which  were  in  issue  between  the  Churches 
seem  to  have  placed  their  chief  hope  in  the  wisdom 
and  humanity  of  the  gentle  Cardinal.  Cecil,  it  is 
clear,  cultivated  the  friendship  of  Pole  with  great 
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assiduity,  and  received  great  advantage  from  the 
Legate’s  protection. 

But  the  best  protection  of  Cecil,  during  the 
gloomy  and  disastrous  reign  of  Mary,  was  that  which 
he  derived  from  his  own  prudence  and  from  his  own 
temper,  a  prudence  which  could  never  be  lulled  into 
carelessness,  a  temper  which  could  never  be  irritated 
into  rashness.  The  Papists  could  find  no  occasion 
against  him.  Yet  he  did  not  lose  the  esteem  even  of 
those  sterner  Protestants  who  had  preferred  exile  to 
recantation.  He  attached  himself  to  the  persecuted 
heiress  of  the  throne,  and  entitled  himself  to  her 
gratitude  and  confidence.  Yet  he  continued  to  re¬ 
ceive  marks  of  favour  from  the  Queen.  In  the  House 
of  Commons,  he  put  himself  at  the  head  of  the  party 
opposed  to  the  Court.  Yet,  so  guarded  was  his  lan¬ 
guage  that,  even  when  some  of  those  who  acted  with 
him  were  imprisoned  by  the  Privy  Council,  he  escaped 
with  impunity. 

At  length  Mary  died  :  Elizabeth  succeeded  ;  and 
Cecil  rose  at  once  to  greatness.  He  was  sworn  in 
Privy-councillor  and  Secretary  of  State  to  the  new 
sovereign  before  he  left  her  prison  of  Hatfield ;  and 
he  continued  to  serve  her  during  forty  years,  with¬ 
out  intermission,  in  the  highest  employments.  His 
abilities  were  precisely  those  which  keep  men  long 
in  power.  He  belonged  to  the  class  of  the  Walpoles, 
the  Pelhams,  and  the  Liverpools,  not  to  that  of  the 
St.  Johns,  the  Carterets,  the  Chathams,  and  the 
Cannings.  If  he  had  been  a  man  of  original  genius 
and  of  an  enterprising  spirit,  it  would  have  been 
scarcely  possible  for  him  to  keep  his  power  or  even 
his  head.  There  was  not  room  in  one  government 
for  an  Elizabeth  and.  a  Richelieu.  What  the  haughty 
daughter  of  Henry  needed,  was  a  moderate,  cautious, 
flexible  minister,  skilled  in  the  details  of  business, 
competent  to  advise,  but  not  aspiring  to  command. 
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And  such  a  minister  she  found  in  Burleigh.  No  arts 
could  shake  the  confidence  which  she  reposed  in 
her  old  and  trusty  servant.  The  courtly  graces  of 
Leicester,  the  brilliant  talents  and  accomplishments 
of  Essex,  touched  the  fancy,  perhaps  the  heart,  of  the 
woman  ;  but  no  rival  could  deprive  the  Treasurer  of 
the  place  which  he  possessed  in  the  favour  of  the 
Queen.  She  sometimes  chid  him  sharply  ;  but  he 
was  the  man  whom  she  delighted  to  honour.  For 
Burleigh,  she  forgot  her  usual  parsimony  both  of 
wealth  and  of  dignities.  For  Burleigh,  she  relaxed 
that  severe  etiquette  to  which  she  was  unreasonably 
attached.  Every  other  person  to  whom  she  addressed 
her  speech,  or  on  whom  the  glance  of  her  eagle  eye 
fell,  instantly  sank  on  his  knee.  For  Burleigh  alone, 
a  chair  was  set  in  her  presence  ;  and  there  the  old 
minister,  by  birth  only  a  plain  Lincolnshire  esquire, 
took  his  ease,  while  the  haughty  heirs  of  the  Fitzalans 
and  the  De  Veres  humbled  themselves  to  the  dust 
around  him.  At  length  having  survived  all  his  early 
coadjutors,  and  rivals,  he  died  full  of  years  and 
honours.  His  royal  mistress  visited  him  on  his  death¬ 
bed,  and  cheered  him  with  assurances  of  her  affection 
and  esteem  ;  and  his  power  passed,  with  little  diminu¬ 
tion,  to  a  son  who  inherited  his  abilities,  and  whose 
mind  had  been  formed  by  his  counsels. 

The  life  of  Burleigh  was  commensurate  with  one 
of  the  most  important  periods  in  the  history  of  the 
world.  It  exactly  measures  the  time  during  which 
the  House  of  Austria  held  decided  superiority  and 
aspired  to  universal  dominion.  In  the  year  in  which 
Burleigh  was  born,  Charles  the  Fifth  obtained  the 
imperial  crown.  In  the  year  in  which  Burleigh  died, 
the  vast  designs  which  had,  during  near  a  century, 
kept  Europe  in  constant  agitation,  were  buried  in  the 
same  grave  with  the  proud  and  sullen  Philip. 
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The  life  of  Burleigh  was  commensurate  also  with 
the  period  during  which  a  great  moral  revolution  was 
effected,  a  revolution  the  consequences  of  which  were 
felt,  not  only  in  the  cabinets  of  princes,  but  at  half 
the  firesides  in  Christendom.  He  was  born  when  the 
great  religious  schism  was  just  commencing.  He 
lived  to  see  that  schism  complete,  and  to  see  a  line  of 
demarcation,  which,  since  his  death,  has  been  very 
little  altered,  strongly  drawn  between  Protestant  and 
Catholic  Europe. 

The  only  event  of  modern  times  which  can  be 
properly  compared  with  the  Reformation  is  the 
French  Revolution,  or,  to  speak  more  accurately,  that 
great  revolution  of  political  feeling  which  took  place 
in  almost  every  part  of  the  civilised  world  during  the 
eighteenth  century,  and  which  obtained  in  France  its 
most  terrible  and  signal  triumph.  Each  of  these 
memorable  events  may  be  described  as  a  rising  up  of 
the  human  reason  against  a  Caste.  The  one  was  a 
struggle  of  the  laity  against  the  clergy  for  intellectual 
liberty ;  the  other  was  a  struggle  of  the  people  against 
princes  and  nobles  for  political  liberty.  In  both  cases, 
the  spirit  of  innovation  was  at  first  encouraged  by  the 
class  to  which  it  was  likely  to  be  most  prejudicial.  It 
was  under  the  patronage  of  Frederic,  of  Catherine,  of 
Joseph,  and  of  the  grandees  of  France,  that  the  philo¬ 
sophy  which  afterwards  threatened  all  the  thrones  and 
aristocracies  of  Europe  with  destruction  first  became 
formidable.  The  ardour  with  which  men  betook  them¬ 
selves  to  liberal  studies,  at  the  close  of  the  fifteenth 
and  the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth  century,  was  zeal¬ 
ously  encouraged  by  the  heads  of  that  very  church  to 
which  liberal  studies  were  destined  to  be  fatal.  In 
both  cases,  when  the  explosion  came,  it  came  with 
a  violence  which  appalled  and  disgusted  many  of 
those  who  had  previously  been  distinguished  by  the 
freedom  of  their  opinions.  The  violence  of  the 
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democratic  party  in  France  made  Burke  a  Tory  and 
Alfieri  a  courtier.  The  violence  of  the  chiefs  of  the 
German  schism  made  Erasmus  a  defender  of  abuses, 
and  turned  the  author  of  Utopia  into  a  persecutor. 
In  both  cases  the  convulsion  which  had  overthrown 
deeply  seated  errors,  shook  all  the  principles  on  which 
society  rests  to  their  very  foundations.  The  minds  of 
men  were  unsettled.  It  seemed  for  a  time  that  all 
order  and  morality  were  about  to  perish  with  the  pre¬ 
judices  with  which  they  had  been  long  and  intimately 
associated.  Frightful  cruelties  were  committed.  Im¬ 
mense  masses  of  property  were  confiscated.  Every 
part  of  Europe  swarmed  with  exiles.  In  moody  and 
turbulent  spirits  zeal  soured  into  malignity,  or  foamed 
into  madness.  From  the  political  agitation  of  the 
eighteenth  century  sprang  the  Jacobins.  From  the 
religious  agitation  of  the  sixteenth  century  sprang 
the  Anabaptists.  The  partisans  of  Robespierre  rob¬ 
bed  and  murdered  in  the  name  of  fraternity  and 
equality.  The  followers  of  Kniperdoling  robbed  and 
murdered  in  the  name  of  Christian  liberty.  The  feel¬ 
ing  of  patriotism  was,  in  many  parts  of  Europe,  almost 
wholly  extinguished.  All  the  old  maxims  of  foreign 
policy  were  changed.  Physical  boundaries  were  super¬ 
seded  by  moral  boundaries.  Nations  made  war  on 
each  other  with  new  arms,  with  arms  which  no  fortifi¬ 
cations,  however  strong  by  nature  or  by  art,  could 
resist,  with  arms  before  which  rivers  parted  like  the 
Jordan,  and  ramparts  fell  down  like  the  walls  of 
Jericho.  The  great  masters  of  fleets  and  armies  were 
often  reduced  to  confess,  like  Milton’s  warlike  angel, 
how  hard  they  found  it 

“To  exclude 

Spiritual  substance  with  corporeal  bar.” 

Europe  was  divided,  as  Greece  had  been  divided 
during  the  period  concerning  which  Thucydides 
wrote.  The  conflict  was  not,  as  it  is  in  ordinary 
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times,  between  state  and  state,  but  between  two 
omnipresent  factions,  each  of  which  was  in  some 
places  dominant  and  in  other  places  oppressed,  but 
which,  openly  or  covertly,  carried  on  their  strife  in 
the  bosom  of  every  society.  No  man  asked  whether 
another  belonged  to  the  same  country  with  himself, 
but  whether  he  belonged  to  the  same  sect.  Party- 
spirit  seemed  to  justify  and  consecrate  acts  which,  in 
any  other  times,  would  have  been  considered  as  the 
foulest  of  treasons.  The  French  emigrant  saw  no¬ 
thing  disgraceful  in  bringing  Austrian  and  Prussian 
hussars  to  Paris.  The  Irish  or  Italian  democrat  saw 
no  impropriety  in  serving  the  French  Directory 
against  his  own  native  government.  So,  in  the  six¬ 
teenth  century,  the  fury  of  theological  factions  sus¬ 
pended  all  national  animosities  and  jealousies.  The 
Spaniards  were  invited  into  France  by  the  League ; 
the  English  were  invited  into  France  by  the  Hugue¬ 
nots. 

We  by  no  means  intend  to  underrate  or  to  palliate 
the  crimes  and  excesses  which,  during  the  last  gene¬ 
ration,  were  produced  by  the  spirit  of  democracy. 
But,  when  we  hear  men  zealous  for  the  Protestant 
religion  constantly  represent  the  French  Revolution 
as  radically  and  essentially  evil  on  account  of  those 
crimes  and  excesses,  we  cannot  but  remember  that 
the  deliverance  of  our  ancestors  from  the  house  of 
their  spiritual  bondage  was  effected  “  by  plagues  and 
by  signs,  by  wonders  and  by  war.”  We  cannot  but 
remember  that,  as  in  the  case  of  the  French  Revolu¬ 
tion,  so  also  in  the  case  of  the  Reformation,  those 
who  rose  up  against  tyranny  were  themselves  deeply 
tainted  with  the  vices  which  tyranny  engenders.  We 
cannot  but  remember  that  libels  scarcely  less  scanda¬ 
lous  than  those  of  Hebert,  mummeries  scarcely  less 
absurd  than  those  of  Clootz,  and  crimes  scarcely  less 
atrocious  than  those  of  Marat,  disgrace  the  early 
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history  of  Protestantism.  The  Reformation  is  an 
event  long  past.  That  volcano  has  spent  its  rage. 
The  wide  waste  produced  by  its  outbreak  is  forgot¬ 
ten.  The  landmarks  which  were  swept  away  have 
been  replaced.  The  ruined  edifices  have  been  re¬ 
paired.  The  lava  has  covered  with  a  rich  incrusta¬ 
tion  the  fields  which  it  once  devastated,  and,  after 
having  turned  a  beautiful  and  fruitful  garden  into  a 
desert,  has  again  turned  the  desert  into  a  still  more 
beautiful  and  fruitful  garden.  The  second  great 
eruption  is  not  yet  over.  The  marks  of  its  ravages 
are  still  all  around  us.  The  ashes  are  still  hot  be¬ 
neath  our  feet.  In  some  directions,  the  deluge  of 
fire  still  continues  to  spread.  Yet  experience  surely 
entitles  us  to  believe  that  this  explosion,  like  that 
which  preceded  it,  will  fertilise  the  soil  which  it  has 
devastated.  Already,  in  those  parts  which  have  suf¬ 
fered  most  severely,  rich  cultivation  and  secure  dwell¬ 
ings  have  begun  to  appear  amidst  the  waste.  The 
more  we  read  of  the  history  of  past  ages,  the  more  we 
observe  the  signs  of  our  own  times,  the  more  do  we 
feel  our  hearts  filled  and  swelled  up  by  a  good  hope 
for  the  future  destinies  of  the  human  race. 

The  history  of  the  Reformation  in  England  is  full 
of  strange  problems.  The  most  prominent  and  extra¬ 
ordinary  phenomenon  which  it  presents  to  us  is  the 
gigantic  strength  of  the  government  contrasted  with 
the  feebleness  of  the  religious  parties.  During  the 
twelve  or  thirteen  years  which  followed  the  death  of 
Henry  the  Eighth,  the  religion  of  the  state  was  thrice 
changed.  Protestantism  was  established  by  Edward  : 
the  Catholic  Church  was  restored  by  Mary  ;  Pro¬ 
testantism  was  again  established  by  Elizabeth.  The 
faith  of  the  nation  seemed  to  depend  on  the  personal 
inclinations  of  the  sovereign.  Nor  was  this  all.  An 
established  church  was  then,  as  a  matter  of  course,  a 
persecuting  church.  Edward  persecuted  Catholics. 
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Mary  persecuted  Protestants.  Elizabeth  persecuted 
Catholics  again.  The  father  of  those  three  sovereigns 
had  enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  persecuting  both  sects  at 
once,  and  had  sent  to  death,  on  the  same  hurdle,  the 
heretic  who  denied  the  real  presence,  and  the  traitor 
who  denied  the  royal  supremacy.  There  was  nothing 
in  England  like  that  fierce  and  bloody  opposition 
which,  in  France,  each  of  the  religious  factions  in  its 
turn  offered  to  the  government.  We  had  neither  a 
Coligny  nor  a  Mayenne,  neither  a  Moncontour  nor  an 
Ivry.  No  English  city  braved  sword  and  famine 
for  the  reformed  doctrines  with  the  spirit  of  Rochelle, 
or  for  the  Catholic  doctrines  with  the  spirit  of  Paris. 
Neither  sect  in  England  formed  a  League.  Neither 
sect  extorted  a  recantation  from  the  sovereign. 
Neither  sect  could  obtain  from  an  adverse  sove¬ 
reign  even  a  toleration.  The  English  Protestants,  after 
several  years  of  domination,  sank  down  with  scarcely 
a  struggle  under  the  tyranny  of  Mary.  The  Catholics, 
after  having  regained  and  abused  their  old  ascen¬ 
dency,  submitted  patiently  to  the  severe  rule  of  Eliza¬ 
beth.  Neither  Protestants  nor  Catholics  engaged  in 
any  great  and  well  organised  scheme  of  resistance. 
A  few  wild  and  tumultuous  risings,  suppressed  as 
soon  as  they  appeared,  a  few  dark  conspiracies  in 
which  only  a  small  number  of  desperate  men  engaged, 
such  were  the  utmost  efforts  made  by  these  two 
parties  to  assert  the  most  sacred  of  human  rights, 
attacked  by  the  most  odious  tyranny. 

The  explanation  of  these  circumstances  which  has 
generally  been  given  is  very  simple,  but  by  no  means 
satisfactory.  The  power  of  the  crown,  it  is  said,  was 
then  at  its  height,  and  was  in  fact  despotic.  This 
solution,  we  own,  seems  to  us  to  be  no  solution  at  all. 
It  has  long  been  the  fashion,  a  fashion  introduced  by 
Mr.  Hume,  to  describe  the  English  monarchy  in  the 
sixteenth  century  as  an  absolute  monarchy.  And 


192  Burleigh  and  His  Times 

such  undoubtedly  it  appears  to  a  superficial  observer. 
Elizabeth,  it  is  true,  often  spoke  to  her  parliaments 
in  language  as  haughty  and  imperious  as  that  which 
the  Great  Turk  would  use  to  his  divan.  She 
punished  with  great  severity  members  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  who,  in  her  opinion,  carried  the  freedom 
of  debate  too  far.  She  assumed  the  power  of  legislat¬ 
ing  by  means  of  proclamations.  She  imprisoned 
her  subjects  without  bringing  them  to  a  legal  trial. 
Torture  was  often  employed,  in  defiance  of  the  laws 
of  England,  for  the  purpose  of  extorting  confessions 
from  those  who  were  shut  up  in  her  dungeons.  The 
authority  of  the  Star  Chamber  and  of  the  Ecclesiastical 
Commission  was  at  its  highest  point.  Severe  re¬ 
straints  were  imposed  on  political  and  religious  dis¬ 
cussion.  The  number  of  presses  was  at  one  time 
limited.  No  man  could  print  without  a  licence  ;  and 
every  work  had  to  undergo  the  scrutiny  of  the 
Primate,  or  the  Bishop  of  London.  Persons  whose 
writings  were  displeasing  to  the  court  were  cruelly 
mutilated,  like  Stubbs,  or  put  to  death,  like  Penry. 
Nonconformity  was  severely  punished.  The  Queen 
prescribed  the  exact  rule  of  religious  faith  and  dis¬ 
cipline  ;  and  whoever  departed  from  that  rule,  either 
to  the  right  or  to  the  left,  was  in  danger  of  severe 
penalties. 

Such  was  this  government.  Yet  we  know  that  it 
was  loved  by  the  great  body  of  those  who  lived  under 
it.  We  know  that,  during  the  fierce  contests  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  both  the  hostile  parties  spoke  of 
the  time  of  Elizabeth  as  of  a  golden  age.  That  great 
Queen  has  now  been  lying  two  hundred  and  thirty 
years  in  Henry  the  Seventh’s  chapel.  Yet  her 
memory  is  still  dear  to  the  hearts  of  a  free  people. 

The  truth  seems  to  be  that  the  government  of 
the  Tudors  was,  with  a  few  occasional  deviations,  a 
popular  government,  under  the  forms  of  despotism. 
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At  first  sight,  it  may  seem  that  the  prerogatives  of 
Elizabeth  were  not  less  ample  than  those  of  Louis 
the  Fourteenth,  and  her  parliaments  were  as  ob¬ 
sequious  as  his  parliaments,  that  her  warrant  had  as 
much  authority  as  his  lettr e-de-cachet.  The  extrava¬ 
gance  with  which  her  courtiers  eulogized  her  personal 
and  mental  charms  went  beyond  the  adulation  of 
Boileau  and  Moliere.  Louis  would  have  blushed  to 
receive  from  those  who  composed  the  gorgeous  circles 
of  Marli  and  Versailles  such  outward  marks  of  servi¬ 
tude  as  the  haughty  Britoness  exacted  of  all  who 
approached  her.  But  the  authority  of  Louis  rested  on 
the  support  of  his  army.  The  authority  of  Elizabeth 
rested  solely  on  the  support  of  her  people.  Those 
who  say  that  her  power  was  absolute  do  not  suffi¬ 
ciently  consider  in  what  her  power  consisted.  Her 
power  consisted  in  the  willing  obedience  of  her 
subjects,  in  their  .attachment  to  her  person  and  to  her 
office,  in  their  respect  for  the  old  line  from  which  she 
sprang,  in  their  sense  of  the  general  security  which 
they  enjoyed  under  her  government.  These  were 
the  means,  and  the  only  means,  which  she  had  at  her 
command  for  carrying  her  decrees  into  execution,  for 
resisting  foreign  enemies,  and  for  crushing  domestic 
treason.  There  was  not  a  ward  in  the  city,  there 
was  not  a  hundred  in  any  shire  in  England,  which 
could  not  have  overpowered  the  handful  of  armed 
men  who  composed  her  household.  If  a  hostile 
sovereign  threatened  invasion,  if  an  ambitious  noble 
raised  the  standard  of  revolt,  she  could  have  recourse 
only  to  the  train-bands  of  her  capital  and  the  array  of 
her  counties,  to  the  citizens  and  yeomen  of  England, 
commanded  by  the  merchants  and  esquires  of  England. 

Thus,  when  intelligence  arrived  of  the  vast 
preparations  which  Philip  was  making  for  the  sub¬ 
jugation  of  the  realm,  the  first  person  to  whom  the 
government  thought  of  applying  for  assistance  was 
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the  Lord  Mayor  of  London.  They  sent  to  ask  him 
what  force  the  city  would  engage  to  furnish  for  the 
defence  of  the  kingdom  against  the  Spaniards.  The 
Mayor  and  Common  Council,  in  return,  desired  to 
know  what  force  the  Queen’s  Highness  wished  them 
to  furnish.  The  answer  was,  fifteen  ships  and  five 
thousand  men.  The  Londoners  deliberated  on  the 
matter,  and,  two  days  after,  “  humbly  intreated  the 
council,  in  sign  of  their  perfect  love  and  loyalty  to 
prince  and  country,  to  accept  ten  thousand  men,  and 
thirty  ships  amply  furnished.” 

People  who  could  give  such  signs  as  these  of  their 
loyalty  were  by  no  means  to  be  misgoverned  with 
impunity.  The  English  in  the  sixteenth  century 
were,  beyond  all  doubt,  a  free  people.  They  had 
not,  indeed,  the  outward  show  of  freedom  ;  but  they 
had  the  reality.  They  had  not  as  good  a  constitution 
as  we  have  ;  but  they  had  that  without  which  the 
best  constitution  is  as  useless  as  the  king’s  proclama¬ 
tion  against  vice  and  immorality,  that  which,  without 
any  constitution,  keeps  rulers  in  awe,  force,  and  the 
spirit  to  use  it.  Parliaments,  it  is  true,  were  rarely 
held,  and  were  not  very  respectfully  treated.  The 
great  charter  was  often  violated.  But  the  people  had 
a  security  against  gross  and  systematic  misgovern- 
ment,  far  stronger  than  all  the  parchment  that  was 
ever  marked  with  the  sign  manual,  and  than  all  the 
wax  that  was  ever  pressed  by  the  great  seal. 

It  is  a  common  error  in  politics  to  confound  means 
with  ends.  Constitutions,  charters,  petitions  of  right, 
declarations  of  right,  representative  assemblies,  elec¬ 
toral  colleges,  are  not  good  government ;  nor  do  they, 
even  when  most  elaborately  constructed,  necessarily 
produce  good  government.  Laws  exist  in  vain  for 
those  who  have  not  the  courage  and  the  means  to 
defend  them.  Electors  meet  in  vain  where  want 
makes  them  the  slaves  of  the  landlord,  or  where 
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superstition  makes  them  the  slaves  of  the  priest 
Representative  assemblies  sit  in  vain  unless  they  have 
at  their  command,  in  the  last  resort,  the  physical 
power  which  is  necessary  to  make  their  deliberations 
free,  and  their  votes  effectual. 

The  Irish  are  better  represented  in  Parliament 
than  the  Scotch,  who  indeed  are  not  represented  at 
all.1  But  are  the  Irish  better  governed  than  the 
Scotch  ?  Surely  not.  This  circumstance  has  of  late 
been  used  as  an  argument  against  reform.  It  proves 
nothing  against  reform.  It  proves  only  this,  that 
laws  have  no  magical,  no  supernatural  virtue ;  that 
laws  do  not  act  like  Aladdin’s  lamp  or  Prince 
Ahmed’s  apple ;  that  priestcraft,  that  ignorance, 
that  the  rage  of  contending  factions,  may  make 
good  institutions  useless ;  that  intelligence,  sobriety, 
industry,  moral  freedom,  firm  union,  may  supply  in  a 
great  measure  the  defects  of  the  worst  representative 
system.  A  people  whose  education  and  habits  are 
such,  that,  in  every  quarter  of  the  world,  they  rise 
above  the  mass  of  those  with  whom  they  mix,  as 
surely  as  oil  rises  to  the  top  of  water,  a  people  of  such 
temper  and  self-government  that  the  wildest  popular 
excesses  recorded  in  their  history  partake  of  the 
gravity  of  judicial  proceedings,  and  of  the  solemnity 
of  religious  rites,  a  people  whose  national  pride  and 
mutual  attachment  have  passed  into  a  proverb,  a 
people  whose  high  and  fierce  spirit,  so  forcibly  de¬ 
scribed  in  the  haughty  motto  which  encircles  their 
thistle,  preserved  their  independence,  during  a 
struggle  of  centuries,  from  the  encroachments  of 
wealthier  and  more  powerful  neighbours,  such  a 
people  cannot  be  long  oppressed.  Any  government, 
however  constituted,  must  respect  their  wishes  and 
tremble  at  their  discontents.  It  is  indeed  most 

1  It  must  be  remembered  that  this  was  written  before  the  passing  of 
the  Reform  Act. 
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desirable  that  such  a  people  should  exercise  a  direct 
influence  on  the  conduct  of  affairs,  and  should  make 
their  wishes  known  through  constitutional  organs.  But 
some  influence,  direct  or  indirect,  they  will  assuredly 
possess.  Some  organ,  constitutional  or  unconstitu¬ 
tional,  they  will  assuredly  find.  They  will  be  better 
governed  under  a  good  constitution  than  under  a  bad 
constitution.  But  they  will  be  better  governed  under 
the  worst  constitution  than  some  other  nations  under 
the  best.  In  any  general  classification  of  constitutions, 
the  constitution  of  Scotland  must  be  reckoned  as  one 
of  the  worst,  perhaps  as  the  worst  in  Christian  Europe. 
Yet  the  Scotch  are  not  ill  governed.  And  the  reason 
is  simply  that  they  will  not  bear  to  be  ill  governed. 

In  some  of  the  Oriental  monarchies,  in  Afghani¬ 
stan  for  example,  though  there  exists  nothing  which 
an  European  publicist  would  call  a  Constitution,  the 
sovereign  generally  governs  in  conformity  with  certain 
rules  established  for  the  public  benefit ;  and  the  sanc¬ 
tion  of  those  rules  is,  that  every  Afghan  approves 
them,  and  that  every  Afghan  is  a  soldier. 

The  monarchy  of  England  in  the  sixteenth  cen¬ 
tury  was  a  monarchy  of  this  kind.  It  is  called  an 
absolute  monarchy,  because  little  respect  was  paid  by 
the  Tudors  to  those  institutions  which  we  have  been 
accustomed  to  consider  as  the  sole  checks  on  the 
power  of  the  sovereign.  A  modern  Englishman  can 
hardly  understand  how  the  people  can  have  had  any 
real  security  for  good  government  under  kings  who 
levied  benevolences,  and  chid  the  House  of  Commons 
as  they  would  have  chid  a  pack  of  dogs.  People  do 
not  sufficiently  consider  that,  though  the  legal  checks 
were  feeble,  the  natural  checks  were  strong.  There 
was  one  great  and  effectual  limitation  on  the  royal 
authority,  the  knowledge  that,  if  the  patience  of  the 
nation  were  severely  tried,  the  nation  would  put  forth 
its  strength,  and  that  its  strength  would  be  found 
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irresistible.  If  a  large  body  of  Englishmen  became 
thoroughly  discontented,  instead  of  presenting  requi¬ 
sitions,  holding  large  meetings,  passing  resolutions, 
signing  petitions,  forming  associations  and  unions, 
they  rose  up  ;  they  took  their  halberds  and  their 
bows ;  and,  if  the  sovereign  was  not  sufficiently 
popular  to  find  among  his  subjects  other  halberds 
and  other  bows  to  oppose  to  the  rebels,  nothing  re¬ 
mained  for  him  but  a  repetition  of  the  horrible  scenes 
of  Berkeley  and  Pomfret.  He  had  no  regular  army 
which  could,  by  its  superior  arms  and  its  superior 
skill,  overawe  or  vanquish  the  sturdy  Commons  of  his 
realm,  abounding  in  the  native  hardihood  of  English¬ 
men,  and  trained  in  the  simple  discipline  of  the 
militia. 

It  has  been  said  that  the  Tudors  were  as  absolute 
as  the  Caesars.  Never  was  parallel  so  unfortunate. 
The  government  of  the  Tudors  was  the  direct  opposite 
to  the  government  of  Augustus  and  his  successors. 
The  Caesars  ruled  despotically,  by  means  of  a  great 
standing  army,  under  the  decent  forms  of  a  republi¬ 
can  constitution.  They  called  themselves  citizens. 
They  mixed  unceremoniously  with  other  citizens.  In 
theory  they  were  only  the  elective  magistrates  of  a 
free  commonwealth.  Instead  of  arrogating  to  them¬ 
selves  despotic  power,  they  acknowledged  allegiance 
to  the  senate.  They  were  merely  the  lieutenants  of 
that  venerable  body.  They  mixed  in  debate.  They 
even  appeared  as  advocates  before  the  courts  of  law. 
Yet  they  could  safely  indulge  in  the  wildest  freaks  of 
cruelty  and  rapacity,  while  their  legions  remained 
faithful.  Our  Tudors,  on  the  other  hand,  under  the 
titles  and  forms  of  monarchical  supremacy,  were 
essentially  popular  magistrates.  They  had  no  means 
of  protecting  themselves  against  the  public  hatred  ; 
and  they  were  therefore  compelled  to  court  the  public 
favour.  To  enjoy  all  the  state  and  all  the  personal 
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indulgences  of  absolute  power,  to  be  adored  with 
Oriental  prostrations,  to  dispose  at  will  of  the  liberty 
and  even  of  the  life  of  ministers  and  courtiers,  this 
the  nation  granted  to  the  Tudors.  But  the  condition 
on  which  they  were  suffered  to  be  the  tyrants  of 
Whitehall  was  that  they  should  be  the  mild  and 
paternal  sovereigns  of  England.  They  were  under 
the  same  restraints  with  regard  to  their  people  under 
which  a  military  despot  is  placed  with  regard  to  his 
army.  They  would  have  found  it  as  dangerous  to 
grind  their  subjects  with  cruel  taxation  as  Nero  would 
have  found  it  to  leave  his  praetorians  unpaid.  Those 
who  immediately  surrounded  the  royal  person,  and 
engaged  in  the  hazardous  game  of  ambition,  were 
exposed  to  the  most  fearful  dangers.  Buckingham, 
Cromwell,  Surrey,  Seymour  of  Sudely,  Somerset, 
Northumberland,  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  Essex,  perished 
on  the  scaffold.  But  in  general,  the  country  gentle¬ 
man  hunted  and  the  merchant  traded  in  peace. 
Even  Henry,  as  cruel  as  Domitian,  but  far  more 
politic,  contrived,  while  reeking  with  the  blood  of  the 
Lamiae,  to  be  a  favourite  with  the  cobblers. 

The  Tudors  committed  very  tyrannical  acts. 
But  in  their  ordinary  dealings  with  the  people  they 
were  not,  and  could  not  safely  be,  tyrants.  Some 
excesses  were  easily  pardoned.  For  the  nation  was 
proud  of  the  high  and  fiery  blood  of  its  magnificent 
princes,  and  saw,  in  many  proceedings  which  a 
lawyer  would  even  then  have  condemned,  the  out¬ 
break  of  the  same  noble  spirit  which  so  manfully 
hurled  foul  scorn  at  Parma  and  at  Spain.  But  to 
this  endurance  there  was  a  limit.  If  the  government 
ventured  to  adopt  measures  which  the  people  really 
felt  to  be  oppressive,  it  was  soon  compelled  to  change 
its  course.  When  Henry  the  Eighth  attempted  to 
raise  a  forced  loan  of  unusual  amount  by  proceedings 
of  unusual  rigour,  the  opposition  which  he  encountered 
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was  such  as  appalled  even  his  stubborn  and  imperious 
spirit.  The  people,  we  are  told,  said  that,  if  they 
were  treated  thus,  “  then  were  it  worse  than  the  taxes 
of  France  ;  and  England  should  be  bond,  and  not 
free.”  The  county  of  Suffolk  rose  in  arms.  The 
King  prudently  yielded  to  an  opposition  which,  if  he 
had  persisted,  would,  in  all  probability,  have  taken 
the  form  of  a  general  rebellion.  Towards  the  close 
of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  the  people  felt  themselves 
aggrieved  by  the  monopolies.  The  Queen,  proud 
and  courageous  as  she  was,  shrank  from  a  contest 
with  the  nation,  and  with  admirable  sagacity,  con¬ 
ceded  all  that  her  subjects  had  demanded,  while  it 
was  yet  in  her  power  to  concede  with  dignity  and 
grace. 

It  cannot  be  imagined  that  a  people  who  had  in 
their  own  hands  the  means  of  checking  their  princes 
would  suffer  any  prince  to  impose  upon  them  a 
religion  generally  detested.  It  is  absurd  to  suppose 
that,  if  the  nation  had  been  decidedly  attached  to  the 
Protestant  faith,  Mary  could  have  re-established  the 
Papal  supremacy.  It  is  equally  absurd  to  suppose 
that,  if  the  nation  had  been  zealous  for  the  ancient 
religion,  Elizabeth  could  have  restored  the  Protestant 
Church.  The  truth  is,  that  the  people  were  not  dis¬ 
posed  to  engage  in  a  struggle  either  for  the  new 
or  for  the  old  doctrines.  Abundance  of  spirit  was 
shown  when  it  seemed  likely  that  Mary  would  resume 
her  father’s  grants  of  church  property,  or  that  she 
would  sacrifice  the  interests  of  England  to  the  husband 
whom  she  regarded  with  unmerited  tenderness.  That 
queen  found  that  it  would  be  madness  to  attempt  the 
restoration  of  the  abbey  lands.  She  found  that  her 
subjects  would  never  suffer  her  to  make  her  hereditary 
kingdom  a  fief  of  Castile.  On  these  points  she  en¬ 
countered  a  steady  resistance,  and  was  compelled  to 
give  way.  If  she  was  able  to  establish  the  Catholic 
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worship  and  to  persecute  those  who  would  not  con¬ 
form  to  it,  it  was  evidently  because  the  people  cared 
far  less  for  the  Protestant  religion  than  for  the  rights 
of  property  and  for  the  independence  of  the  English 
Crown.  In  plain  words,  they  did  not  think  the  differ¬ 
ence  between  the  hostile  sects  worth  a  struggle. 
There  was  undoubtedly  a  zealous  Protestant  party 
and  a  zealous  Catholic  party.  But  both  these  parties 
were,  we  believe,  very  small.  We  doubt,  whether 
both  together  made  up,  at  the  time  of  Mary’s 
death,  the  twentieth  part  of  the  nation.  The  remain¬ 
ing  nineteen  twentieths  halted  between  the  two 
opinions,  and  were  not  disposed  to  risk  a  revolution 
in  the  government,  for  the  purpose  of  giving  to 
either  of  the  extreme  factions  an  advantage  over  the 
other. 

We  possess  no  data  which  will  enable  us  to  com¬ 
pare  with  exactness  the  force  of  the  two  sects.  Mr. 
Butler  asserts  that,  even  at  the  accession  of  James 
the  First,  a  majority  of  the  population  of  England  were 
Catholics.  This  is  pure  assertion  ;  and  is  not  only 
unsupported  by  evidence,  but,  we  think,  completely 
disproved  by  the  strongest  evidence.  Dr.  Lingard  is 
of  opinion  that  the  Catholics  were  one  half  of  the 
nation  in  the  middle  of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth. 
Rushton  says  that,  when  Elizabeth  came  to  the 
throne,  the  Catholics  were  two  thirds  of  the  nation, 
and  the  Protestants  only  one  third.  The  most 
judicious  and  impartial  of  English  historians,  Mr. 
Hallam,  is,  on  the  contrary,  of  opinion,  that  two 
thirds  were  Protestants,  and  only  one  third  Catholics. 
To  us,  we  must  confess,  it  seems  incredible  that,  if 
the  Protestants  were  really  two  to  one,  they  should 
have  borne  the  government  of  Mary,  or  that,  if  the 
Catholics  were  really  two  to  one,  they  should  have 
borne  the  government  of  Elizabeth.  We  are 
at  a  loss  to  conceive  how  a  sovereign  who  has  no 
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standing  army,  and  whose  power  rests  solely  on  the 
loyalty  of  his  subjects,  can  continue  for  years  to 
persecute  a  religion  to  which  the  majority  of  his 
subjects  are  sincerely  attached.  In  fact,  the  Pro¬ 
testants  did  rise  up  against  one  sister,  and  the 
Catholics  against  the  other.  Those  risings  clearly 
showed  how  small  and  feeble  both  the  parties  were. 
Both  in  the  one  case  and  in  the  other  the  nation 
ranged  itself  on  the  side  of  the  government,  and  the 
insurgents  were  speedily  put  down  and  punished. 
The  Kentish  gentlemen  who  took  up  arms  for  the 
reformed  doctrines  against  Mary,  and  the  great 
Northern  Earls  who  displayed  the  banner  of  the  Five 
Wounds  against  Elizabeth,  were  alike  considered  by 
the  great  body  of  their  countrymen  as  wicked  dis¬ 
turbers  of  the  public  peace. 

The  account  which  Cardinal  Bentivoglio  gave  of 
the  state  of  religion  in  England  well  deserves  con¬ 
sideration.  The  zealous  Catholics  he  reckoned  at 
one  thirtieth  part  of  the  nation.  The  people  who 
would  without  the  least  scruple  become  Catholics,  if 
the  Catholic  religion  were  established,  he  estimated 
at  four  fifths  of  the  nation.  We  believe  this  account 
to  have  been  very  near  the  truth.  We  believe  that 
the  people,  whose  minds  were  made  up  on  either 
side,  who  were  inclined  to  make  any  sacrifice  or  run 
any  risk  for  either  religion,  were  very  few.  Each 
side  had  a  few  enterprising  champions,  and  a  few 
stout-hearted  martyrs  ;  but  the  nation,  undetermined 
in  its  opinions  and  feelings,  resigned  itself  implicitly 
to  the  guidance  of  the  government,  and  lent  to  the 
sovereign  for  the  time  being  an  equally  ready  aid 
against  either  of  the  extreme  parties. 

We  are  very  far  from  saying  that  the  English  of 
that  generation  were  irreligious.  They  held  firmly 
those  doctrines  which  are  common  to  the  Catholic 
and  to  the  Protestant  theology.  But  they  had  no 
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fixed  opinion  as  to  the  matters  in  dispute  between 
the  churches.  They  were  in  a  situation  resembling 
that  of  those  Borderers  whom  Sir  Walter  Scott  has 
described  with  so  much  spirit, 

“  Who  sought  the  beeves  that  made  their  broth 
In  England  and  in  Scotland  both.” 

And  who 

“  Nine  times  outlawed  had  been 
By  England’s  king  and  Scotland’s  queen.” 

They  were  sometimes  Protestants,  sometimes  Catho¬ 
lics  ;  sometimes  half  Protestants  half  Catholics. 

The  English  had  not,  for  ages,  been  bigoted 
Papists.  In  the  fourteenth  century,  the  first  and 
perhaps  the  greatest  of  the  reformers,  John  Wicklifife, 
had  stirred  the  public  mind  to  its  inmost  depths. 
During  the  same  century,  a  scandalous  schism  in  the 
Catholic  Church  had  diminished,  in  many  parts  of 
Europe,  the  reverence  in  which  the  Roman  pontiffs 
were  held.  It  is  clear  that,  a  hundred  years  before 
the  time  of  Luther,  a  great  party  in  this  kingdom 
was  eager  for  a  change  at  least  as  extensive  as  that 
which  was  subsequently  effected  by  Henry  the 
Eighth.  The  House  of  Commons,  in  the  reign  of 
Henry  the  Fourth,  proposed  a  confiscation  of  ecclesi¬ 
astical  property,  more  sweeping  and  violent  even 
than  that  which  took  place  under  the  adminis¬ 
tration  of  Thomas  Cromwell ;  and,  though  defeated 
in  this  attempt,  they  succeeded  in  depriving  the 
clerical  order  of  some  of  its  most  oppressive  privi¬ 
leges.  The  splendid  conquests  of  Henry  the  Fifth 
turned  the  attention  of  the  nation  from  domestic 
reform.  The  Council  of  Constance  removed  some  of 
the  grossest  of  those  scandals  which  had  deprived 
the  Church  of  the  public  respect.  The  authority  of 
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that  venerable  synod  propped  up  the  sinking 
authority  of  the  Popedom.  A  considerable  reaction 
took  place.  It  cannot,  however,  be  doubted,  that 
there  was  still  some  concealed  Lollardism  in  England ; 
or  that  many  who  did  not  absolutely  dissent  from 
any  doctrine  held  by  the  Church  of  Rome  were 
jealous  of  the  wealth  and  power  enjoyed  by  her 
ministers.  At  the  very  beginning  of  the  reign  of 
Henry  the  Eighth,  a  struggle  took  place  between  the 
clergy  and  the  courts  of  law,  in  which  the  courts  of 
law  remained  victorious.  One  of  the  bishops,  on  that 
occasion,  declared  that  the  common  people  enter¬ 
tained  the  strongest  prejudices  against  his  order,  and 
that  a  clergyman  had  no  chance  of  fair  play  before  a 
lay  tribunal.  The  London  juries,  he  said,  entertained 
such  a  spite  to  the  Church  that,  if  Abel  were  a  priest 
they  would  find  him  guilty  of  the  murder  of  Cain. 
This  was  said  a  few  months  before  the  time  when 
Martin  Luther  began  to  preach  at  Wittenburg  against 
indulgences. 

As  the  Reformation  did  not  find  the  English 
bigoted  Papists,  so  neither  was  it  conducted  in  such 
a  manner  as  to  make  them  zealous  Protestants.  It 
was  not  under  the  direction  of  men  like  that  fiery 
Saxon  who  swore  that  he  would  go  to  Worms, 
though  he  had  to  face  as  many  devils  as  there  were 
tiles  on  the  houses,  or  like  that  brave  Switzer  who 
was  struck  down  while  praying  in  front  of  the  ranks 
of  Zurich.  No  preacher  of  religion  had  the  same 
power  here  which  Calvin  had  at  Geneva  and  Knox 
in  Scotland.  The  government  put  itself  early  at  the 
head  of  the  movement,  and  thus  acquired  power  to 
regulate,  and  occasionally  to  arrest,  the  movement. 

To  many  persons  it  appears  extraordinary  that 
Henry  the  Eighth  should  have  been  able  to  maintain 
himself  so  long  in  an  intermediate  position  between 
the  Catholic  and  Protestant  parties.  Most  extra- 
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ordinary  it  would  indeed  be,  if  we  were  to  suppose 
that  the  nation  consisted  of  none  but  decided 
Catholics  and  decided  Protestants.  The  fact  is  that 
the  great  mass  of  the  people  was  neither  Catholic 
nor  Protestant,  but  was,  like  its  sovereign,  midway 
between  the  two  sects.  Henry  in  that  very  part  of 
his  conduct  which  has  been  represented  as  most 
capricious  and  inconsistent,  was  probably  following  a 
policy  far  more  pleasing  to  the  majority  of  his 
subjects  than  a  policy  like  that  of  Edward,  or  a  policy 
like  that  of  Mary,  would  have  been.  Down  even  to 
the  very  close  of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  the  people 
were  in  a  state  somewhat  resembling  that  in  which, 
as  Machiavelli  says,  the  inhabitants  of  the  Roman 
empire  were,  during  the  transition  from  heathenism 
to  Christianity ;  “  sendo  la  maggior  parte  di  loro 
incerti  a  quale  Dio  dovessero  ricorrere.”  They  were 
generally,  we  think,  favourable  to  the  royal  supre¬ 
macy.  They  disliked  the  policy  of  the  Court  of 
Rome.  Their  spirit  rose  against  the  interference  of 
a  foreign  priest  with  their  national  concerns.  The 
bull  which  pronounced  sentence  of  deposition  against 
Elizabeth,  the  plots  which  were  formed  against  her 
life,  the  usurpation  of  her  titles  by  the  Queen  of 
Scotland,  the  hostility  of  Philip,  excited  their 
strongest  indignation.  The  cruelties  of  Bonner  were 
remembered  with  disgust.  Some  parts  of  the  new 
system,  the  use  of  the  English  language,  for  example, 
in  public  worship,  and  the  communion  in  both 
kinds,  were  undoubtedly  popular.  On  the  other  hand, 
the  early  lessons  of  the  nurse  and  the  priest  were 
not  forgotten.  The  ancient  ceremonies  were  long 
remembered  with  affectionate  reverence.  A  large 
portion  of  the  ancient  theology  lingered  to  the  last 
in  the  minds  which  had  been  imbued  with  it  in 
childhood. 

The  best  proof  that  the  religion  of  the  people  was 
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of  this  mixed  kind  is  furnished  by  the  Drama  of 
that  age.  No  man  would  bring  unpopular  opinions 
prominently  forward  in  a  play  intended  for  represen¬ 
tation.  And  we  may  safely  conclude,  that  feelings 
and  opinions  which  pervade  the  whole  Dramatic 
Literature  of  a  generation,  are  feelings  and  opinions 
of  which  the  men  of  that  generation  generally  par¬ 
took. 

The  greatest  and  most  popular  dramatists  of  the 
Elizabethan  age  treat  religious  subjects  in  a  very 
remarkable  manner.  They  speak  respectfully  of  the 
fundamental  doctrines  of  Christianity.  But  they 
speak  neither  like  Catholics  nor  like  Protestants,  but 
like  persons  who  are  wavering  between  the  two 
systems,  or  who  have  made  a  system  for  themselves 
out  of  parts  selected  from  both.  They  seem  to  hold 
some  of  the  Romish  rites  and  doctrines  in  high 
respect.  They  treat  the  vow  of  celibacy,  for  example, 
so  tempting,  and,  in  later  times,  so  common  a  subject 
for  ribaldry,  with  mysterious  reverence.  Almost 
every  member  of  a  religious  order  whom  they  intro¬ 
duce  is  a  holy  and  venerable  man.  We  remember 
in  their  plays  nothing  resembling  the  coarse  ridicule 
with  which  the  Catholic  religion  and  its  ministers 
were  assailed,  two  generations  later,  by  dramatists 
who  wished  to  please  the  multitude.  We  remember 
no  Friar  Dominic,  no  Father  Foigard,  among  the 
characters  drawn  by  those  great  poets.  The  scene  at 
the  close  of  the  Knight  of  Malta  might  have  been 
written  by  a  fervent  Catholic.  Massinger  shows  a 
great  fondness  for  ecclesiastics  of  the  Romish  Church, 
and  has  even  gone  so  far  as  to  bring  a  virtuous  and 
interesting  Jesuit  on  the  stage.  Ford,  in  that  fine 
play  which  it  is  painful  to  read  and  scarcely  decent 
to  name,  assigns  a  highly  creditable  part  to  the 
Friar,  The  partiality  of  Shakspeare  for  Friars  is 
well  known.  In  Hamlet,  the  Ghost  complains  that 
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he  died  without  extreme  unction,  and,  in  defiance  of 
the  article  which  condemns  the  doctrine  of  purgatory, 
declares  that  he  is 

“  Confined  to  fast  in  fires, 

Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  his  days  of  nature, 

Are  burnt  and  purged  away.” 

These  lines,  we  suspect,  would  have  raised  a  tre¬ 
mendous  storm  in  the  theatre  at  any  time  during 
the  reign  of  Charles  the  Second.  They  were  clearly 
not  written  by  a  zealous  Protestant,  or  for  zealous 
Protestants.  Yet  the  author  of  King  John  and 
Henry  the  Eighth  was  surely  no  friend  to  papal 
supremacy. 

There  is,  we  think,  only  one  solution  of  the  phae- 
nomena  which  we  find  in  the  history  and  in  the  drama 
of  that  age.  The  religion  of  the  English  was  a  mixed 
religion,  like  that  of  the  Samaritan  settlers,  described 
in  the  second  book  of  Kings,  who  “  feared  the  Lord, 
and  served  their  graven  images  ;  ”  like  that  of  the 
Judaizing  Christians  who  blended  the  ceremonies  and 
doctrines  of  the  synagogue  with  those  of  the  church  ; 
like  that  of  the  Mexican  Indians,  who,  during  many 
generations  after  the  subjugation  of  their  race,  con¬ 
tinued  to  unite  with  the  rites  learned  from  their  con¬ 
querors  the  worship  of  the  grotesque  idols  which  had 
been  adored  by  Montezuma  and  Guatemozin. 

These  feelings  were  not  confined  to  the  populace. 
Elizabeth  herself  was  by  no  means  exempt  from  them. 
A  crucifix,  with  wax-lights  burning  round  it,  stood 
in  her  private  chapel.  She  always  spoke  with  dis¬ 
gust  and  anger  of  the  marriage  of  priests.  “  I  was 
in  horror,”  says  Archbishop  Parker,  “to  hear  such 
words  to  come  from  her  mild  nature  and  Christian 
learned  conscience,  as  she  spake  concerning  God’s 
holy  ordinance  and  institution  of  matrimony.”  Bur¬ 
leigh  prevailed  on  her  to  connive  at  the  marriages 
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of  churchmen.  But  she  would  only  connive  ;  and  the 
children  sprung  from  such  marriages  were  illegitimate 
till  the  accession  of  James  the  First. 

That  which  is,  as  we  have  said,  the  great  stain  on 
the  character  of  Burleigh  is  also  the  great  stain  on  the 
character  of  Elizabeth.  Being  herself  an  Adiaphorist, 
having  no  scruple  about  conforming  to  the  Romish 
Church  when  conformity  was  necessary  to  her  own 
safety,  retaining  to  the  last  moment  of  her  life  a  fond¬ 
ness  for  much  of  the  doctrine  and  much  of  the  cere¬ 
monial  of  that  church,  she  yet  subjected  that  church 
to  a  persecution  even  more  odious  than  the  persecu¬ 
tion  with  which  her  sister  had  harassed  the  Protes¬ 
tants.  We  say  more  odious.  For  Mary  had  at  least 
the  plea  of  fanaticism.  She  did  nothing  for  her 
religion  which  she  was  not  prepared  to  suffer  for  it. 
She  had  held  it  firmly  under  persecution.  She  fully 
believed  it  to  be  essential  to  salvation.  If  she  burned 
the  bodies  of  her  subjects,  it  was  in  order  to  rescue 
their  souls.  Elizabeth  had  no  such  pretext.  In 
opinion,  she  was  little  more  than  half  a  Protestant. 
She  had  professed,  when  it  suited  her,  to  be  wholly  a 
Catholic.  There  is  an  excuse,  a  wretched  excuse,  for 
the  massacres  of  Piedmont  and  the  Autos-da-fi  of 
Spain.  But  what  can  be  said  in  defence  of  a  ruler 
who  is  at  once  indifferent  and  intolerant  ? 

If  the  great  Queen,  whose  memory  is  still  held  in 
just  veneration  by  Englishmen,  had  possessed  suffi¬ 
cient  virtue  and  sufficient  enlargement  of  mind  to 
adopt  those  principles  which  More,  wiser  in  specula¬ 
tion  than  in  action,  had  avowed  in  the  preceding 
generation,  and  by  which  the  excellent  L’Hospital 
regulated  his  conduct  in  her  own  time,  how  different 
would  be  the  colour  of  the  whole  history  of  the  last 
two  hundred  and  fifty  years  !  She  had  the  happiest 
opportunity  ever  vouchsafed  to  any  sovereign  of 
establishing  perfect  freedom  of  conscience  throughout 
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her  dominions,  without  danger  to  her  government, 
without  scandal  to  any  large  party  among  her  sub¬ 
jects.  The  nation,  as  it  was  clearly  ready  to  profess 
either  religion,  would,  beyond  all  doubt,  have  been 
ready  to  tolerate  both.  Unhappily  for  her  own  glory 
and  for  the  public  peace,  she  adopted  a  policy  from 
the  effects  of  which  the  empire  is  still  suffering.  The 
yoke  of  the  Established  Church  was  pressed  down  on 
the  people  till  they  would  bear  it  no  longer.  Then  a 
reaction  came.  Another  reaction  followed.  To  the 
tyranny  of  the  establishment  succeeded  the  tumul¬ 
tuous  conflict  of  sects,  infuriated  by  manifold  wrongs, 
and  drunk  with  unwonted  freedom.  To  the  conflict 
of  sects  succeeded  again  the  cruel  domination  of  one 
persecuting  church.  At  length  oppression  put  off  its 
most  horrible  form,  and  took  a  milder  aspect.  The 
penal  laws  which  had  been  framed  for  the  protection 
of  the  established  church  were  abolished.  But  exclu¬ 
sions  and  disabilities  still  remained.  These  exclusions 
and  disabilities,  after  having  generated  the  most  fear¬ 
ful  discontents,  after  having  rendered  all  government 
in  one  part  of  the  kingdom  impossible,  after  having 
brought  the  state  to  the  very  brink  of  ruin,  have,  in 
our  times,  been  removed,  but,  though  removed,  have 
left  behind  them  a  rankling  which  may  last  for  many 
years.  It  is  melancholy  to  think  with  what  ease 
Elizabeth  might  have  united  all  conflicting  sects 
under  the  shelter  of  the  same  impartial  laws  and  the 
same  paternal  throne,  and  thus  have  placed  the  nation 
in  the  same  situation,  as  far  as  the  rights  of  conscience 
are  concerned,  in  which  we  at  last  stand,  after  all  the 
heart-burnings,  the  persecutions,  the  conspiracies, 
the  seditions,  the  revolutions,  the  judicial  murders, 
the  civil  wars,  of  ten  generations. 

This  is  the  dark  side  of  her  character.  Yet  she 
surely  was  a  great  woman.  Of  all  the  sovereigns 
who  exercised  a  power  which  was  seemingly  absolute, 
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but  which  in  fact  depended  for  support  on  the  love 
and  confidence  of  their  subjects,  she  was  by  far  the 
most  illustrious.  It  has  often  been  alleged  as  an  ex¬ 
cuse  for  the  misgovernment  of  her  successors  that  they 
only  followed  her  example,  that  precedents  might  be 
found  in  the  transactions  of  her  reign  for  persecuting 
the  Puritans,  for  levying  money  without  the  sanction 
of  the  House  of  Commons,  for  confining  men  without 
bringing  them  to  trial,  for  interfering  with  the  liberty 
of  parliamentary  debate.  All  this  may  be  true.  But 
it  is  no  good  plea  for  her  successors  ;  and  for  this 
plain  reason,  that  they  were  her  successors.  She 
governed  one  generation,  they  governed  another  ;  and 
between  the  two  generations  there  was  almost  as 
little  in  common  as  between  the  people  of  two  dif¬ 
ferent  countries.  It  was  not  by  looking  at  the  particu¬ 
lar  measures  which  Elizabeth  had  adopted,  but  by 
looking  at  the  great  general  principles  of  her  govern¬ 
ment,  that  those  who  followed  her  were  likely  to 
learn  the  art  of  managing  untractable  subjects.  If, 
instead  of  searching  the  records  of  her  reign  for  pre¬ 
cedents  which  might  seem  to  vindicate  the  mutilation 
of  Prynne  and  the  imprisonment  of  Eliot,  the  Stuarts 
had  attempted  to  discover  the  fundamental  rules 
which  guided  her  conduct  in  all  her  dealings  with 
her  people,  they  would  have  perceived  that  their 
policy  was  then  most  unlike  to  hers,  when  to  a  super¬ 
ficial  observer  it  would  have  seemed  most  to  resemble 
hers.  Firm,  haughty,  sometimes  unjust  and  cruel,  in 
her  proceedings  towards  individuals  or  towards  small 
parties,  she  avoided  with  care,  or  retracted  with  speed, 
every  measure  which  seemed  likely  to  alienate  the 
great  mass  of  the  people.  She  gained  more  honour 
and  more  love  by  the  manner  in  which  she  repaired 
her  errors  than  she  would  have  gained  by  never  com¬ 
mitting  errors.  If  such  a  man  as  Charles  the  First 
had  been  in  her  place  when  the  whole  nation  was 
VOL.  VIII  P 
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crying  out  against  the  monopolies,  he  would  have 
refused  all  redress.  He  would  have  dissolved  the 
Parliament,  and  imprisoned  the  most  popular  mem¬ 
bers.  He  would  have  called  another  Parliament.  He 
would  have  given  some  vague  and  delusive  promises 
of  relief  in  return  for  subsidies.  When  entreated  to 
fulfil  his  promises,  he  would  have  again  dissolved  the 
Parliament,  and  again  imprisoned  his  leading  oppo¬ 
nents.  The  country  would  have  become  more  agi¬ 
tated  than  before.  The  next  House  of  Commons 
would  have  been  more  unmanageable  than  that  which 
preceded  it.  The  tyrant  would  have  agreed  to  all 
that  the  nation  demanded.  He  would  have  solemnly 
ratified  an  act  abolishing  monopolies  for  ever.  He 
would  have  received  a  large  supply  in  return  for  this 
concession  ;  and  within  half  a  year  new  patents,  more 
oppressive  than  those  which  had  been  cancelled,  would 
have  been  issued  by  scores.  Such  was  the  policy 
which  brought  the  heir  of  a  long  line  of  kings,  in 
early  youth  the  darling  of  his  countrymen,  to  a  prison 
and  a  scaffold. 

Elizabeth,  before  the  House  of  Commons  could 
address  her,  took  out  of  their  mouths  the  words 
which  they  were  about  to  utter  in  the  name  of  the 
nation.  Her  promises  went  beyond  their  desires. 
Her  performance  followed  close  upon  her  promise. 
She  did  not  treat  the  nation  as  an  adverse  party,  as 
a  party  which  had  an  interest  opposed  to  hers,  as  a 
party  to  which  she  was  to  grant  as  few  advantages  as 
possible,  and  from  which  she  was  to  extort  as  much 
money  as  possible.  Her  benefits  were  given,  not 
sold  ;  and,  when  once  given,  they  were  never  with¬ 
drawn.  She  gave  them  too  with  a  frankness,  an  effu¬ 
sion  of  heart,  a  princely  dignity,  a  motherly  tender¬ 
ness,  which  enhanced  their  value.  They  were  received 
by  the  sturdy  country  gentlemen  who  had  come  up 
to  Westminster  full  of  resentment,  with  tears  of  joy, 
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and  shouts  of  “  God  save  the  Queen.”  Charles  the 
First  gave  up  half  the  prerogatives  of  his  crown  to 
the  Commons  ;  and  the  Commons  sent  him  in  return 
the  Grand  Remonstrance. 

We  had  intended  to  say  something  concerning 
that  illustrious  group  of  which  Elizabeth  is  the  central 
figure,  that  group  which  the  last  of  the  bards  saw  in 
vision  from  the  top  of  Snowdon,  encircling  the  Virgin 
Queen, 

“  Many  a  baron  bold, 

And  gorgeous  dames,  and  statesmen  old 
In  bearded  majesty.” 

We  had  intended  to  say  something  concerning  the 
dexterous  Walsingham,  the  impetuous  Oxford,  the 
graceful  Sackville,  the  all-accomplished  Sydney ;  con¬ 
cerning  Essex,  the  ornament  of  the  court  and  of  the 
camp,  the  model  of  chivalry,  the  munificent  patron 
of  genius,  whom  great  virtues,  great  courage,  great 
talents,  the  favour  of  his  sovereign,  the  love  of  his 
countrymen,  all  that  seemed  to  insure  a  happy  and 
glorious  life,  led  to  an  early  and  an  ignominious  death  ; 
concerning  Raleigh,  the  soldier,  the  sailor,  the  scholar, 
the  courtier,  the  orator,  the  poet,  the  historian,  the 
philosopher,  whom  we  picture  to  ourselves,  sometimes 
reviewing  the  Queen’s  guard,  sometimes  giving  chase 
to  a  Spanish  galleon,  then  answering  the  chiefs  of  the 
country  party  in  the  House  of  Commons,  then  again 
murmuring  one  of  his  sweet  love-songs  too  near  the 
ears  of  her  Highness’s  maids  of  honour,  and  soon 
after  poring  over  the  Talmud,  or  collating  Polybius 
with  Livy.  We  had  intended  also  to  say  something 
concerning  the  literature  of  that  splendid  period,  and 
especially  concerning  those  two  incomparable  men, 
the  Prince  of  Poets  and  the  Prince  of  Philosophers, 
who  have  made  the  Elizabethan  age  a  more  glorious 
and  important  era  in  the  history  of  the  human  mind 
than  the  age  of  Pericles,  of  Augustus,  or  of  Leo. 
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But  subjects  so  vast  require  a  space  far  larger  than 
we  can  at  present  afford.  We  therefore  stop  here, 
fearing  that,  if  we  proceed,  our  article  may  swell  to 
a  bulk  exceeding  that  of  all  other  reviews,  as  much 
as  Dr.  Nares’s  book  exceeds  the  bulk  of  all  other 
histories. 
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MIRABEAU.  (July,  1832.) 

Souvenirs  sur  Mirabeau,  et  sur  les  deux  Premieres  Assem¬ 
bles  Legislatives.  Par  Etienne  Dumont,  de  Geneve  : 
ouvrage  posthume  publie  par  M.  J.  L.  Duval,  Membre 
du  Conseil  Representatif  du  Canton  du  Geneve.  8vo. 
Paris  :  1832. 

THIS  is  a  very  amusing  and  a  very  instructive  book : 
but,  even  if  it  were  less  amusing  and  less  instructive, 
it  would  still  be  interesting  as  a  relic  of  a  wise  and 
virtuous  man.  M  Dumont  was  one  of  those  persons, 
the  care  of  whose  fame  belongs  in  an  especial  manner 
to  mankind.  For  he  was  one  of  those  persons  who 
have,  for  the  sake  of  mankind,  neglected  the  care  of 
their  own  fame.  In  his  walk  through  life  there  was 
no  obtrusiveness,  no  pushing,  no  elbowing,  none  of 
the  little  arts  which  bring  forward  little  men.  With 
every  right  to  the  head  of  the  board,  he  took  the 
lowest  room,  and  well  deserved  to  be  greeted  with— 
Friend,  go  up  higher.  Though  no  man  was  more 
capable  of  achieving  for  himself  a  separate  and  inde¬ 
pendent  renown,  he  attached  himself  to  others ;  he 
laboured  to  raise  their  fame  ;  he  was  content  to  re¬ 
ceive  as  his  share  of  the  reward  the  mere  overflow¬ 
ings  which  redounded  from  the  full  measure  of  their 
glory.  Not  that  he  was  of  a  servile  and  idolatrous 
habit  of  mind  : — not  that  he  was  one  of  the  tribe  of 
Boswells, — those  literary  Gibeonites,  born  to  be 
hewers  of  wood  and  drawers  of  water  to  the  higher 
intellectual  castes.  Possessed  of  talents  and  acquire- 
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ments  which  made  him  great,  he  wished  only  to 
be  useful.  In  the  prime  of  manhood,  at  the  very 
time  of  life  at  which  ambitious  men  are  most  am¬ 
bitious,  he  was  not  solicitous  to  proclaim  that  he 
furnished  information,  arguments,  and  eloquence  to 
Mirabeau.  In  his  later  years  he  was  perfectly  will¬ 
ing  that  his  renown  should  merge  in  that  of  Mr. 
Bentham. 

The  services  which  M.  Dumont  has  rendered  to 
society  can  be  fully  appreciated  only  by  those  who 
have  studied  Mr.  Bentham’s  works,  both  in  their  rude 
and  in  their  finished  state.  The  difference  both  for 
show  and  for  use  is  as  great  as  the  difference  between 
a  lump  of  golden  ore  and  a  rouleau  of  sovereigns  fresh 
from  the  mint.  Of  Mr.  Bentham  we  would  at  all 
times  speak  with  the  reverence  which  is  due  to  a 
great  original  thinker,  and  to  a  sincere  and  ardent 
friend  of  the  human  race.  If  a  few  weaknesses  were 
mingled  with  his  eminent  virtues, — if  a  few  errors  in¬ 
sinuated  themselves  among  the  many  valuable  truths 
which  he  taught, — this  is  assuredly  no  time  for  notic¬ 
ing  those  weaknesses  or  those  errors  in  an  unkind  or 
sarcastic  spirit.  A  great  man  has  gone  from  among 
us,  full  of  years,  of  good  works,  and  of  deserved 
honours.  In  some  of  the  highest  departments  in 
which  the  human  intellect  can  exert  itself  he  has  not 
left  his  equal  or  his  second  behind  him.  From  his 
contemporaries  he  has  had,  according  to  the  usual 
lot,  more  or  less  than  justice.  He  has  had  blind  flat¬ 
terers  and  blind  detractors — flatterers  who  could  see 
nothing  but  perfection  in  his  style,  detractors  who 
could  see  nothing  but  nonsense  in  his  matter.  He 
will  now  have  judges.  Posterity  will  pronounce  its 
calm  and  impartial  decision  :  and  that  decision  will, 
we  firmly  believe,  place  in  the  same  rank  with  Gali¬ 
leo,  and  with  Locke,  the  man  who  found  jurispru¬ 
dence  a  gibberish  and  left  it  a  science.  Never  was 
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there  a  literary  partnership  so  fortunate  as  that  of 
Mr.  Bentham  and  M.  Dumont.  The  raw  material 
which  Mr.  Bentham  furnished  was  most  precious ; 
but  it  was  unmarketable.  He  was,  assuredly,  at  once 
a  great  logician  and  a  great  rhetorician.  But  the 
effect  of  his  logic  was  injured  by  a  vicious  arrange¬ 
ment,  and  the  effect  of  his  rhetoric  by  a  vicious  style. 
His  mind  was  vigorous,  comprehensive,  subtle,  fertile 
of  arguments,  fertile  of  illustrations.  But  he  spoke 
in  an  unknown  tongue ;  and,  that  the  congregation 
might  be  edified,  it  was  necessary  that  some  brother 
having  the  gift  of  interpretation  should  expound  the 
invaluable  jargon  ;  his  oracles  were  of  high  import ; 
but  they  were  traced  on  leaves  and  flung  loose  to  the 
wind.  So  negligent  was  he  of  the  arts  of  selection, 
distribution,  and  compression,  that  to  persons  who 
formed  their  judgment  of  him  from  his  works  in  their 
undigested  state  he  seemed  to  be  the  least  systematic 
of  all  philosophers.  The  truth  is,  that  his  opinions 
formed  a  system,  which,  whether  sound  or  unsound, 
is  more  exact,  more  entire,  and  more  consistent  with 
itself  than  any  other.  Yet  to  superficial  readers  of 
his  works  in  their  original  form,  and  indeed  to  all 
readers  of  those  works  who  did  not  bring  great  in¬ 
dustry  and  great  acuteness  to  the  study,  he  seemed 
to  be  a  man  of  a  quick  and  ingenious  but  ill-regu¬ 
lated  mind,— -who  saw  truth  only  by  glimpses, — who 
threw  out  many  striking  hints,  but  who  had  never 
thought  of  combining  his  doctrines  in  one  harmonious 
whole. 

M.  Dumont  was  admirably  qualified  to  supply 
what  was  wanting  in  Mr.  Bentham.  In  the  qualities 
in  which  the  French  writers  surpass  those  of  all  other 
nations, — neatness,  clearness,  precision,  condensation, 
— he  surpassed  all  French  writers.  If  M.  Dumont 
had  never  been  born,  Mr.  Bentham  would  still  have 
been  a  very  great  man.  But  he  would  have  been 
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great  to  himself  alone.  The  fertility  of  his  mind 
would  have  resembled  the  fertility  of  those  vast 
American  wildernesses  in  which  blossoms  and  decays 
a  rich  but  unprofitable  vegetation,  “  wherewith  the 
reaper  filleth  not  his  hand,  neither  he  that  bindeth 
up  the  sheaves  his  bosom.”  It  would  have  been  with 
his  discoveries  as  it  has  been  with  the  “  Century  of 
Inventions.”  His  speculations  on  laws  would  have 
been  of  no  more  practical  use  than  Lord  Worcester’s 
speculations  on  steam-engines.  Some  generations 
hence,  perhaps,  when  legislation  had  found  its  Watt, 
an  antiquarian  might  have  published  to  the  world 
the  curious  fact,  that,  in  the  reign  of  George  the 
Third,  there  had  been  a  man  called  Bentham, 
who  had  given  hints  of  many  discoveries  made 
since  his  time,  and  who  had  really,  for  his  age,  taken 
a  most  philosophical  view  of  the  principles  of  juris¬ 
prudence. 

Many  persons  have  attempted  to  interpret  be¬ 
tween  this  powerful  mind  and  the  public.  But,  in 
our  opinion,  M.  Dumont  alone  has  succeeded.  It 
is  remarkable  that,  in  foreign  countries,  where  Mr. 
Bentham’s  works  are  known  solely  through  the 
medium  of  the  French  version,  his  merit  is  almost 
universally  acknowledged.  Even  those  who  are  most 
decidedly  opposed  to  his  political  opinions— the  very 
chiefs  of  the  Holy  Alliance— have  publicly  testified 
their  respect  for  him.  In  England,  on  the  contrary, 
many  persons  who  certainly  entertained  no  prejudice 
against  him  on  political  grounds  were  long  in  the 
habit  of  mentioning  him  contemptuously.  Indeed, 
what  was  said  of  Bacon’s  Philosophy  may  be  said 
of  Bentham’s.  It  was  in  little  repute  among  us, 
till  judgments  in  its  favour  came  from  beyond  sea, 
and  convinced  us,  to  our  shame,  that  we  had  been 
abusing  and  laughing  at  one  of  the  greatest  men 
of  the  age. 


Mirabeau 


217 


M.  Dumont  might  easily  have  found  employ¬ 
ments  more  gratifying  to  personal  vanity  than  that 
of  arranging  works  not  his  own.  But  he  could  have 
found  no  employment  more  useful  or  more  truly 
honourable.  The  book  before  us,  hastily  written  as 
it  is,  contains  abundant  proof,  if  proof  were  needed, 
that  he  did  not  become  an  editor  because  he  wanted 
the  talents  which  would  have  made  him  eminent  as 
a  writer. 

Persons  who  hold  democratical  opinions,  and  who 
have  been  accustomed  to  consider  M.  Dumont  as  one 
of  their  party,  have  been  surprised  and  mortified  to 
learn  that  he  speaks  with  very  little  respect  of  the 
French  Revolution  and  of  its  authors.  Some  zealous 
Tories  have  naturally  expressed  great  satisfaction  at 
finding  their  doctrines,  in  some  respects,  confirmed 
by  the  testimony  of  an  unwilling  witness.  The  date 
of  the  work,  we  think,  explains  every  thing.  If  it  had 
been  written  ten  years  earlier,  or  twenty  years  later, 
it  would  have  been  very  different  from  what  it  is. 
It  was  written,  neither  during  the  first  excitement 
of  the  Revolution,  nor  at  that  later  period  when  the 
practical  good  produced  by  the  Revolution  had  be¬ 
come  manifest  to  the  most  prejudiced  observers  ;  but 
in  those  wretched  times  when  the  enthusiasm  had 
abated,  and  the  solid  advantages  were  not  yet  fully 
seen.  It  was  written  in  the  year  1799, — a  year  in 
which  the  most  sanguine  friend  of  liberty  might 
well  feel  some  misgivings  as  to  the  effects  of  what 
the  National  Assembly  had  done.  The  evils  which 
attend  every  great  change  had  been  severely  felt. 
The  benefit  was  still  to  come.  The  price — -a  heavy 
price — had  been  paid.  The  thing  purchased  had 
not  yet  been  delivered.  Europe  was  swarming  with 
French  exiles.  The  fleets  and  armies  of  the  second 
coalition  were  victorious.  Within  France,  the  reign 
of  terror  was  over ;  but  the  reign  of  law  had  not 
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commenced.  There  had  been,  indeed,  during  three 
or  four  years,  a  written  Constitution,  by  which  rights 
were  defined  and  checks  provided.  But  these  rights 
had  been  repeatedly  violated  ;  and  those  checks  had 
proved  utterly  inefficient.  The  laws  which  had  been 
framed  to  secure  the  distinct  authority  of  the  execu¬ 
tive  magistrates  and  of  the  legislative  assemblies — 
the  freedom  of  election— the  freedom  of  debate — the 
freedom  of  the  press — the  personal  freedom  of  citi¬ 
zens — were  a  dead  letter.  The  ordinary  mode  in 
which  the  Republic  was  governed  was  by  coups  d'etat. 
On  one  occasion,  the  legislative  councils  were  placed 
under  military  restraint  by  the  directors.  Then, 
again,  directors  were  deposed  by  the  legislative 
councils.  Elections  were  set  aside  by  the  executive 
authority.  Ship-loads  of  writers  and  speakers  were 
sent,  without  a  legal  trial,  to  die  of  fever  in  Guiana. 
France,  in  short,  was  in  that  state  in  which  revolu¬ 
tions,  effected  by  violence,  almost  always  leave  a 
nation.  The  habit  of  obedience  had  been  lost  The 
spell  of  prescription  had  been  broken.  Those  asso¬ 
ciations  on  which,  far  more  than  on  any  arguments 
about  property  and  order,  the  authority  of  magis¬ 
trates  rests  had  completely  passed  away.  The  power 
of  the  government  consisted  merely  in  the  physical 
force  which  it  could  bring  to  its  support.  Moral 
force  it  had  none.  It  was  itself  a  government  sprung 
from  a  recent  convulsion.  Its  own  fundamental 
maxim  was,  that  rebellion  might  be  justifiable.  Its 
own  existence  proved  that  rebellion  might  be  suc¬ 
cessful.  The  people  had  been  accustomed,  during 
several  years,  to  offer  resistance  to  the  constituted 
authorities  on  the  slightest  provocation,  and  to  see 
the  constituted  authorities  yield  to  that  resistance. 
The  whole  political  world  was  “without  form  and 
void” — an  incessant  whirl  of  hostile  atoms,  which, 
every  moment,  formed  some  new  combination.  The 
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only  man  who  could  fix  the  agitated  elements  of 
society  in  a  stable  form  was  following  a  wild  vision 
of  glory  and  empire  through  the  Syrian  deserts.  The 
time  was  not  yet  come,  when 

“  Confusion  heard  his  voice  ;  and  wild  uproar 
Stood  ruled :  ” 

when,  out  of  the  chaos  into  which  the  old  society  had 
been  resolved,  were  to  rise  a  new  dynasty,  a  new 
peerage,  a  new  church,  and  a  new  code. 

The  dying  words  of  Madame  Roland,  “  Oh 
Liberty !  how  many  crimes  are  committed  in  thy 
name !  ”  were  at  that  time  echoed  by  many  of  the 
most  upright  and  benevolent  of  mankind.  M.  Guizot 
has,  in  one  of  his  admirable  pamphlets,  happily  and 
justly  described  M.  Laine,  as  “an  honest  and  liberal 
man,  discouraged  by  the  Revolution.”  This  descrip¬ 
tion,  at  the  time  when  M.  Dumont’s  Memoirs  were 
written,  would  have  applied  to  almost  every  honest 
and  liberal  man  in  Europe,  and  would,  beyond  all 
doubt,  have  applied  to  M.  Dumont  himself.  To  that 
fanatical  worship  of  the  all-wise  and  all-good  people, 
which  had  been  common  a  few  years  before,  had 
succeeded  an  uneasy  suspicion  that  the  follies  and 
vices  of  the  people  would  frustrate  all  attempts  to 
serve  them.  The  wild  and  joyous  exultation,  with 
which  the  meeting  of  the  States-General  and  the 
fall  of  the  Bastile  had  been  hailed,  had  passed  away. 
In  its  place  was  dejection,  and  a  gloomy  distrust  of 
specious  appearances.  The  philosophers  and  philan¬ 
thropists  had  reigned.  And  what  had  their  reign 
produced  ?  Philosophy  had  brought  with  it  mum¬ 
meries  as  absurd  as  any  which  had  been  practised 
by  the  most  superstitious  zealot  of  the  darkest  age. 
Philanthropy  had  brought  with  it  crimes  as  horrible 
as  the  massacre  of  Saint  Bartholomew.  This  was 
the  emancipation  of  the  human  mind.  These  were 
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the  fruits  of  the  great  victory  of  reason  over  pre¬ 
judice.  France  had  rejected  the  faith  of  Pascal  and 
Descartes  as  a  nursery  fable,  that  a  courtezan  might 
be  her  idol,  and  a  madman  her  priest.  She  had 
asserted  her  freedom  against  Louis,  that  she  might 
bow  down  before  Robespierre.  For  a  time  men 
thought  that  all  the  boasted  wisdom  of  the  eigh¬ 
teenth  century  was  folly ;  and  that  those  hopes  of 
great  political  and  social  ameliorations  which  had 
been  cherished  by  Voltaire  and  Condorcet  were 
utterly  delusive. 

Under  the  influence  of  these  feelings,  M.  Dumont 
has  gone  so  far  as  to  say  that  the  writings  of  Mr. 
Burke  on  the  French  Revolution,  though  disfigured 
by  exaggeration,  and  though  containing  doctrines 
subversive  of  all  public  liberty,  had  been,  on  the 
whole,  justified  by  events,  and  had  probably  saved 
Europe  from  great  disasters.  That  such  a  man  as 
the  friend  and  fellow-labourer  of  Mr.  Bentham  should 
have  expressed  such  an  opinion  is  a  circumstance 
which  well  deserves  the  consideration  of  uncharitable 
politicians.  These  Memoirs  have  not  convinced  us 
that  the  French  Revolution  was  not  a  great  blessing 
to  mankind.  But  they  have  convinced  us  that  very 
great  indulgence  is  due  to  those  who,  while  the  Re¬ 
volution  was  actually  taking  place,  regarded  it  with 
unmixed  aversion  and  horror.  We  can  perceive 
where  their  error  lay.  We  can  perceive  that  the 
evil  was  temporary,  and  the  good  durable.  But  we 
cannot  be  sure  that,  if  our  lot  had  been  cast  in  their 
times,  we  should  not,  like  them,  have  been  dis¬ 
couraged  and  disgusted— that  we  should  not,  like 
them,  have  seen,  in  that  great  victory  of  the  French 
people,  only  insanity  and  crime. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  how  some  men  are  ap¬ 
plauded,  and  others  reviled,  for  merely  being  what 
all  their  neighbours  are, — for  merely  going  passively 
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down  the  stream  of  events, — for  merely  representing 
the  opinions  and  passions  of  a  whole  generation. 
The  friends  of  popular  government  ordinarily  speak 
with  extreme  severity  of  Mr.  Pitt,  and  with  respect 
and  tenderness  of  Mr.  Canning.  Yet  the  whole  dif¬ 
ference,  we  suspect,  consisted  merely  in  this, — that 
Mr.  Pitt  died  in  1806,  and  Mr.  Canning  in  1827. 
During  the  years  which  were  common  to  the  public 
life  of  both,  Mr.  Canning  was  assuredly  not  a  more 
liberal  statesman  than  his  patron.  The  truth  is  that 
Mr.  Pitt  began  his  political  life  at  the  end  of  the 
American  War,  when  the  nation  was  suffering  from 
the  effects  of  corruption.  He  closed  it  in  the  midst 
of  the  calamities  produced  by  the  French  Revolution, 
when  the  nation  was  still  strongly  impressed  with 
the  horrors  of  anarchy.  He  changed,  undoubtedly. 
In  his  youth  he  had  brought  in  reform  bills.  In  his 
manhood  he  brought  in  gagging  bills.  But  the 
change,  though  lamentable,  was,  in  our  opinion,  per¬ 
fectly  natural,  and  might  have  been  perfectly  honest. 
He  changed  with  the  great  body  of  his  countrymen. 
Mr.  Canning,  on  the  other  hand,  entered  into  public 
life  when  Europe  was  in  dread  of  the  Jacobins.  He 
closed  his  public  life  when  Europe  was  suffering 
under  the  tyranny  of  the  Holy  Alliance.  He,  too, 
changed  with  the  nation.  As  the  crimes  of  the 
Jacobins  had  turned  the  master  into  something  very 
like  a  Tory,  the  events  which  followed  the  Congress 
of  Vienna  turned  the  pupil  into  something  very  like 
a  Whig. 

So  much  are  men  the  creatures  of  circumstances. 
We  see  that,  if  M.  Dumont  had  died  in  1799,  he 
would  have  died,  to  use  the  new  cant  word,  a  de¬ 
cided  “Conservative.”  If  Mr.  Pitt  had  lived  in  1832, 
it  is  our  firm  belief  that  he  would  have  been  a  decided 
Reformer. 

The  judgment  passed  by  M.  Dumont  in  this 
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work  on  the  French  Revolution  must  be  taken  with 
considerable  allowances.  It  resembles  a  criticism 
on  a  play  of  which  only  the  first  act  has  been  per¬ 
formed,  or  on  a  building  from  which  the  scaffolding 
has  not  yet  been  taken  down.  We  have  no  doubt 
that,  if  the  excellent  author  had  revised  these 
Memoirs  thirty  years  after  the  time  at  which  they 
were  written,  he  would  have  seen  reason  to  omit  a 
few  passages,  and  to  add  many  qualifications  and 
explanations. 

He  would  not  probably  have  been  inclined  to 
retract  the  censures,  just,  though  severe,  which  he 
has  passed  on  the  ignorance,  the  presumption,  and 
the  pedantry,  of  the  National  Assembly.  But  he 
would  have  admitted  that,  in  spite  of  those  faults, 
perhaps  even  by  reason  of  those  faults,  that  Assembly 
had  conferred  inestimable  benefits  on  mankind.  It  is 
clear  that,  among  the  French  of  that  day,  political 
knowledge  was  absolutely  in  its  infancy.  It  would 
indeed  have  been  strange  if  it  had  attained  maturity 
in  the  time  of  censors,  of  lettres-de-cachet,  and  of 
beds  of  justice.  The  electors  did  not  know  how  to 
elect.  The  representatives  did  not  know  how  to  de¬ 
liberate.  M.  Dumont  taught  the  constituent  body  of 
Montreuil  how  to  perform  their  functions,  and  found 
them  apt  to  learn.  He  afterwards  tried,  in  concert 
with  Mirabeau,  to  instruct  the  National  Assembly  in 
that  admirable  system  of  Parliamentary  tactics  which 
has  been  long  established  in  the  English  House  of 
Commons,  and  which  has  made  the  House  of  Com¬ 
mons,  in  spite  of  all  the  defects  in  its  composition, 
the  best  and  fairest  debating  society  in  the  world. 
But  these  accomplished  legislators,  though  quite  as 
ignorant  as  the  mob  of  Montreuil,  proved  much  less 
docile,  and  cried  out  that  they  did  not  want  to  go  to 
school  to  the  English.  Their  debates  consisted  of 
endless  successions  of  trashy  pamphlets,  all  beginning 
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with  something  about  the  original  compact  of  society, 
man  in  the  hunting  state,  and  other  such  foolery. 
They  sometimes  diversified  and  enlivened  these  long 
readings  by  a  little  rioting.  They  bawled ;  they 
hooted  ;  they  shook  their  fists.  They  kept  no 
order  among  themselves.  They  were  insulted  with 
impunity  by  the  crowd  which  filled  their  galleries. 
They  gave  long  and  solemn  considerations  to  trifles. 
They  hurried  through  the  most  important  resolutions 
with  fearful  expedition.  They  wasted  months  in 
quibbling  about  the  words  of  that  false  and  childish 
Declaration  of  Rights  on  which  they  professed  to 
found  their  new  constitution,  and  which  was  at 
irreconcilable  variance  with  every  clause  of  that 
constitution.  They  annihilated  in  a  single  night 
privileges,  many  of  which  partook  of  the  nature  of 
property,  and  ought  therefore  to  have  been  most 
delicately  handled. 

They  are  called  the  Constituent  Assembly.  Never 
was  a  name  less  appropriate.  They  were  not  con¬ 
stituent,  but  the  very  reverse  of  constituent.  They 
constituted  nothing  that  stood  or  that  deserved  to 
last.  They  had  not,  and  they  could  not  possibly 
have,  the  information  or  the  habits  of  mind  which 
are  necessary  for  the  framing  of  that  most  exquisite 
of  all  machines — a  government.  The  metaphysical 
cant  with  which  they  prefaced  their  constitution  has 
long  been  the  scoff  of  all  parties.  Their  constitution 
itself, — that  constitution  which  they  described  as 
absolutely  perfect,  and  to  which  they  predicted  im¬ 
mortality, — disappeared  in  a  few  months,  and  left  no 
trace  behind  it.  They  were  great  only  in  the  work  of 
destruction. 

The  glory  of  the  National  Assembly  is  this,  that 
they  were  in  truth,  what  Mr.  Burke  called  them  in 
austere  irony,  the  ablest  architects  of  ruin  that  ever 
the  world  saw.  They  were  utterly  incompetent  to 
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perform  any  work  which  required  a  discriminating 
eye  and  a  skilful  hand.  But  the  work  which  was 
then  to  be  done  was  a  work  of  devastation.  They 
had  to  deal  with  abuses  so  horrible  and  so  deeply 
rooted  that  the  highest  political  wisdom  could 
scarcely  have  produced  greater  good  to  mankind 
than  was  produced  by  their  fierce  and  senseless 
temerity.  Demolition  is  undoubtedly  a  vulgar  task  ; 
the  highest  glory  of  the  statesman  is  to  construct. 
But  there  is  a  time  for  every  thing, — a  time  to  set 
up,  and  a  time  to  pull  down.  The  talents  of  revo¬ 
lutionary  leaders  and  those  of  the  legislator  have 
equally  their  use  and  their  season.  It  is  the  natural, 
the  almost  universal,  law,  that  the  age  of  insur¬ 
rections  and  proscriptions  shall  precede  the  age  of 
good  government,  of  temperate  liberty,  and  liberal 
order. 

And  how  should  it  be  otherwise  ?  It  is  not  in 
swaddling-bands  that  we  learn  to  walk.  It  is  not  in 
the  dark  that  we  learn  to  distinguish  colours.  It  is 
not  under  oppression  that  we  learn  how  to  use  free¬ 
dom.  The  ordinary  sophism  by  which  misrule  is 
defended  is,  when  truly  stated,  this  : — The  people 
must  continue  in  slavery,  because  slavery  has  gene¬ 
rated  in  them  all  the  vices  of  slaves.  Because  they 
are  ignorant,  they  must  remain  under  a  power  which 
has  made  and  which  keeps  them  ignorant.  Because 
they  have  been  made  ferocious  by  misgovernment, 
they  must  be  misgoverned  for  ever.  If  the  system 
under  which  they  lived  were  so  mild  and  liberal 
that  under  its  operation  they  had  become  humane 
and  enlightened,  it  would  be  safe  to  venture 
on  a  change.  But,  as  this  system  has  destroyed 
morality,  and  prevented  the  development  of  the  in¬ 
tellect, — as  it  has  turned  men,  who  might  under  dif¬ 
ferent  training  have  formed  a  virtuous  and  happy 
community,  into  savage  and  stupid  wild  beasts, — 
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therefore  it  ought  to  last  for  ever.  The  English 
Revolution,  it  is  said,  was  truly  a  glorious  Revolu¬ 
tion.  Practical  evils  were  redressed  ;  no  excesses 
were  committed  ;  no  sweeping  confiscations  took 
place ;  the  authority  of.  the  laws  was  scarcely  for  a 
moment  suspended  ;  the  fullest  and  freest  discussion 
was  tolerated  in  Parliament ;  the  nation  showed,  by 
the  calm  and  temperate  manner  in  which  it  asserted 
its  liberty,  that  it  was  fit  to  enjoy  liberty.  The 
French  Revolution  was,  on  the  other  hand,  the  most 
horrible  event  recorded  in  history, — all  madness  and 
wickedness, — absurdity  in  theory,  and  atrocity  in 
practice.  What  folly  and  injustice  in  the  revolu¬ 
tionary  laws !  What  grotesque  affectation  in  the 
revolutionary  ceremonies  !  What  fanaticism  !  What 
licentiousness !  What  cruelty !  Anacharsis  Clootz 
and  Marat, — feasts  of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  mar¬ 
riages  of  the  Loire — trees  of  liberty,  and  heads 
dancing  on  pikes — the  whole  forms  a  kind  of  infernal 
farce,  made  up  of  every  thing  ridiculous,  and  every 
thing  frightful.  This  it  is  to  give  freedom  to  those 
who  have  neither  wisdom  nor  virtue. 

It  is  not  only  by  bad  men  interested  in  the  de¬ 
fence  of  abuses  that  arguments  like  these  have  been 
urged  against  all  schemes  of  political  improvement. 
Some  of  the  highest  and  purest  of  human  beings  con¬ 
ceived  such  scorn  and  aversion  for  the  follies  and 
crimes  of  the  French  Revolution  that  they  recanted, 
in  the  moment  of  triumph,  those  liberal  opinions  to 
which  they  had  clung  in  defiance  of  persecution. 
And,  if  we  inquire  why  it  was  that  they  began  to  doubt 
whether  liberty  were  a  blessing,  we  shall  find  that  it 
was  only  because  events  had  proved,  in  the  clearest 
manner,  that  liberty  is  the  parent  of  virtue  and  of 
order.  They  ceased  to  abhor  tyranny  merely  be¬ 
cause  it  had  been  signally  shown  that  the  effect  of 
tyranny  on  the  hearts  and  understandings  of  men  is 

VOL.  VIII  Q 


226 


Mirabeau 


more  demoralising  and  more  stupifying  than  had 
ever  been  imagined  by  the  most  zealous  friend  of 
popular  rights.  The  truth  is,  that  a  stronger  argu¬ 
ment  against  the  old  monarchy  of  France  may  be 
drawn  from  the  noyades  and  the  fusillades  than  from 
the  Bastile  and  the  Parc-aux-cerfs.  We  believe  it  to 
be  a  rule  without  an  exception,  that  the  violence  of 
a  revolution  corresponds  to  the  degree  of  misgovern- 
ment  which  has  produced  that  revolution.  Why  was 
the  French  Revolution  so  bloody  and  destructive  ? 
Why  was  our  revolution  of  1641  comparatively  mild? 
Why  was  our  revolution  of  1688  milder  still?  Why 
was  the  American  Revolution,  considered  as  an  in¬ 
ternal  movement,  the  mildest  of  all  ?  There  is  an 
obvious  and  complete  solution  of  the  problem.  The 
English  under  James  the  First  and  Charles  the  First 
were  less  oppressed  than  the  French  under  Louis  the 
Fifteenth  and  Louis  the  Sixteenth.  The  English 
were  less  oppressed  after  the  Restoration  than  before 
the  great  Rebellion.  And  America  under  George 
the  Third  was  less  oppressed  than  England  under  the 
Stuarts.  The  reaction  was  exactly  proportioned  to 
the  pressure, — the  vengeance  to  the  provocation. 

When  Mr.  Burke  was  reminded  in  his  later  years 
of  the  zeal  which  he  had  displayed  in  the  cause  of 
the  Americans,  he  vindicated  himself  from  the  charge 
of  inconsistency,  by  contrasting  the  wisdom  and 
moderation  of  the  Colonial  insurgents  of  1776  with 
the  fanaticism  and  wickedness  of  the  Jacobins  of 
1792.  He  was  in  fact  bringing  an  argument  a 
fortiori  against  himself.  The  circumstances  on  which 
he  rested  his  vindication  fully  proved  that  the  old 
government  of  France  stood  in  far  more  need  of  a  com¬ 
plete  change  than  the  old  government  of  America, 
The  difference  between  Washington  and  Robespierre, 
— the  difference  between  Franklin  and  Barere, —  the 
difference  between  the  destruction  of  a  few  barrels  of 
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tea  and  the  confiscation  of  thousands  of  square  miles, 
— the  difference  between  the  tarring  and  feathering 
of  a  tax-gatherer  and  the  massacres  of  September,— 
measure  the  difference  between  the  government  of 
America  under  the  rule  of  England  and  the  govern¬ 
ment  of  France  under  the  rule  of  the  Bourbons. 

Louis  the  Sixteenth  made  great  voluntary  con¬ 
cessions  to  his  people  ;  and  they  sent  him  to  the 
scaffold.  Charles  the  Tenth  violated  the  funda¬ 
mental  laws  of  the  state,  established  a  despotism,  and 
butchered  his  subjects  for  not  submitting  quietly  to 
that  despotism.  He  failed  in  his  wicked  attempt. 
He  was  at  the  mercy  of  those  whom  he  had  injured. 
The  pavements  of  Paris  were  still  heaped  up  in  barri¬ 
cades  ; — the  hospitals  were  still  full  of  the  wounded  ; 
— the  dead  were  still  unburied  ; — a  thousand  families 
were  in  mourning ; — a  hundred  thousand  citizens 
were  in  arms.  The  crime  was  recent ; — the  life  of 
the  criminal  was  in  the  hands  of  the  sufferers  ; — and 
they  touched  not  one  hair  of  his  head.  In  the  first 
revolution,  victims  were  sent  to  death  by  scores  for 
the  most  trifling  acts  proved  by  the  lowest  testimony, 
before  the  most  partial  tribunals.  After  the  second 
revolution,  those  ministers  who  had  signed  the  ordi¬ 
nances, —  those  ministers,  whose  guilt,  as  it  was  of  the 
foulest  kind,  was  proved  by  the  clearest  evidence, — 
were  punished  only  with  imprisonment.  In  the  first 
revolution,  property  was  attacked.  In  the  second, 
it  was  held  sacred.  Both  revolutions,  it  is  true,  left 
the  public  mind  of  France  in  an  unsettled  state. 
Both  revolutions  were  followed  by  insurrectionary 
movements.  But,  after  the  first  revolution,  the  insur¬ 
gents  were  almost  always  stronger  than  the  law  ;  and, 
since  the  second  revolution,  the  law  has  invariably 
been  found  stronger  than  the  insurgents.  There  is, 
indeed,  much  in  the  present  state  of  France  which 
may  well  excite  the  uneasiness  of  those  who  desire  to 
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see  her  free,  happy,  powerful,  and  secure.  Yet  if  we 
compare  the  present  state  of  France  with  the  state  in 
which  she  was  forty  years  ago,  how  vast  a  change  for 
the  better  has  taken  place  !  How  little  effect,  for 
example,  during  the  first  revolution,  would  the  sen¬ 
tence  of  a  judicial  body  have  produced  on  an  armed 
and  victorious  party!  If,  after  the  ioth  of  August, 
or  after  the  proscription  of  the  Gironde,  or  after  the 
9th  of  Thermidor,  or  after  the  carnage  of  Vende- 
miaire,  or  after  the  arrests  of  Fructidor,  any  tribunal 
had  decided  against  the  conquerors  in  favour  of  the 
conquered,  with  what  contempt,  with  what  derision, 
would  its  award  have  been  received  !  The  judges 
would  have  lost  their  heads,  or  would  have  been  sent 
to  die  in  some  unwholesome  colony.  The  fate  of  the 
victim  whom  they  had  endeavoured  to  save  would  only 
have  been  made  darker  and  more  hopeless  by  their 
interference.  We  have  lately  seen  a  signal  proof 
that,  in  France,  the  law  is  now  stronger  than  the 
sword.  We  have  seen  a  government,  in  the  very  mo¬ 
ment  of  triumph  and  revenge,  submitting  itself  to  the 
authority  of  a  court  of  law.  A  just  and  independent 
sentence  has  been  pronounced — a  sentence  worthy  of 
the  ancient  renown  of  that  magistracy  to  which  belong 
the  noblest  recollections  of  French  history — which,  in 
an  age  of  persecutors,  produced  L’Hospital, —  which,  in 
an  age  of  courtiers,  produced  D’Aguesseau — which, 
in  an  age  of  wickedness  and  madness,  exhibited  to 
mankind  a  pattern  of  every  virtue  in  the  life  and  in 
the  death  of  Malesherbes.  The  respectful  manner  in 
which  that  sentence  has  been  received  is  alone  suffi¬ 
cient  to  show  how  widely  the  French  of  this  gene¬ 
ration  differ  from  their  fathers.  And  how  is  the 
difference  to  be  explained  ?  The  race,  the  soil,  the 
climate,  are  the  same.  If  those  dull,  honest  English¬ 
men,  who  explain  the  events  of  1793  and  1794  by 
saying  that  the  French  are  naturally  frivolous  and 
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cruel,  were  in  the  right,  why  is  the  guillotine  now 
standing  idle  ?  Not  surely  for  want  of  Carlists,  of 
aristocrats,  of  people  guilty  of  incivism,  of  people  sus¬ 
pected  of  being  suspicious  characters.  Is  not  the  true 
explanation  this,  that  the  Frenchman  of  1832  has 
been  far  better  governed  than  the  Frenchman  of  1789, 
— that  his  soul  has  never  been  galled  by  the  oppres¬ 
sive  privileges  of  a  separate  caste, — that  he  has  been 
in  some  degree  accustomed  to  discuss  political  ques¬ 
tions,  and  to  perform  political  functions, — that  he  has 
lived  for  seventeen  or  eighteen  years  under  institutions 
which,  however  defective,  have  yet  been  far  superior 
to  any  institutions  that  had  before  existed  in  France? 

As  the  second  French  Revolution  has  been  far 
milder  than  the  first,  so  that  great  change  which 
has  just  been  effected  in  England  has  been  milder 
even  than  the  second  French  Revolution, — milder 
than  any  revolution  recorded  in  history.  Some  ora¬ 
tors  have  described  the  reform  of  the  House  of 
Commons  as  a  revolution.  Others  have  denied  the 
propriety  of  the  term.  The  question,  though  in 
seeming  merely  a  question  of  definition,  suggests 
much  curious  and  interesting  matter  for  reflection. 
If  we  look  at  the  magnitude  of  the  reform,  it  may 
well  be  called  a  revolution.  If  we  look  at  the  means 
by  which  it  has  been  effected,  it  is  merely  an  act 
of  Parliament,  regularly  brought  in,  read,  committed, 
and  passed.  In  the  whole  history  of  England,  there 
is  no  prouder  circumstance  than  this, — that  a  change, 
which  could  not,  in  any  other  age,  or  in  any  other 
country,  have  been  effected  without  physical  violence, 
should  here  have  been  effected  by  the  force  of  reason, 
and  under  the  forms  of  law.  The  work  of  three  civil 
wars  has  been  accomplished  by  three  sessions  of  Par¬ 
liament.  An  ancient  and  deeply  rooted  system  of 
abuses  has  been  fiercely  attacked  and  stubbornly 
defended.  It  has  fallen ;  and  not  one  sword  has 
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been  drawn  ;  not  one  estate  has  been  confiscated  ; 
not  one  family  has  been  forced  to  emigrate.  The 
bank  has  kept  its  credit.  The  funds  have  kept  their 
price.  Every  man  has  gone  forth  to  his  work  and 
to  his  labour  till  the  evening.  During  the  fiercest 
excitement  of  the  contest, — during  the  first  fortnight 
of  that  immortal  May, — there  was  not  one  moment 
at  which  any  sanguinary  act  committed  on  the  per¬ 
son  of  any  of  the  most  unpopular  men  in  England 
would  not  have  filled  the  country  with  horror  and 
indignation. 

And,  now  that  the  victory  is  won,  has  it  been 
abused  ?  An  immense  mass  of  power  has  been 
transferred  from  an  oligarchy  to  the  nation.  Are 
the  members  of  the  vanquished  oligarchy  insecure  ? 
Does  the  nation  seem  disposed  to  play  the  tyrant  ? 
Are  not  those  who,  in  any  other  state  of  society, 
would  have  been  visited  with  the  severest  vengeance 
of  the  triumphant  party, — would  have  been  pining 
in  dungeons,  or  flying  to  foreign  countries, — still 
enjoying  their  possessions  and  their  honours,  still 
taking  part  as  freely  as  ever  in  public  affairs?  Two 
years  ago  they  were  dominant.  They  are  now  van¬ 
quished.  Yet  the  whole  people  would  regard  with 
horror  any  man  who  should  dare  to  propose  any 
vindictive  measure.  So  common  is  this  feeling, — so 
much  is  it  a  matter  of  course  among  us, — that  many 
of  our  readers  will  scarcely  understand  what  we  see 
to  admire  in  it. 

To  what  are  we  to  attribute  the  unparalleled 
moderation  and  humanity  which  the  English  people 
have  displayed  at  this  great  conjuncture?  The 
answer  is  plain.  This  moderation,  this  humanity, 
are  the  fruits  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  of  liberty. 
During  many  generations  we  have  had  legislative 
assemblies  which,  however  defective  their  constitu¬ 
tion  might  be,  have  always  contained  many  members 
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chosen  by  the  people,  and  many  others  eager  to 
obtain  the  approbation  of  the  people ; — assemblies 
in  which  perfect  freedom  of  debate  was  allowed  ; — 
assemblies  in  which  the  smallest  minority  had  a  fair 
hearing ; — assemblies  in  which  abuses,  even  when 
they  were  not  redressed,  were  at  least  exposed.  For 
many  generations  we  have  had  the  trial  by  jury,  the 
Habeas  Corpus  Act,  the  freedom  of  the  press,  the 
right  of  meeting  to  discuss  public  affairs,  the  right 
of  petitioning  the  legislature.  A  vast  portion  of  the 
population  has  long  been  accustomed  to  the  exer¬ 
cise  of  political  functions,  and  has  been  thoroughly 
seasoned  to  political  excitement.  In  most  other 
countries  there  is  no  middle  course  between  abso¬ 
lute  submission  and  open  rebellion.  In  England 
there  has  always  been  for  centuries  a  constitutional 
opposition.  Thus  our  institutions  had  been  so  good 
that  they  had  educated  us  into  a  capacity  for  better 
institutions.  There  is  not  a  large  town  in  the  king¬ 
dom  which  does  not  contain  better  materials  for  a 
legislature  than  all  France  could  furnish  in  1789. 
There  is  not  a  spouting-club  at  any  pot-house  in 
London  in  which  the  rules  of  debate  are  not  better 
understood,  and  more  strictly  observed,  than  in  the 
Constituent  Assembly.  There  is  scarcely  a  Political 
Union  which  could  not  frame  in  half  an  hour  a  de¬ 
claration  of  rights  superior  to  that  which  occupied 
the  collective  wisdom  of  France  for  several  months. 

It  would  be  impossible  even  to  glance  at  all  the 
causes  of  the  French  Revolution  within  the  limits 
to  which  we  must  confine  ourselves.  One  thing  is 
clear.  The  government,  the  aristocracy,  and  the 
church,  were  rewarded  after  their  works.  They 
reaped  that  which  they  had  sown.  They  found  the 
nation  such  as  they  had  made  it.  That  the  people 
had  become  possessed  of  irresistible  power  before 
they  had  attained  the  slightest  knowledge  of  the  art 
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of  government — that  practical  questions  of  vast  mo¬ 
ment  were  left  to  be  solved  by  men  to  whom  politics 
had  been  only  matter  of  theory — that  a  legislature 
was  composed  of  persons  who  were  scarcely  fit  to 
compose  a  debating  society — that  the  whole  nation 
was  ready  to  lend  an  ear  to  any  flatterer  who  appealed 
to  its  cupidity,  to  its  fears,  or  to  its  thirst  for  ven¬ 
geance — all  this  was  the  effect  of  misrule,  obstinately 
continued  in  defiance  of  solemn  warnings,  and  of  the 
visible  signs  of  an  approaching  retribution. 

Even  while  the  monarchy  seemed  to  be  in  its 
highest  and  most  palmy  state,  the  causes  of  that 
great  destruction  had  already  begun  to  operate. 
They  may  be  distinctly  traced  even  under  the  reign 
of  Louis  the  Fourteenth.  That  reign  is  the  time  to 
which  the  Ultra-Royalists  refer  as  the  Golden  Age  of 
France.  It  was  in  truth  one  of  those  periods  which 
shine  with  an  unnatural  and  delusive  splendour,  and 
which  are  rapidly  followed  by  gloom  and  decay. 

Concerning  Louis  the  Fourteenth  himself,  the 
world  seems  at  last  to  have  formed  a  correct  judgment. 
He  was  not  a  great  general ;  he  was  not  a  great 
statesman  ;  but  he  was,  in  one  sense  of  the  words, 
a  great  king.  Never  was  there  so  consummate  a 
master  of  what  our  James  the  First  would  have 
called  king-craft, — of  all  those  arts  which  most  ad¬ 
vantageously  display  the  merits  of  a  prince,  and 
most  completely  hide  his  defects.  Though  his  in¬ 
ternal  administration  was  bad, — though  the  military 
triumphs  which  gave  splendour  to  the  early  part  of 
his  reign  were  not  achieved  by  himself, — though  his 
later  years  were  crowded  with  defeats  and  humilia¬ 
tions, — though  he  was  so  ignorant  that  he  scarcely 
understood  the  Latin  of  his  mass-book, — though  he 
fell  under  the  control  of  a  cunning  Jesuit  and  of  a 
more  cunning  old  woman, — he  succeeded  in  passing 
himself  off  on  his  people  as  a  being  above  humanity. 
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And  this  is  the  more  extraordinary,  because  he  did 
not  seclude  himself  from  the  public  gaze  like  those 
Oriental  despots  whose  faces  are  never  seen,  and 
whose  very  names  it  is  a  crime  to  pronounce  lightly. 
It  has  been  said  that  no  man  is  a  hero  to  his  valet ; 
and  all  the  world  saw  as  much  of  Louis  the  Four¬ 
teenth  as  his  valet  could  see.  Five  hundred  people 
assembled  to  see  him  shave  and  put  on  his  breeches 
in  the  morning.  He  then  kneeled  down  at  the  side 
of  his  bed,  and  said  his  prayer,  while  the  whole 
assembly  awaited  the  end  in  solemn  silence,— the 
ecclesiastics  on  their  knees,  and  the  laymen  with 
their  hats  before  their  faces.  He  walked  about  his 
gardens  with  a  train  of  two  hundred  courtiers  at 
his  heels.  All  Versailles  came  to  see  him  dine  and 
sup.  He  was  put  to  bed  at  night  in  the  midst 
of  a  crowd  as  great  as  that  which  had  met  to  see 
him  rise  in  the  morning.  He  took  his  very  emetics 
in  state,  and  vomited  majestically  in  the  presence 
of  all  the  grandes  and  petites  entries.  Yet,  though 
he  constantly  exposed  himself  to  the  public  gaze  in 
situations  in  which  it  is  scarcely  possible  for  any  man 
to  preserve  much  personal  dignity,  he  to  the  last  im¬ 
pressed  those  who  surrounded  him  with  the  deepest 
awe  and  reverence.  The  illusion  which  he  produced 
on  his  worshippers  can  be  compared  only  to  those 
illusions  to  which  lovers  are  proverbially  subject 
during  the  season  of  courtship.  It  was  an  illusion 
which  affected  even  the  senses.  The  contemporaries 
of  Louis  thought  him  tall.  Voltaire,  who  might  have 
seen  him,  and  who  had  lived  with  some  of  the  most 
distinguished  members  of  his  court,  speaks  repeatedly 
of  his  majestic  stature.  Yet  it  is  as  certain  as  any 
fact  can  be,  that  he  was  rather  below  than  above 
the  middle  size.  He  had,  it  seems,  a  way  of  holding 
himself,  a  way  of  walking,  a  way  of  swelling  his  chest 
and  rearing  his  head  which  deceived  the  eyes  of  the 
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multitude.  Eighty  years  after  his  death,  the  royal 
cemetery  was  violated  by  the  revolutionists ;  his 
coffin  was  opened  ;  his  body  was  dragged  out ;  and 
it  appeared  that  the  prince,  whose  majestic  figure 
had  been  so  long  and  loudly  extolled,  was  in  truth 
a  little  man.1  That  fine  expression  of  Juvenal  is 
singularly  applicable,  both  in  its  literal  and  in  its 
metaphorical  sense,  to  Louis  the  Fourteenth  : 

“  Mors  sola  fatetur 
Quantula  sint  hominum  corpuscula.” 

His  person  and  his  government  have  had  the 
same  fate.  He  had  the  art  of  making  both  appear 
grand  and  august,  in  spite  of  the  clearest  evidence 
that  both  were  below  the  ordinary  standard.  Death 
and  time  have  exposed  both  the  deceptions.  The 
body  of  the  great  king  has  been  measured  more 
justly  than  it  was  measured  by  the  courtiers  who 
were  afraid  to  look  above  his  shoe-tie.  His  public 
character  has  been  scrutinised  by  men  free  from 
the  hopes  and  fears  of  Boileau  and  Moliere.  In 
the  grave,  the  most  majestic  of  princes  is  only  five 
feet  eight.  In  history,  the  hero  and  the  politician 
dwindles  into  a  vain  and  feeble  tyrant, — the  slave  of 
priests  and  women, — little  in  war, — little  in  govern¬ 
ment, — little  in  every  thing  but  the  art  of  simulating 
greatness. 

He  left  to  his  infant  successor  a  famished  and 
miserable  people,  a  beaten  and  humbled  army, 
provinces  turned  into  deserts  by  misgovernment  and 
persecution,  factions  dividing  the  court,  a  schism 
raging  in  the  church,  an  immense  debt,  an  empty 

1  Even  M.  de  Chateaubriand,  to  whom  we  should  have  thought  all 
the  Bourbons  would  have  seemed  at  least  six  feet  high,  admits  this 
fact.  “  C’est  une  erreur,”  says  he  in  his  strange  memoirs  of  the  Duke 
of  Berri,  “  de  croire  que  Louis  XIV  £toit  d’une  haute  stature.  Une 
cuirasse  qui  nous  reste  de  lui,  et  les  exhumations  de  St.  Denys,  n’ont 
laisse  sur  ce  point  aucun  doute.” 
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treasury,  immeasurable  palaces,  an  innumerable  house¬ 
hold,  inestimable  jewels  and  furniture.  All  the  sap 
and  nutriment  of  the  state  seemed  to  have  been 
drawn  to  feed  one  bloated  and  unwholesome  excre¬ 
scence.  The  nation  was  withered.  The  court  was 
morbidly  flourishing.  Yet  it  does  not  appear  that 
the  associations  which  attached  the  people  to  the 
monarchy  had  lost  strength  during  his  reign.  He  had 
neglected  or  sacrificed  their  dearest  interests ;  but 
he  had  struck  their  imaginations.  The  very  things 
which  ought  to  have  made  him  most  unpopular,— 
the  prodigies  of  luxury  and  magnificence  with  which 
his  person  was  surrounded,  while,  beyond  the  in¬ 
closure  of  his  parks,  nothing  was  to  be  seen  but 
starvation  and  despair, — seemed  to  increase  the 
respectful  attachment  which  his  subjects  felt  for  him. 
That  governments  exist  only  for  the  good  of  the 
people,  appears  to  be  the  most  obvious  and  simple  of 
all  truths.  Yet  history  proves  that  it  is  one  of  the 
most  recondite.  We  can  scarcely  wonder  that  it 
should  be  so  seldom  present  to  the  minds  of  rulers, 
when  we  see  how  slowly,  and  through  how  much 
suffering,  nations  arrive  at  the  knowledge  of  it. 

There  was  indeed  one  Frenchman  who  had  dis¬ 
covered  those  principles  which  it  now  seems  impossible 
to  miss, — that  the  many  are  not  made  for  the  use  of 
one, — that  the  truly  good  government  is  not  that 
which  concentrates  magnificence  in  a  court,  but  that 
which  diffuses  happiness  among  a  people, — that  a 
king  who  gains  victory  after  victory,  and  adds  pro¬ 
vince  to  province,  may  deserve,  not  the  admiration, 
but  the  abhorrence  and  contempt  of  mankind.  These 
were  the  doctrines  which  Fenelon  taught.  Considered 
as  an  epic  poem,  Telemachus  can  scarcely  be  placed 
above  Glover’s  Leonidas  or  Wilkie’s  Epigoniad.  Con¬ 
sidered  as  a  treatise  on  politics  and  morals,  it  abounds 
with  errors  of  detail ;  and  the  truths  which  it  inculcates 
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seem  trite  to  a  modern  reader.  But,  if  we  compare 
the  spirit  in  which  it  is  written  with  the  spirit  which 
pervades  the  rest  of  the  French  literature  of  that  age, 
we  shall  perceive  that,  though  in  appearance  trite,  it 
was  in  truth  one  of  the  most  original  works  that  have 
ever  appeared.  The  fundamental  principles  of  F£ne- 
lon’s  political  morality,  the  tests  by  which  he  judged 
of  institutions  and  of  men,  were  absolutely  new  to  his 
countrymen.  He  had  taught  them  indeed,  with  the 
happiest  effect,  to  his  royal  pupil.  But  how  incom¬ 
prehensible  they  were  to  most  people,  we  learn  from 
Saint  Simon.  That  amusing  writer  tells  us,  as  a 
thing  almost  incredible,  that  the  Duke  of  Burgundy 
declared  it  to  be  his  opinion  that  kings  existed  for 
the  good  of  the  people,  and  not  the  people  for  the 
good  of  kings.  Saint  Simon  is  delighted  with  the 
benevolence  of  this  saying  ;  but  startled  by  its  novelty, 
and  terrified  by  its  boldness.  Indeed  he  distinctly 
says  that  it  was  not  safe  to  repeat  the  sentiment  in 
the  court  of  Louis.  Saint  Simon  was,  of  all  the 
members  of  that  court,  the  least  courtly.  He  was 
as  nearly  an  oppositionist  as  any  man  of  his  time. 
His  disposition  was  proud,  bitter,  and  cynical.  In 
religion  he  was  a  Jansenist ;  in  politics,  a  less  hearty 
royalist  than  most  of  his  neighbours.  His  opinions 
and  his  temper  had  preserved  him  from  the  illusions 
which  the  demeanour  of  Louis  produced  on  others. 
He  neither  loved  nor  respected  the  king.  Yet  even 
this  man, — one  of  the  most  liberal  men  in  France, — 
was  struck  dumb  with  astonishment  at  hearing  the 
fundamental  axiom  of  all  government  propounded, — 
an  axiom  which,  in  our  time,  nobody  in  England  or 
France  would  dispute, — which  the  stoutest  Tory 
takes  for  granted  as  much  as  the  fiercest  Radical,  and 
concerning  which  the  Carlist  would  agree  with  the 
most  republican  deputy  of  the  “extreme  left.”  No 
person  will  do  justice  to  F£nelon,  who  does  not 
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constantly  keep  in  mind  that  Telemachus  was  written 
in  an  age  and  nation  in  which  bold  and  independent 
thinkers  stared  to  hear  that  twenty  millions  of  human 
beings  did  not  exist  for  the  gratification  of  one.  That 
work  is  commonly  considered  as  a  school-book,  very 
fit  for  children,  because  its  style  is  easy  and  its 
morality  blameless,  but  unworthy  of  the  attention  of 
statesmen  and  philosophers.  We  can  distinguish  in 
it,  if  we  are  not  greatly  mistaken,  the  first  faint  dawn 
of  a  long  and  splendid  day  of  intellectual  light, — the 
dim  promise  of  a  great  deliverance, — the  undeveloped 
germ  of  the  charter  and  of  the  code. 

What  mighty  interests  were  staked  on  the  life  of 
the  Duke  of  Burgundy  !  and  how  different  an  aspect 
might  the  history  of  France  have  borne  if  he  had 
attained  the  age  of  his  grandfather  or  of  his  son  ; — if 
he  had  been  permitted  to  show  how  much  could  be 
done  for  humanity  by  the  highest  virtue  in  the 
highest  fortune  !  There  is  scarcely  any  thing  in  his¬ 
tory  more  remarkable  than  the  descriptions  which 
remain  to  us  of  that  extraordinary  man.  The  fierce 
and  impetuous  temper  which  he  showed  in  early 
youth, — the  complete  change  which  a  judicious  edu¬ 
cation  produced  in  his  character, — his  fervid  piety, — 
his  large  benevolence, — the  strictness  with  which  he 
judged  himself, — the  liberality  with  which  he  judged 
others, — the  fortitude  with  which  alone,  in  the  whole 
court,  he  stood  up  against  the  commands  of  Louis, 
when  a  religious  scruple  was  concerned, — the  charity 
with  which  alone,  in  the  whole  court,  he  defended  the 
profligate  Orleans  against  calumniators, — his  great 
projects  for  the  good  of  the  people, — his  activity  in 
business, — his  taste  for  letters,— his  strong  domestic 
attachments, — even  the  ungraceful  person  and  the 
shy  and  awkward  manner  which  concealed  from  the 
eyes  of  the  sneering  courtiers  of  his  grandfather  so 
many  rare  endowments, — make  his  character  the  most 
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interesting  that  is  to  be  found  in  the  annals  of  his 
house.  He  had  resolved,  if  he  came  to  the  throne,  to 
disperse  that  ostentatious  court,  which  was  supported 
at  an  expense  ruinous  to  the  nation, — to  preserve 
peace, — to  correct  the  abuses  which  were  found  in 
every  part  of  the  system  of  revenue, — to  abolish  or 
modify  oppressive  privileges, — to  reform  the  adminis¬ 
tration  of  justice, — to  revive  the  institution  of  the 
States  General.  If  he  had  ruled  over  France  during 
forty  or  fifty  years,  that  great  movement  of  the  human 
mind,  which  no  government  could  have  arrested, 
which  bad  government  only  rendered  more  violent, 
would,  we  are  inclined  to  think,  have  been  conducted, 
by  peaceable  means,  to  a  happy  termination. 

Disease  and  sorrow  removed  from  the  world  that 
wisdom  and  virtue  of  which  it  was  not  worthy. 
During  two  generations  France  was  ruled  by  men 
who,  with  all  the  vices  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  had 
none  of  the  art  by  which  that  magnificent  prince 
passed  off  his  vices  for  virtues.  The  people  had  now 
to  see  tyranny  naked.  That  foul  Duessa  was  stripped 
of  her  gorgeous  ornaments.  She  had  always  been 
hideous  ;  but  a  strange  enchantment  had  made  her 
seem  fair  and  glorious  in  the  eyes  of  her  willing 
slaves.  The  spell  was  now  broken  ;  the  deformity 
was  made  manifest ;  and  the  lovers,  lately  so  happy 
and  so  proud,  turned  away  loathing  and  horror- 
struck. 

First  came  the  Regency.  The  strictness  with 
which  Louis  had,  towards  the  close  of  his  life,  exacted 
from  those  around  him  an  outward  attention  to  re¬ 
ligious  duties,  produced  an  effect  similar  to  that  which 
the  rigour  of  the  Puritans  had  produced  in  England. 
It  was  the  boast  of  Madame  de  Maintenon,  in  the 
time  of  her  greatness,  that  devotion  had  become  the 
fashion.  A  fashion  indeed  it  was  ;  and,  like  a  fashion, 
it  passed  away.  The  austerity  of  the  tyrant’s  old 
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age  had  injured  the  morality  of  the  higher  orders 
more  than  even  the  licentiousness  of  his  youth.  Not 
only  had  he  not  reformed  their  vices,  but,  by  forcing 
them  to  be  hypocrites,  he  had  shaken  their  belief 
in  virtue.  They  had  found  it  so  easy  to  perform 
the  grimace  of  piety,  that  it  was  natural  for  them 
to  consider  all  piety  as  grimace.  The  times  were 
changed.  Pensions,  regiments,  and  abbeys,  were  no 
longer  to  be  obtained  by  regular  confession  and  se¬ 
vere  penance  ;  and  the  obsequious  courtiers  who  had 
kept  Lent  like  monks  of  La  Trappe,  and  who  had 
turned  up  the  whites  of  their  eyes  at  the  edifying 
parts  of  sermons  preached  before  the  king,  aspired  to 
the  title  of  roue  as  ardently  as  they  had  aspired  to 
that  of  devot;  and  went,  during  Passion  Week,  to  the 
revels  of  the  Palais  Royal  as  readily  as  they  had 
formerly  repaired  to  the  sermons  of  Massillon. 

The  Regent  was  in  many  respects  the  facsimile 
of  our  Charles  the  Second.  Like  Charles,  he  was  a 
good-natured  man,  utterly  destitute  of  sensibility. 
Like  Charles,  he  had  good  natural  talents,  which  a 
deplorable  indolence  rendered  useless  to  the  state. 
Like  Charles,  he  thought  all  men  corrupt  and  in¬ 
terested,  and  yet  did  not  dislike  them  for  being  so. 
His  opinion  of  human  nature  was  Gulliver’s  ;  but  he 
did  not  regard  human  nature  with  Gulliver’s  horror. 
He  thought  that  he  and  his  fellow-creatures  were 
Yahoos  ;  and  he  thought  a  Yahoo  a  very  agreeable 
kind  of  animal.  No  princes  were  ever  more  social 
than  Charles  and  Philip  of  Orleans ;  yet  no  princes 
ever  had  less  capacity  for  friendship.  The  tempers 
of  these  clever  cynics  were  so  easy,  and  their  minds 
so  languid,  that  habit  supplied  in  them  the  place  of 
affection,  and  made  them  the  tools  of  people  for 
whom  they  cared  not  one  straw.  In  love,  both  were 
mere  sensualists  without  delicacy  or  tenderness.  In 
politics,  both  were  utterly  careless  of  faith  and  of 
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national  honour.  Charles  shut  up  the  Exchequer. 
Philip  patronised  the  System.  The  Councils  of 
Charles  were  swayed  by  the  gold  of  Barillon  ;  the 
councils  of  Philip  by  the  gold  of  Walpole.  Charles 
for  private  objects  made  war  on  Holland,  the  natural 
ally  of  England.  Philip  for  private  objects  made 
war  on  the  Spanish  branch  of  the  house  of  Bourbon, 
the  natural  ally,  indeed,  the  creature,  of  France. 
Even  in  trifling  circumstances  the  parallel  might  be 
carried  on.  Both  these  princes  were  fond  of  experi¬ 
mental  philosophy,  and  passed  in  the  laboratory  much 
time  which  would  have  been  more  advantageously 
passed  at  the  council  table.  Both  were  more  strongly 
attached  to  their  female  relatives  than  to  any  other 
human  being ;  and  in  both  cases  it  was  suspected 
that  this  attachment  was  not  perfectly  innocent.  In 
personal  courage,  and  in  all  the  virtues  which  are 
connected  with  personal  courage,  the  Regent  was  in¬ 
disputably  superior  to  Charles.  Indeed  Charles  but 
narrowly  escaped  the  stain  of  cowardice.  Philip  was 
eminently  brave,  and,  like  most  brave  men,  was  gene¬ 
rally  open  and  sincere.  Charles  added  dissimulation 
to  his  other  vices. 

The  administration  of  the  Regent  was  scarcely 
less  pernicious,  and  infinitely  more  scandalous,  than 
that  of  the  deceased  monarch.  It  was  by  magnificent 
public  works,  and  by  wars  conducted  on  a  gigantic 
scale,  that  Louis  had  brought  distress  on  his  people. 
The  Regent  aggravated  that  distress  by  frauds  of 
which  a  lame  duck  on  the  stock-exchange  would  have 
been  ashamed.  France,  even  while  suffering  under 
the  most  severe  calamities,  had  reverenced  the  con¬ 
queror.  She  despised  the  swindler. 

When  Orleans  and  the  wretched  Dubois  had  dis¬ 
appeared,  the  power  passed  to  the  Duke  of  Bourbon  ; 
a  prince  degraded  in  the  public  eye  by  the  infamously 
lucrative  part  which  he  had  taken  in  the  juggles  of 
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the  System,  and  by  the  humility  with  which  he  bore 
the  caprices  of  a  loose  and  imperious  woman.  It 
seemed  to  be  decreed  that  every  branch  of  the  royal 
family  should  successively  incur  the  abhorrence  and 
contempt  of  the  nation. 

Between  the  fall  of  the  Duke  of  Bourbon  and  the 
death  of  Fleury,  a  few  years  of  frugal  and  moderate 
government  intervened.  Then  recommenced  the 
downward  progress  of  the  monarchy.  Profligacy  in 
the  court,  extravagance  in  the  finances  ;  schism  in 
the  church,  faction  in  the  Parliaments,  unjust  war 
terminated  by  ignominious  peace, —  all  that  indicates 
and  all  that  produces  the  ruin  of  great  empires,  make 
up  the  history  of  that  miserable  period.  Abroad,  the 
French  were  beaten  and  humbled  everywhere,  by 
land  and  by  sea,  on  the  Elbe  and  on  the  Rhine,  in 
Asia  and  in  America.  At  home,  they  were  turned 
over  from  vizier  to  vizier,  and  from  sultana  to  sultana, 
till  they  had  reached  that  point  beneath  which  there 
was  no  lower  abyss  of  infamy, — till  the  yoke  of  Mau- 
peou  had  made  them  pine  for  Choiseul,— till  Madame 
du  Barri  had  taught  them  to  regret  Madame  de  Pom¬ 
padour. 

But,  unpopular  as  the  monarchy  had  become,  the 
aristocracy  was  more  unpopular  still ;  and  not  with¬ 
out  reason.  The  tyranny  of  an  individual  is  far  more 
supportable  than  the  tyranny  of  a  caste.  The  old 
privileges  were  galling  and  hateful  to  the  new  wealth 
and  the  new  knowledge.  Every  thing  indicated  the 
approach  of  no  common  revolution, — of  a  revolution 
destined  to  change,  not  merely  the  form  of  govern¬ 
ment,  but  the  distribution  of  property  and  the  whole 
social  system, — of  a  revolution  the  effects  of  which 
were  to  be  felt  at  every  fireside  in  France, — of  a  new 
Jaquerie,  in  which  the  victory  was  to  remain  with 
Jaques  bonhomme.  In  the  van  of  the  movement  were 
the  moneyed  men  and  the  men  of  letters,  the  wounded 
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pride  of  wealth  and  the  wounded  pride  of  intellect. 
An  immense  multitude,  made  ignorant  and  cruel  by- 
oppression,  was  raging  in  the  rear. 

We  greatly  doubt  whether  any  course  which 
could  have  been  pursued  by  Louis  the  Sixteenth 
could  have  averted  a  great  convulsion.  But  we  are 
sure  that,  if  there  was  such  a  course,  it  was  the 
course  recommended  by  M.  Turgot.  The  church 
and  the  aristocracy,  with  that  blindness  to  danger, 
that  incapacity  of  believing  that  any  thing  can  be 
except  what  has  been,  which  the  long  possession  of 
power  seldom  fails  to  generate,  mocked  at  the  counsel 
which  might  have  saved  them.  They  would  not 
have  reform  ;  and  they  had  revolution.  They  would 
not  pay  a  small  contribution  in  place  of  the  odious 
corvees ;  and  they  lived  to  see  their  castles  de¬ 
molished,  and  their  lands  sold  to  strangers.  They 
would  not  endure  Turgot ;  and  they  were  forced  to 
endure  Robespierre. 

Then  the  rulers  of  France,  as  if  smitten  with 
judicial  blindness,  plunged  headlong  into  the  Ameri¬ 
can  war.  They  thus  committed  at  once  two  great 
errors.  They  encouraged  the  spirit  of  revolution. 
They  augmented  at  the  same  time  those  public  bur¬ 
dens,  the  pressure  of  which  is  generally  the  imme¬ 
diate  cause  of  revolutions.  The  event  of  the  war 
carried  to  the  height  the  enthusiasm  of  speculative 
democrats.  The  financial  difficulties  produced  by 
the  war  carried  to  the  height  the  discontent  of  that 
larger  body  of  people  who  cared  little  about  theories, 
and  much  about  taxes. 

The  meeting  of  the  States-General  was  the  signal 
for  the  explosion  of  all  the  hoarded  passions  of  a 
century.  In  that  assembly,  there  were  undoubtedly 
very  able  men.  But  they  had  no  practical  know¬ 
ledge  of  the  art  of  government.  All  the  great 
English  revolutions  have  been  conducted  by  prac- 
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tical  statesmen.  The  French  Revolution  was  con¬ 
ducted  by  mere  speculators.  Our  constitution  has 
never  been  so  far  behind  the  age  as  to  have  become 
an  object  of  aversion  to  the  people.  The  English 
revolutions  have  therefore  been  undertaken  for  the 
purpose  of  defending,  correcting,  and  restoring, — 
never  for  the  mere  purpose  of  destroying.  Our 
countrymen  have  always,  even  in  times  of  the 
greatest  excitement,  spoken  reverently  of  the  form 
of  government  under  which  they  lived,  and  attacked 
only  what  they  regarded  as  its  corruptions.  In  the 
very  act  of  innovating  they  have  constantly  appealed 
to  ancient  prescription  ;  they  have  seldom  looked 
abroad  for  models ;  they  have  seldom  troubled 
themselves  with  Utopian  theories ;  they  have  not 
been  anxious  to  prove  that  liberty  is  a  natural  right 
of  men  ;  they  have  been  content  to  regard  it  as  the 
lawful  birthright  of  Englishmen.  Their  social  con¬ 
tract  is  no  fiction.  It  is  still  extant  on  the  original 
parchment,  sealed  with  wax  which  was  affixed  at 
Runnymede,  and  attested  by  the  lordly  names  of  the 
Marischals  and  Fitzherberts.  No  general  arguments 
about  the  original  equality  of  men,  no  fine  stories  out 
of  Plutarch  and  Cornelius  Nepos,  have  ever  affected 
them  so  much  as  their  own  familiar  words,— Magna 
Charta, — Habeas  Corpus, — Trial  by  Jury, — Bill  of 
Rights.  This  part  of  our  national  character  has  un¬ 
doubtedly  its  disadvantages.  An  Englishman  too 
often  reasons  on  politics  in  the  spirit  rather  of  a 
lawyer  than  of  a  philosopher.  There  is  too  often 
something  narrow,  something  exclusive,  something 
Jewish,  if  we  may  use  the  word,  in  his  love  of  free¬ 
dom.  He  is  disposed  to  consider  popular  rights  as 
the  special  heritage  of  the  chosen  race  to  which  he 
belongs.  He  is  inclined  rather  to  repel  than  to  en¬ 
courage  the  alien  proselyte  who  aspires  to  a  share  of 
his  privileges.  Very  different  was  the  spirit  of  the 
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Constituent  Assembly.  They  had  none  of  our  nar¬ 
rowness  ;  but  they  had  none  of  our  practical  skill  in 
the  management  of  affairs.  They  did  not  understand 
how  to  regulate  the  order  of  their  own  debates  ;  and 
they  thought  themselves  able  to  legislate  for  the 
whole  world.  All  the  past  was  loathsome  to  them. 
All  their  agreeable  associations  were  connected  with 
the  future.  Hopes  were  to  them  all  that  recollec¬ 
tions  are  to  us.  In  the  institutions  of  their  country 
they  found  nothing  to  love  or  to  admire.  As  far 
back  as  they  could  look,  they  saw  only  the  tyranny 
of  one  class  and  the  degradation  of  another, — Frank 
and  Gaul,  knight  and  villein,  gentleman  and  roturier. 
They  hated  the  monarchy,  the  church,  the  nobility. 
They  cared  nothing  for  the  States  or  the  Parliament. 
It  was  long  the  fashion  to  ascribe  all  the  follies  which 
they  committed  to  the  writings  of  the  philosophers. 
We  believe  that  it  was  misrule,  and  nothing  but  mis¬ 
rule,  that  put  the  sting  into  those  writings.  It  is 
not  true  that  the  French  abandoned  experience  for 
theories.  They  took  up  with  theories  because  they 
had  no  experience  of  good  government.  It  was  be¬ 
cause  they  had  no  charter  that  they  ranted  about  the 
original  contract.  As  soon  as  tolerable  institutions 
were  given  to  them,  they  began  to  look  to  those  in¬ 
stitutions.  In  1830  their  rallying  cry  was  Vive  la 
Charte.  In  1789  they  had  nothing  but  theories 
round  which  to  rally.  They  had  seen  social  dis¬ 
tinctions  only  in  a  bad  form  ;  and  it  was  therefore 
natural  that  they  should  be  deluded  by  sophisms 
about  the  equality  of  men.  They  had  experienced 
so  much  evil  from  the  sovereignty  of  kings  that  they 
might  be  excused  for  lending  a  ready  ear  to  those 
who  preached,  in  an  exaggerated  form,  the  doctrine 
of  the  sovereignty  of  the  people. 

The  English,  content  with  their  own  national  re¬ 
collections  and  names,  have  never  sought  for  models 
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in  the  institutions  of  Greece  or  Rome.  The  French, 
having  nothing  in  their  own  history  to  which  they 
could  look  back  with  pleasure,  had  recourse  to  the 
history  of  the  great  ancient  commonwealths  :  they 
drew  their  notions  of  those  commonwealths,  not  from 
contemporary  writers,  but  from  romances  written  by 
pedantic  moralists  long  after  the  extinction  of  public 
liberty.  They  neglected  Thucydides  for  Plutarch. 
Blind  themselves,  they  took  blind  guides.  They  had 
no  experience  of  freedom ;  and  they  took  their 
opinions  concerning  it  from  men  who  had  no  more 
experience  of  it  than  themselves,  and  whose  imagina¬ 
tions,  inflamed  by  mystery  and  privation,  exagge¬ 
rated  the  unknown  enjoyment ; — from  men  who 
raved  about  patriotism  without  having  ever  had  a 
country,  and  eulogised  tyrannicide  while  crouching 
before  tyrants.  The  maxim  which  the  French  legis¬ 
lators  learned  in  this  school  was,  that  political  liberty 
is  an  end,  and  not  a  means  ;  that  it  is  not  merely 
valuable  as  the  great  safeguard  of  order,  of  property, 
and  of  morality,  but  that  it  is  in  itself  a  high  and 
exquisite  happiness  to  which  order,  property,  and 
morality  ought  without  one  scruple  to  be  sacrificed. 
The  lessons  which  may  be  learned  from  ancient 
history  are  indeed  most  useful  and  important ;  but 
they  were  not  likely  to  be  learned  by  men  who,  in 
all  their  rhapsodies  about  the  Athenian  democracy, 
seemed  utterly  to  forget  that  in  that  democracy  there 
were  ten  slaves  to  one  citizen  ;  and  who  constantly 
decorated  their  invectives  against  the  aristocrats  with 
panegyrics  on  Brutus  and  Cato, — two  aristocrats, 
fiercer,  prouder,  and  more  exclusive,  than  any  that 
emigrated  with  the  Count  of  Artois. 

We  have  never  met  with  so  vivid  and  interesting 
a  picture  of  the  National  Assembly  as  that  which 
M.  Dumont  has  set  before  us.  His  Mirabeau,  in  par¬ 
ticular,  is  incomparable.  All  the  former  Mirabeaus 
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were  daubs  in  comparison.  Some  were  merely 
painted  from  the  imagination — others  were  gross 
caricatures :  this  is  the  very  individual,  neither  god 
nor  daemon,  but  a  man — a  Frenchman, — a  French¬ 
man  of  the  eighteenth  century,  with  great  talents, 
with  strong  passions,  depraved  by  bad  education, 
surrounded  by  temptations  of  every  kind, — made 
desperate  at  one  time  by  disgrace,  and  then  again 
intoxicated  by  fame.  All  his  opposite  and  seemingly 
inconsistent  qualities  are  in  this  representation  so 
blended  together  as  to  make  up  a  harmonious  and 
natural  whole.  Till  now,  Mirabeau  was  to  us,  and, 
we  believe,  to  most  readers  of  history,  not  a  man,  but 
a  string  of  antitheses.  Henceforth  he  will  be  a  real 
human  being,  a  remarkable  and  eccentric  being 
indeed,  but  perfectly  conceivable. 

He  was  fond,  M.  Dumont  tells  us,  of  giving  odd 
compound  nicknames.  Thus,  M.  de  Lafayette  was 
Grandison-Cromwell  ;  the  King  of  Prussia  was 
Alaric-Cottin  ;  D’Espremenil  was  Crispin-Catiline. 
We  think  that  Mirabeau  himself  might  be  described, 
after  his  own  fashion,  as  a  Wilkes-Chatham.  He 
had  Wilkes’s  sensuality,  Wilkes’s  levity,  Wilkes’s  in¬ 
sensibility  to  shame.  Like  Wilkes,  he  had  brought 
on  himself  the  censure  even  of  men  of  pleasure  by 
the  peculiar  grossness  of  his  immorality,  and  by  the 
obscenity  of  his  writings.  Like  Wilkes,  he  was  heed¬ 
less,  not  only  of  the  laws  of  morality,  but  of  the  laws 
of  honour.  Yet  he  affected,  like  Wilkes,  to  unite  the 
character  of  the  demagogue  to  that  of  the  fine  gentle¬ 
man.  Like  Wilkes,  he  conciliated,  by  his  good- 
humour  and  his  high  spirits,  the  regard  of  many 
who  despised  his  character.  Like  Wilkes,  he  was 
hideously  ugly  ;  like  Wilkes,  he  made  a  jest  of  his 
own  ugliness  ;  and,  like  Wilkes,  he  was,  in  spite  of 
his  ugliness,  very  attentive  to  his  dress,  and  very  suc¬ 
cessful  in  affairs  of  gallantry. 
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Resembling  Wilkes  in  the  lower  and  grosser  parts 
of  his  character,  he  had,  in  his  higher  qualities,  some 
affinity  to  Chatham.  His  eloquence,  as  far  as  we  can 
judge  of  it,  bore  no  inconsiderable  resemblance  to 
that  of  the  great  English  minister.  He  was  not 
eminently  successful  in  long  set  speeches.  He  was 
not,  on  the  other  hand,  a  close  and  ready  debater. 
Sudden  bursts,  which  seemed  to  be  the  effect  of 
inspiration — short  sentences  which  came  like  light¬ 
ning,  dazzling,  burning,  striking  down  every  thing 
before  them — sentences  which,  spoken  at  critical 
moments,  decided  the  fate  of  great  questions — sen¬ 
tences  which  at  once  became  proverbs — sentences 
which  everybody  still  knows  by  heart — in  these 
chiefly  lay  the  oratorical  power  both  of  Chatham  and 
of  Mirabeau.  There  have  been  far  greater  speakers, 
and  far  greater  statesmen,  than  either  of  them  ;  but 
we  doubt  whether  any  men  have,  in  modern  times, 
exercised  such  vast  personal  influence  over  stormy 
and  divided  assemblies.  The  power  of  both  was  as 
much  moral  as  intellectual.  In  true  dignity  of  cha¬ 
racter,  in  private  and  public  virtue,  it  may  seem 
absurd  to  institute  any  comparison  between  them  ; 
but  they  had  the  same  haughtiness  and  vehemence  of 
temper.  In  their  language  and  manner  there  was  a 
disdainful  self-confidence,  an  imperiousness,  a  fierce¬ 
ness  of  passion,  before  which  all  common  minds 
quailed.  Even  Murray  and  Charles  Townshend. 
though  intellectually  not  inferior  to  Chatham,  were 
always  cowed  by  him.  Barnave,  in  the  same  manner, 
though  the  best  debater  in  the  National  Assembly, 
flinched  before  the  energy  of  Mirabeau.  Men,  except 
in  bad  novels,  are  not  all  good  or  all  evil.  It  can 
scarcely  be  denied  that  the  virtue  of  Lord  Chatham 
was  a  little  theatrical.  On  the  other  hand  there  was 
in  Mirabeau,  not  indeed  any  thing  deserving  the 
name  of  virtue,  but  that  imperfect  substitute  for 
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virtue,  which  is  found  in  almost  all  superior  minds, — 
a  sensibility  to  the  beautiful  and  the  good,  which 
sometimes  amounted  to  sincere  enthusiasm  ;  and 
which,  mingled  with  the  desire  of  admiration,  some¬ 
times  gave  to  his  character  a  lustre  resembling  the 
lustre  of  true  goodness,—  as  the  “  faded  splendour 
wan  ”  which  lingered  round  the  fallen  archangel  re¬ 
sembled  the  exceeding  brightness  of  those  spirits  who 
had  kept  their  first  estate. 

There  are  several  other  admirable  portraits  of 
eminent  men  in  these  Memoirs.  That  of  Sieyes  in 
particular,  and  that  of  Talleyrand,  are  masterpieces, 
full  of  life  and  expression.  But  nothing  in  the  book 
has  interested  us  more  than  the  view  which  M. 
Dumont  has  presented  to  us,  unostentatiously,  and, 
we  may  say,  unconsciously,  of  his  own  character. 
The  sturdy  rectitude,  the  large  charity,  the  good¬ 
nature,  the  modesty,  the  independent  spirit,  the 
ardent  philanthropy,  the  unaffected  indifference  to 
money  and  to  fame,  make  up  a  character  which, 
while  it  has  nothing  unnatural,  seems  to  us  to  ap¬ 
proach  nearer  to  perfection  than  any  of  the  Grandi- 
sons  and  Allworthys  of  fiction.  The  work  is  not 
indeed  precisely  such  a  work  as  we  had  anticipated 
— it  is  more  lively,  more  picturesque,  more  amusing 
than  we  had  promised  ourselves  :  and  it  is,  on  the 
other  hand,  less  profound  and  philosophic.  But,  if 
it  is  not,  in  all  respects,  such  as  might  have  been 
expected  from  the  intellect  of  M.  Dumont,  it  is  as¬ 
suredly  such  as  might  have  been  expected  from  his 
heart. 
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WAR  OF  THE  SUCCESSION  IN  SPAIN. 
(January,  1833.) 

History  of  the  War  of  the  Succession  iti  Spain.  By  Lord 
Mahon.  8vo.  London :  1832. 

The  days  when  Miscellanies  in  Prose  and  Verse  by 
a  Person  of  Honour,  and  Romances  of  M.  Scuderi, 
done  into  English  by  a  Person  of  Quality,  were 
attractive  to  readers  and  profitable  to  booksellers, 
have  long  gone  by.  The  literary  privileges  once 
enjoyed  by  lords  are  as  obsolete  as  their  right  to  kill 
the  King’s  deer  on  their  way  to  Parliament,  or  as 
their  old  remedy  of  scandalum  magnatum .  Yet  we 
must  acknowledge  that,  though  our  political  opinions 
are  by  no  means  aristocratical,  we  always  feel  kindly 
disposed  towards  noble  authors.  Industry  and  a 
taste  for  intellectual  pleasures  are  peculiarly  re¬ 
spectable  in  those  who  can  afford  to  be  idle  and  who 
have  every  temptation  to  be  dissipated.  It  is  im¬ 
possible  not  to  wish  success  to  a  man  who,  finding 
himself  placed,  without  any  exertion  or  any  merit 
on  his  part,  above  the  mass  of  society,  voluntarily 
descends  from  his  eminence  in  search  of  distinctions 
which  he  may  justly  call  his  own. 

This  is,  we  think,  the  second  appearance  of  Lord 
Mahon  in  the  character  of  an  author.  His  first  book 
was  creditable  to  him,  but  was  in  every  respect  in¬ 
ferior  to  the  work  which  now  lies  before  us.  He  has 
undoubtedly  some  of  the  most  valuable  qualities  of 
a  historian,  great  diligence  in  examining  authorities, 
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great  judgment  in  weighing  testimony,  and  great 
impartiality  in  estimating  characters.  We  are  not 
aware  that  he  has  in  any  instance  forgotten  the 
duties  belonging  to  his  literary  functions  in  the 
feelings  of  a  kinsman.  He  does  no  more  than  justice 
to  his  ancestor  Stanhope ;  he  does  full  justice  to  Stan¬ 
hope’s  enemies  and  rivals.  His  narrative  is  very 
perspicuous,  and  is  also  entitled  to  the  praise,  seldom, 
we  grieve  to  say,  deserved  by  modern  writers,  of 
being  very  concise.  It  must  be  admitted,  however, 
that,  with  many  of  the  best  qualities  of  a  literary 
veteran,  he  has  some  of  the  faults  of  a  literary 
novice.  He  has  not  yet  acquired  a  great  command 
of  words.  His  style  is  seldom  easy,  and  is  now  and 
then  unpleasantly  stiff.  He  is  so  bigoted  a  purist 
that  he  transforms  the  Abbe  d’Estrees  into  an  Abbot. 
We  do  not  like  to  see  French  words  introduced  into 
English  composition  ;  but,  after  all,  the  first  law  of 
writing,  that  law  to  which  all  other  laws  are  sub¬ 
ordinate,  is  this,  that  the  words  employed  shall  be 
such  as  convey  to  the  reader  the  meaning  of  the 
writer.  Now  an  Abbot  is  the  head  of  a  religious 
house  ;  an  Abbe  is  quite  a  different  sort  of  person. 
It  is  better  undoubtedly  to  use  an  English  word  than 
a  French  word  ;  but  it  is  better  to  use  a  French 
word  than  to  misuse  an  English  word. 

Lord  Mahon  is  also  a  little  too  fond  of  uttering 
moral  reflections  in  a  style  too  sententious  and 
oracular.  We  will  give  one  instance:  “Strange  as 
it  seems,  experience  shows  that  we  usually  feel  far 
more  animosity  against  those  whom  we  have  injured 
than  against  those  who  injure  us :  and  this  remark 
holds  good  with  every  degree  of  intellect,  with  every 
class  of  fortune,  with  a  prince  or  a  peasant,  a  stripling 
or  an  elder,  a  hero  or  a  prince.”  This  remark  might 
have  seemed  strange  at  the  court  of  Nimrod  or 
Chedorlaomer  ;  but  it  has  now  been  for  many  genera- 
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tions  considered  as  a  truism  rather  than  a  paradox. 
Every  boy  has  written  on  the  thesis  “  Odisse  quern 
Iceseris .”  Scarcely  any  lines  in  English  Poetry  are 
better  known  than  that  vigorous  couplet, 

“  Forgiveness  to  the  injured  does  belong  ; 

But  they  ne’er  pardon  who  have  done  the  wrong.” 

The  historians  and  philosophers  have  quite  done 
with  this  maxim,  and  have  abandoned  it,  like  other 
maxims  which  have  lost  their  gloss,  to  bad  novelists, 
by  whom  it  will  very  soon  be  worn  to  rags. 

It  is  no  more  than  justice  to  say  that  the  faults 
of  Lord  Mahon’s  book  are  precisely  the  faults  which 
time  seldom  fails  to  cure,  and  that  the  book,  in  spite 
of  those  faults,  is  a  valuable  addition  to  our  historical 
literature. 

Whoever  wishes  to  be  well  acquainted  with  the 
morbid  anatomy  of  governments,  whoever  wishes  to 
know  how  great  states  may  be  made  feeble  and 
wretched,  should  study  the  history  of  Spain.  The 
empire  of  Philip  the  Second  was  undoubtedly  one 
of  the  most  powerful  and  splendid  that  ever  existed 
in  the  world.  In  Europe,  he  ruled  Spain,  Portugal, 
the  Netherlands  on  both  sides  of  the  Rhine,  Franche 
Comte,  Roussillon,  the  Milanese,  and  the  Two  Sicilies. 
Tuscany,  Parma,  and  the  other  small  states  of  Italy, 
were  as  completely  dependent  on  him  as  the  Nizam 
and  the  Rajah  of  Berar  now  are  on  the  East  India 
Company.  In  Asia,  the  King  of  Spain  was  master 
of  the  Philippines  and  of  all  those  rich  settlements 
which  the  Portuguese  had  made  on  the  coasts  of 
Malabar  and  Coromandel,  in  the  Peninsula  of 
Malacca,  and  in  the  Spice  Islands  of  the  Eastern 
Archipelago.  In  America,  his  dominions  extended 
on  each  side  of  the  equator  into  the  temperate  zone. 
There  is  reason  to  believe  that  his  annual  revenue 
amounted,  in  the  season  of  his  greatest  power,  to  a 
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sum  near  ten  times  as  large  as  that  which  England 
yielded  to  Elizabeth.  He  had  a  standing  army  of 
fifty  thousand  excellent  troops,  at  a  time  when 
England  had  not  a  single  battalion  in  constant  pay. 
His  ordinary  naval  force  consisted  of  a  hundred  and 
forty  galleys.  He  held,  what  no  other  prince  in 
modern  times  has  held,  the  dominion  both  of  the 
land  and  of  the  sea.  During  the  greater  part  of  his 
reign,  he  was  supreme  on  both  elements.  His  soldiers 
marched  up  to  the  capital  of  France ;  his  ships 
menaced  the  shores  of  England. 

It  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that,  during  several 
years,  his  power  over  Europe  was  greater  than  even 
that  of  Napoleon.  The  influence  of  the  French  con¬ 
queror  never  extended  beyond  low-water  mark.  The 
narrowest  strait  was  to  his  power  what  it  was  of  old 
believed  that  a  running  stream  was  to  the  sorceries 
of  a  witch.  While  his  army  entered  every  metropolis 
from  Moscow  to  Lisbon,  the  English  fleets  blockaded 
every  port  from  Dantzic  to  Trieste.  Sicily,  Sardinia, 
Majorca,  Guernsey,  enjoyed  security  through  the 
whole  course  of  a  war  which  endangered  every 
throne  on  the  Continent.  The  victorious  and  im¬ 
perial  nation  which  had  filled  its  museums  with  the 
spoils  of  Antwerp,  of  Florence,  and  of  Rome,  was 
suffering  painfully  from  the  want  of  luxuries  which 
use  had  made  necessaries.  While  pillars  and  arches 
were  rising  to  commemorate  the  French  conquests, 
the  conquerors  were  trying  to  manufacture  coffee  out 
of  succory  and  sugar  out  of  beet-root.  The  influence 
of  Philip  on  the  Continent  was  as  great  as  that  of 
Napoleon.  The  Emperor  of  Germany  was  his  kins¬ 
man.  France,  torn  by  religious  dissensions,  was 
never  a  formidable  opponent,  and  was  sometimes  a 
dependent  ally.  At  the  same  time,  Spain  had  what 
Napoleon  desired  in  vain,  ships,  colonies,  and  com¬ 
merce.  She  long  monopolised  the  trade  of  America 
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and  of  the  Indian  Ocean.  All  the  gold  of  the  West, 
and  all  the  spices  of  the  East,  were  received  and 
distributed  by  her.  During  many  years  of  war,  her 
commerce  was  interrupted  only  by  the  predatory 
enterprises  of  a  few  roving  privateers.  Even  after 
the  defeat  of  the  Armada,  English  statesmen  con¬ 
tinued  to  look  with  great  dread  on  the  maritime 
power  of  Philip.  “  The  King  of  Spain,”  said  the 
Lord  Keeper  to  the  two  Houses  in  1593,  “since  he 
hath  usurped  upon  the  kingdom  of  Portugal,  hath 
thereby  grown  mighty  by  gaining  the  East  Indies  : 
so  as,  how  great  soever  he  was  before,  he  is  now 
thereby  manifestly  more  great :  .  .  .  He  keepeth  a 
navy  armed  to  impeach  all  trade  of  merchandise 
from  England  to  Gascoigne  and  Guienne,  which  he 
attempted  to  do  this  last  vintage  ;  so  as  he  is  now  be¬ 
come  as  a  frontier  enemy  to  all  the  west  of  England, 
as  well  as  all  the  south  parts,  as  Sussex,  Hampshire, 
and  the  Isle  of  Wight.  Yea,  by  means  of  his  interest 
in  St.  Maloes,  a  port  full  of  shipping  for  the  war,  he 
is  a  dangerous  neighbour  to  the  Queen’s  isles  of 
Jersey  and  Guernsey,  ancient  possessions  of  this 
crown,  and  never  conquered  in  the  greatest  wars  with 
France.” 

The  ascendency  which  Spain  then  had  in  Europe 
was,  in  one  sense,  well  deserved.  It  was  an  as¬ 
cendency  which  had  been  gained  by  unquestioned 
superiority  in  all  the  arts  of  policy  and  of  war.  In 
the  sixteenth  century,  Italy  was  not  more  decidedly 
the  land  of  the  fine  arts,  Germany  was  not  more 
decidedly  the  land  of  bold  theological  speculation, 
than  Spain  was  the  land  of  statesmen  and  of  soldiers. 
The  character  which  Virgil  has  ascribed  to  his 
countrymen  might  have  been  claimed  by  the  grave 
and  haughty  chiefs,  who  surrounded  the  throne  of 
Ferdinand  the  Catholic,  and  of  his  immediate  suc¬ 
cessors.  That  majestic  art,  “  regere  imperio  populos,” 
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was  not  better  understood  by  the  Romans  in  the 
proudest  days  of  their  republic,  than  by  Gonsalvo 
and  Ximenes,  Cortes  and  Alva.  The  skill  of  the 
Spanish  diplomatists  was  renowned  throughout  Eu¬ 
rope.  In  England  the  name  of  Gondomar  is  still 
remembered.  The  sovereign  nation  was  unrivalled 
both  in  regular  and  irregular  warfare.  The  im¬ 
petuous  chivalry  of  France,  the  serried  phalanx  of 
Switzerland,  were  alike  found  wanting  when  brought 
face  to  face  with  the  Spanish  infantry.  In  the  wars 
of  the  New  World,  where  something  different  from 
ordinary  strategy  was  required  in  the  general  and 
something  different  from  ordinary  discipline  in  the 
soldier,  where  it  was  every  day  necessary  to  meet 
by  some  new  expedient  the  varying  tactics  of  a 
barbarous  enemy,  the  Spanish  adventurers  sprung 
from  the  common  people,  displayed  a  fertility  of 
resource,  and  a  talent  for  negotiation  and  command, 
to  which  history  scarcely  affords  a  parallel. 

The  Castilian  of  those  times  was  to  the  Italian 
what  the  Roman,  in  the  days  of  the  greatness  of 
Rome,  was  to  the  Greek.  The  conqueror  had  less 
ingenuity,  less  taste,  less  delicacy  of  perception  than 
the  conquered ;  but  far  more  pride,  firmness,  and 
courage,  a  more  solemn  demeanour,  a  stronger  sense 
of  honour.  The  subject  had  more  subtlety  in  specu¬ 
lation,  the  ruler  more  energy  in  action.  The  vices 
of  the  former  were  those  of  a  coward  ;  the  vices  of 
the  latter  were  those  of  a  tyrant.  It  may  be  added, 
that  the  Spaniard,  like  the  Roman,  did  not  disdain 
to  study  the  arts  and  the  language  of  those  whom 
he  oppressed.  A  revolution  took  place  in  the  litera¬ 
ture  of  Spain,  not  unlike  that  revolution  which,  as 
Horace  tells  us,  took  place  in  the  poetry  of  Latium  : 
“  Capta  ferum  victorem  cepit.”  The  slave  took 
prisoner  the  enslaver.  The  old  Castilian  ballads 
gave  place  to  sonnets  in  the  style  of  Petrarch,  and 
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to  heroic  poems  in  the  stanza  of  Ariosto,  as  the 
national  songs  of  Rome  were  driven  out  by  imitations 
of  Theocritus,  and  translations  from  Menander. 

In  no  modern  society,  not  even  in  England  dur¬ 
ing  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  has  there  been  so  great  a 
number  of  men  eminent  at  once  in  literature  and  in 
the  pursuits  of  active  life,  as  Spain  produced  during 
the  sixteenth  century.  Almost  every  distinguished 
writer  was  also  distinguished  as  a  soldier  or  a  poli¬ 
tician.  Boscan  bore  arms  with  high  reputation. 
Garcilaso  de  Vega,  the  author  of  the  sweetest  and 
most  graceful  pastoral  poem  of  modern  times,  after 
a  short  but  splendid  military  career,  fell  sword  in 
hand  at  the  head  of  a  storming  party.  Alonzo  de 
Ercilla  bore  a  conspicuous  part  in  that  war  of  Arauco, 
which  he  afterwards  celebrated  in  one  of  the  best 
heroic  poems  that  Spain  has  produced.  Hurtado 
de  Mendoza,  whose  poems  have  been  compared  to 
those  of  Horace,  and  whose  charming  little  novel  is 
evidently  the  model  of  Gil  Bias,  has  been  handed 
down  to  us  by  history  as  one  of  the  sternest  of  those 
iron  proconsuls  who  were  employed  by  the  House 
of  Austria  to  crush  the  lingering  public  spirit  of 
Italy.  Lope  sailed  in  the  Armada ;  Cervantes  was 
wounded  at  Lepanto. 

It  is  curious  to  consider  with  how  much  awe  our 
ancestors  in  those  times  regarded  a  Spaniard.  He 
was,  in  their  apprehension,  a  kind  of  daemon,  horribly 
malevolent,  but  withal  most  sagacious  and  powerful. 
“  They  be  verye  wyse  and  politicke,”  says  an  honest 
Englishman,  in  a  memorial  addressed  to  Mary,  “  and 
can,  thorowe  ther  wysdome,  reform  and  brydell  theyr 
owne  natures  for  a  tyme,  and  applye  their  conditions 
to  the  maners  of  those  men  with  whom  they  meddell 
gladlye  by  friendshippe  ;  whose  mischievous  maners 
a  man  shall  never  knowe  untyll  he  come  under  ther 
subjection :  but  then  shall  he  parfectlye  parceyve 
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and  fele  them  :  which  thynge  I  praye  God  England 
never  do  :  for  in  dissimulations  untyll  they  have  ther 
purposes,  and  afterwards  in  oppression  and  tyrannye, 
when  they  can  obtayne  them,  they  do  exceed  all 
other  nations  upon  the  earthe.”  This  is  just  such 
language  as  Arminius  would  have  used  about  the 
Romans,  or  as  an  Indian  statesman  of  our  times 
might  use  about  the  English.  It  is  the  language 
of  a  man  burning  with  hatred,  but  cowed  by  those 
whom  he  hates ;  and  painfully  sensible  of  their 
superiority,  not  only  in  power,  but  in  intelligence. 

But  how  art  thou  fallen  from  heaven,  O  Lucifer, 
son  of  the  morning !  How  art  thou  cut  down  to  the 
ground,  that  didst  weaken  the  nations  !  If  we  over¬ 
leap  a  hundred  years,  and  look  at  Spain  towards  the 
close  of  the  seventeenth  century,  what  a  change  do 
we  find !  The  contrast  is  as  great  as  that  which 
the  Rome  of  Gallienus  and  Honorius  presents  to 
the  Rome  of  Marius  and  Caesar.  Foreign  conquest 
had  begun  to  eat  into  every  part  of  that  gigantic 
monarchy  on  which  the  sun  never  set.  Holland  was 
gone,  and  Portugal,  and  Artois,  and  Roussillon,  and 
Franche  Comt6.  In  the  East,  the  empire  founded 
by  the  Dutch  far  surpassed  in  wealth  and  splendour 
that  which  their  old  tyrants  still  retained.  In  the 
West,  England  had  seized,  and  still  held,  settlements 
in  the  midst  of  the  Mexican  sea. 

The  mere  loss  of  territory  was,  however,  of  little 
moment.  The  reluctant  obedience  of  distant  pro¬ 
vinces  generally  costs  more  than  it  is  worth.  Empires 
which  branch  out  widely  are  often  more  flourishing 
for  a  little  timely  pruning.  Adrian  acted  judiciously 
when  he  abandoned  the  conquests  of  Trajan  ;  and 
England  was  never  so  rich,  so  great,  so  formidable 
to  foreign  princes,  so  absolutely  mistress  of  the  sea, 
as  since  the  loss  of  her  American  colonies.  The 
Spanish  empire  was  still,  in  outward  appearance, 
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great  and  magnificent.  The  European  dominions 
subject  to  the  last  feeble  Prince  of  the  House  of 
Austria  were  far  more  extensive  than  those  of  Louis 
the  Fourteenth.  The  American  dependencies  of  the 
Castilian  crown  still  extended  far  to  the  North  of  Can¬ 
cer  and  far  to  the  South  of  Capricorn.  But  within  this 
immense  body  there  was  an  incurable  decay,  an  utter 
want  of  tone,  an  utter  prostration  of  strength.  An 
ingenious  and  diligent  population,  eminently  skilled 
in  arts  and  manufactures,  had  been  driven  into  exile 
by  stupid  and  remorseless  bigots.  The  glory  of  the 
Spanish  pencil  had  departed  with  Velasquez  and 
Murillo.  The  splendid  age  of  Spanish  literature 
had  closed  with  Solis  and  Calderon.  During  the 
seventeenth  century  many  states  had  formed  great 
military  establishments.  But  the  Spanish  army,  so 
formidable  under  the  command  of  Alva  and  Farnese, 
had  dwindled  away  to  a  few  thousand  men,  ill  paid 
and  ill  disciplined.  England,  Holland,  and  France 
had  great  navies.  But  the  Spanish  navy  was  scarcely 
equal  to  the  tenth  part  of  that  mighty  force  which,  in 
the  time  of  Philip  the  Second,  had  been  the  terror 
of  the  Atlantic  and  the  Mediterranean.  The  arsenals 
were  deserted.  The  magazines  were  unprovided. 
The  frontier  fortresses  were  ungarrisoned.  The 
police  was  utterly  inefficient  for  the  protection  of 
the  people.  Murders  were  committed  in  the  face 
of  day  with  perfect  impunity.  Bravoes  and  dis¬ 
carded  serving -men,  with  swords  at  their  sides, 
swaggered  every  day  through  the  most  public  streets 
and  squares  of  the  capital,  disturbing  the  public 
peace,  and  setting  at  defiance  the  ministers  of  jus¬ 
tice.  The  finances  were  in  frightful  disorder.  The 
people  paid  much.  The  government  received  little. 
The  American  viceroys  and  the  farmers  of  the  revenue 
became  rich,  while  the  merchants  broke,  while  the 
peasantry  starved,  while  the  body-servants  of  the 
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sovereign  remained  unpaid,  while  the  soldiers  of 
the  royal  guard  repaired  daily  to  the  doors  of  con¬ 
vents,  and  battled  there  with  the  crowd  of  beggars 
for  a  porringer  of  broth  and  a  morsel  of  bread.  Every 
remedy  which  was  tried  aggravated  the  disease.  The 
currency  was  altered  ;  and  this  frantic  measure  pro¬ 
duced  its  never-failing  effects.  It  destroyed  all  credit, 
and  increased  the  misery  which  it  was  intended  to 
relieve.  The  American  gold,  to  use  the  words  of 
Ortiz,  was  to  the  necessities  of  the  state  but  as  a 
drop  of  water  to  the  lips  of  a  man  raging  with  thirst. 
Heaps  of  unopened  despatches  accumulated  in  the 
offices,  while  the  Ministers  were  concerting  with  bed¬ 
chamber-women  and  Jesuits  the  means  of  tripping 
up  each  other.  Every  foreign  power  could  plunder 
and  insult  with  impunity  the  heir  of  Charles  the 
Fifth.  Into  such  a  state  had  the  mighty  kingdom 
of  Spain  fallen,  while  one  of  its  smallest  dependen¬ 
cies,  a  country  not  so  large  as  the  province  of  Estre- 
madura  or  Andalusia,  situated  under  an  inclement 
sky,  and  preserved  only  by  artificial  means  from  the 
inroads  of  the  ocean,  had  become  a  power  of  the  first 
class,  and  treated  on  terms  of  equality  with  the  courts 
of  London  and  Versailles. 

The  manner  in  which  Lord  Mahon  explains  the 
financial  situation  of  Spain  by  no  means  satisfies  us. 
“  It  will  be  found,”  says  he,  “  that  those  individuals 
deriving  their  chief  income  from  mines,  whose  yearly 
produce  is  uncertain  and  varying,  and  seems  rather 
to  spring  from  fortune  than  to  follow  industry,  are 
usually  careless,  unthrifty,  and  irregular  in  their  ex¬ 
penditure.  The  example  of  Spain  might  tempt  us 
to  apply  the  same  remark  to  states.”  Lord  Mahon 
would  find  it  difficult,  we  suspect,  to  make  out  his 
analogy.  Nothing  could  be  more  uncertain  and 
varying  than  the  gains  and  losses  of  those  who  were 
in  the  habit  of  putting  into  the  state  lotteries.  But 
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no  part  of  the  public  income  was  more  certain  than 
that  which  was  derived  from  the  lotteries.  We  be¬ 
lieve  that  this  case  is  very  similar  to  that  of  the 
American  mines.  Some  veins  of  ore  exceeded  ex¬ 
pectation  ;  some  fell  below  it.  Some  of  the  private 
speculators  drew  blanks,  and  others  gained  prizes. 
But  the  revenue  of  the  state  depended,  not  on  any 
particular  vein,  but  on  the  whole  annual  produce  of 
two  great  continents.  This  annual  produce  seems  to 
have  been  almost  constantly  on  the  increase  during 
the  seventeenth  century.  The  Mexican  mines  were, 
through  the  reigns  of  Philip  the  Fourth  and  Charles 
the  Second,  in  a  steady  course  of  improvement ;  and 
in  South  America,  though  the  district  of  Potosi  was 
not  so  productive  as  formerly,  other  places  more  than 
made  up  for  the  deficiency.  We  very  much  doubt 
whether  Lord  Mahon  can  prove  that  the  income 
which  the  Spanish  government  derived  from  the 
mines  of  America  fluctuated  more  than  the  income 
derived  from  the  internal  taxes  of  Spain  itself. 

All  the  causes  of  the  decay  of  Spain  resolve  them¬ 
selves  into  one  cause,  bad  government.  The  valour, 
the  intelligence,  the  energy  which  at  the  close  of  the 
fifteenth  and  the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
had  made  the  Spaniards  the  first  nation  in  the  world, 
were  the  fruits  of  the  old  institution  of  Castile  and 
Arragon,  institutions  eminently  favourable  to  public 
liberty.  Those  institutions  the  first  Princes  of  the 
House  of  Austria  attacked  and  almost  wholly  de¬ 
stroyed.  Their  successors  expiated  the  crime.  The 
effects  of  a  change  from  good  government  to  bad 
government  are  not  fully  felt  for  some  time  after  the 
change  has  taken  place.  The  talents  and  the  virtues 
which  a  good  constitution  generates  may  for  a  time 
survive  that  constitution.  Thus  the  reigns  of  princes 
who  have  established  absolute  monarchy  on  the  ruins 
of  popular  forms  of  government  often  shine  in  history 
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with  a  peculiar  brilliancy.  But  when  a  generation  or 
two  has  passed  away,  then  comes  signally  to  pass 
that  which  was  written  by  Montesquieu,  that  despotic 
governments  resemble  those  savages  who  cut  down 
the  tree  in  order  to  get  at  the  fruit.  During  the  first 
years  of  tyranny,  is  reaped  the  harvest  sown  during 
the  last  years  of  liberty.  Thus  the  Augustan  age  was 
rich  in  great  minds  formed  in  the  generation  of  Cicero 
and  Caesar.  The  fruits  of  the  policy  of  Augustus 
were  reserved  for  posterity.  Philip  the  Second  was 
the  heir  of  the  Cortes  and  of  the  Justiza  Mayor  ;  and 
they  left  him  a  nation  which  seemed  able  to  conquer 
all  the  world.  What  Philip  left  to  his  successors  is 
well  known. 

The  shock  which  the  great  religious  schism  of  the 
sixteenth  century  gave  to  Europe,  was  scarcely  felt 
in  Spain.  In  England,  Germany,  Holland,  France, 
Denmark,  Switzerland,  Sweden,  that  shock  had  pro¬ 
duced,  with  some  temporary  evil,  much  durable  good. 
The  principles  of  the  Reformation  had  triumphed  in 
some  of  those  countries.  The  Catholic  Church  had 
maintained  its  ascendency  in  others.  But  though  the 
event  had  not  been  the  same  in  all,  all  had  been  agi¬ 
tated  by  the  conflict.  Even  in  France,  in  Southern 
Germany,  and  in  the  Catholic  Cantons  of  Switzerland, 
the  public  mind  had  been  stirred  to  its  inmost  depths. 
The  hold  of  ancient  prejudice  had  been  somewhat 
loosened.  The  Church  of  Rome,  warned  by  the  dan¬ 
ger  which  she  had  narrowly  escaped,  had,  in  those 
parts  of  her  dominion,  assumed  a  milder  and  more 
liberal  character.  She  sometimes  condescended  to 
submit  her  high  pretensions  to  the  scrutiny  of  reason, 
and  availed  herself  more  sparingly  than  in  former 
times  of  the  aid  of  the  secular  arm.  Even  when  per¬ 
secution  was  employed,  it  was  not  persecution  in  the 
worst  and  most  frightful  shape.  The  severities  of 
Louis  the  Fourteenth,  odious  as  they  were,  cannot  be 
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compared  with  those  which,  at  the  first  dawn  of  the 
Reformation,  had  been  inflicted  on  the  heretics  in 
many  parts  of  Europe. 

The  only  effect  which  the  Reformation  had  pro¬ 
duced  in  Spain  had  been  to  make  the  Inquisition 
more  vigilant  and  the  commonalty  more  bigoted. 
The  times  of  refreshing  came  to  all  neighbouring 
countries.  One  people  alone  remained,  like  the  fleece 
of  the  Hebrew  warrior,  dry  in  the  midst  of  that  be¬ 
nignant  and  fertilising  dew.  While  other  nations 
were  putting  away  childish  things,  the  Spaniard  still 
thought  as  a  child  and  understood  as  a  child.  Among 
the  men  of  the  seventeenth  century,  he  was  the  man 
of  the  fifteenth  century  or  of  a  still  darker  period,  de¬ 
lighted  to  behold  an  Auto  da  fe ,  and  ready  to  volun¬ 
teer  on  a  Crusade. 

The  evils  produced  by  a  bad  government  and  a 
bad  religion,  seemed  to  have  attained  their  greatest 
height  during  the  last  years  of  the  seventeenth  cen¬ 
tury.  While  the  kingdom  was  in  this  deplorable 
state,  the  King,  Charles,  second  of  the  name,  was 
hastening  to  an  early  grave.  His  days  had  been  few 
and  evil.  He  had  been  unfortunate  in  all  his  wars, 
in  every  part  of  his  internal  administration,  and  in  all 
his  domestic  relations.  His  first  wife,  whom  he  ten¬ 
derly  loved,  died  very  young.  His  second  wife  exer¬ 
cised  great  influence  over  him,  but  seems  to  have 
been  regarded  by  him  rather  with  fear  than  with 
love.  He  was  childless  ;  and  his  constitution  was  so 
completely  shattered  that,  at  little  more  than  thirty 
years  of  age,  he  had  given  up  all  hopes  of  posterity. 
His  mind  was  even  more  distempered  than  his  body. 
He  was  sometimes  sunk  in  listless  melancholy,  and 
sometimes  harassed  by  the  wildest  and  most  extrava¬ 
gant  fancies.  He  was  not,  however,  wholly  destitute 
of  the  feelings  which  became  his  station.  His  suffer¬ 
ings  were  aggravated  by  the  thought  that  his  own 
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dissolution  might  not  improbably  be  followed  by  the 
dissolution  of  his  empire. 

Several  princes  laid  claim  to  the  succession.  The 
King’s  eldest  sister  had  married  Louis  the  Fourteenth. 
The  Dauphin  would,  therefore,  in  the  common  course 
of  inheritance,  have  succeeded  to  the  crown.  But 
the  Infanta  had,  at  the  time  of  her  espousals,  solemnly 
renounced,  in  her  own  name,  and  in  that  of  her  pos¬ 
terity,  all  claim  to  the  succession.  This  renunciation 
had  been  confirmed  in  due  form  by  the  Cortes.  A 
younger  sister  of  the  King  had  been  the  first  wife  of 
Leopold,  Emperor  of  Germany.  She  too  had  at  her 
marriage  renounced  her  claims  to  the  Spanish  crown  ; 
but  the  Cortes  had  not  sanctioned  the  renunciation, 
and  it  was  therefore  considered  as  invalid  by  the 
Spanish  jurists.  The  fruit  of  this  marriage  was  a 
daughter,  who  had  espoused  the  Elector  of  Bavaria. 
The  Electoral  Prince  of  Bavaria  inherited  her  claim 
to  the  throne  of  Spain.  The  Emperor  Leopold  was 
son  of  a  daughter  of  Philip  the  Third,  and  was  there¬ 
fore  first  cousin  to  Charles.  No  renunciation  what¬ 
ever  had  been  exacted  from  his  mother  at  the  time 
of  her  marriage. 

The  question  was  certainly  very  complicated. 
That  claim  which,  according  to  the  ordinary  rules  of 
inheritance,  was  the  strongest,  had  been  barred  by  a 
contract  executed  in  the  most  binding  form.  The 
claim  of  the  Electoral  Prince  of  Bavaria  was  weaker. 
But  so  also  was  the  contract  which  bound  him  not 
to  prosecute  his  claim.  The  only  party  against  whom 
no  instrument  of  renunciation  could  be  produced  was 
the  party  who,  in  respect  of  blood,  had  the  weakest 
claim  of  all. 

As  it  was  clear  that  great  alarm  would  be  excited 
throughout  Europe  if  either  the  Emperor  or  the 
Dauphin  should  become  King  of  Spain,  each  of  those 
Princes  offered  to  waive  his  pretensions  in  favour  of 


the  Succession  in  Spain  263 

his  second  son  ;  the  Emperor,  in  favour  of  the  Arch¬ 
duke  Charles,  the  Dauphin,  in  favour  of  Philip  Duke 
of  Anjou. 

Soon  after  the  peace  of  Ryswick,  William  the 
Third  and  Louis  the  Fourteenth  determined  to  settle 
the  question  of  the  succession  without  consulting 
either  Charles  or  the  Emperor.  France,  England, 
and  Holland,  became  parties  to  a  treaty  by  which  it 
was  stipulated  that  the  Electoral  Prince  of  Bavaria 
should  succeed  to  Spain,  the  Indies,  and  the  Nether¬ 
lands.  The  Imperial  family  were  to  be  bought  off 
with  the  Milanese ;  and  the  Dauphin  was  to  have  the 
Two  Sicilies. 

The  great  object  of  the  King  of  Spain  and  of  all 
his  counsellors  was  to  avert  the  dismemberment  of 
the  monarchy.  In  the  hope  of  attaining  this  end, 
Charles  determined  to  name  a  successor.  A  will 
was  accordingly  framed  by  which  the  crown  was 
bequeathed  to  the  Bavarian  Prince.  Unhappily,  this 
will  had  scarcely  been  signed  when  the  Prince  died. 
The  question  was  again  unsettled,  and  presented 
greater  difficulties  than  before. 

A  new  Treaty  of  Partition  was  concluded  between 
France,  England,  and  Holland.  It  was  agreed  that 
Spain,  the  Indies,  and  the  Netherlands,  should  descend 
to  the  Archduke  Charles.  In  return  for  this  great 
concession  made  by  the  Bourbons  to  a  rival  house,  it 
was  agreed  that  France  should  have  the  Milanese,  or 
an  equivalent  in  a  more  commodious  situation.  The 
equivalent  in  view  was  the  province  of  Lorraine. 

Arbuthnot,  some  years  later,  ridiculed  the  Par¬ 
tition  Treaty  with  exquisite  humour  and  ingenuity. 
Everybody  must  remember  his  description  of  the 
paroxysm  of  rage  into  which  poor  old  Lord  Strutt 
fell,  on  hearing  that  his  runaway  servant  Nick  Frog, 
his  clothier  John  Bull,  and  his  old  enemy  Lewis 
Baboon,  had  come  with  quadrants,  poles,  and  ink- 
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horns,  to  survey  his  estate,  and  to  draw  his  will  for 
him.  Lord  Mahon  speaks  of  the  arrangement  with 
grave  severity.  He  calls  it,  “  an  iniquitous  compact, 
concluded  without  the  slightest  reference  to  the  wel¬ 
fare  of  the  states  so  readily  parcelled  and  allotted  ; 
insulting  to  the  pride  of  Spain,  and  tending  to  strip 
that  country  of  its  hard-won  conquests.”  The  most 
serious  part  of  this  charge  would  apply  to  half  the 
treaties  which  have  been  concluded  in  Europe  quite 
as  strongly  as  to  the  Partition  Treaty.  What  regard 
was  shown  in  the  treaty  of  the  Pyrenees  to  the  welfare 
of  the  people  of  Dunkirk  and  Roussillon,  in  the  treaty 
of  Nimeguen  to  the  welfare  of  the  people  of  Franche 
Comte,  in  the  treaty  of  Utrecht  to  the  welfare  of  the 
people  of  Flanders,  in  the  treaty  of  1735  to  the 
welfare  of  the  people  of  Tuscany?  All  Europe  re¬ 
members,  and  our  latest  posterity  will,  we  fear,  have 
reason  to  remember  how  coolly,  at  the  last  great 
pacification  of  Christendom,  the  people  of  Poland,  of 
Norway,  of  Belgium,  and  of  Lombardy,  were  allotted 
to  masters  whom  they  abhorred.  The  statesmen  who 
negotiated  the  Partition  Treaty  were  not  so  far  beyond 
their  age  and  ours  in  wisdom  and  virtue  as  to  trouble 
themselves  much  about  the  happiness  of  the  people 
whom  they  were  apportioning  among  foreign  rulers. 
But  it  will  be  difficult  to  prove  that  the  stipulations 
which  Lord  Mahon  condemns  were  in  any  respect 
unfavourable  to  the  happiness  of  those  who  were  to 
be  transferred  to  new  sovereigns.  The  Neapolitans 
would  certainly  have  lost  nothing  by  being  given  to 
the  Dauphin,  or  to  the  Great  Turk.  Addison,  who 
visited  Naples  about  the  time  at  which  the  Partition 
Treaty  was  signed,  has  left  us  a  frightful  description 
of  the  misgovernment  under  which  that  part  of  the 
Spanish  Empire  groaned.  As  to  the  people  of  Lor¬ 
raine,  an  union  with  France  would  have  been  the 
happiest  event  which  could  have  befallen  them.  Louis 
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was  already  their  sovereign  for  all  purposes  of  cruelty 
and  exaction.  He  had  kept  their  country  during 
many  years  in  his  own  hands.  At  the  peace  of 
Ryswick,  indeed,  their  Duke  -had  been  allowed  to 
return.  But  the  conditions  which  had  been  imposed 
on  him  made  him  a  mere  vassal  of  France. 

We  cannot  admit  that  the  Treaty  of  Partition  was 
objectionable  because  it  “tended  to  strip  Spain  of 
hard-won  conquests.”  The  inheritance  was  so  vast, 
and  the  claimants  so  mighty,  that  without  some  dis¬ 
memberment  it  was  scarcely  possible  to  make  a 
peaceable  arrangement.  If  any  dismemberment  was 
to  take  place,  the  best  way  of  effecting  it  surely  was 
to  separate  from  the  monarchy  those  provinces  which 
were  at  a  great  distance  from  Spain,  which  were  not 
Spanish  in  manners,  in  language,  or  in  feelings,  which 
were  both  worse  governed  and  less  valuable  than  the 
old  kingdoms  of  Castile  and  Arragon,  and  which, 
having  always  been  governed  by  foreigners,  would 
not  be  likely  to  feel  acutely  the  humiliation  of  being 
turned  over  from  one  master  to  another. 

That  England  and  Holland  had  a  right  to  inter¬ 
fere  is  plain.  The  question  of  the  Spanish  succession 
was  not  an  internal  question,  but  an  European  ques¬ 
tion.  And  this  Lord  Mahon  admits.  He  thinks 
that,  when  the  evil  had  been  done,  and  a  French 
Prince  was  reigning  at  the  Escurial,  England  and 
Holland  were  justified  in  attempting,  not  merely  to 
strip  Spain  of  its  remote  dependencies,  but  to  con¬ 
quer  Spain  itself ;  that  they  were  justified  in  attempt¬ 
ing  to  put,  not  merely  the  passive  Flemings  and 
Italians,  but  the  reluctant  Castilians  and  Asturians, 
under  the  dominion  of  a  stranger.  The  danger 
against  which  the  Partition  Treaty  was  intended  to 
guard  was  precisely  the  same  danger  which  after¬ 
wards  was  made  the  ground  of  war.  It  will  be 
difficult  to  prove  that  a  danger  which  was  sufficient 
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to  justify  the  war  was  insufficient  to  justify  the  pro¬ 
visions  of  the  treaty.  If,  as  Lord  Mahon  contends, 
it  was  better  that  Spain  should  be  subjugated  by 
main  force  than  that  she  should  be  governed  by  a 
Bourbon,  it  was  surely  better  that  she  should  be 
deprived  of  Sicily  and  the  Milanese  than  that  she 
should  be  governed  by  a  Bourbon. 

Whether  the  treaty  was  judiciously  framed  is 
quite  another  question.  We  disapprove  of  the  stipu¬ 
lations.  But  we  disapprove  of  them,  not  because  we 
think  them  bad,  but  because  we  think  that  there  was 
no  chance  of  their  being  executed.  Louis  was  the 
most  faithless  of  politicians.  He  hated  the  Dutch. 
He  hated  the  Government  which  the  Revolution  had 
established  in  England.  He  had  every  disposition  to 
quarrel  with  his  new  allies.  It  was  quite  certain  that 
he  would  not  observe  his  engagements,  if  it  should 
be  for  his  interest  to  violate  them.  Even  if  it  should 
be  for  his  interest  to  observe  them,  it  might  well  be 
doubted  whether  the  strongest  and  clearest  interest 
would  induce  a  man  so  haughty  and  self-willed  to 
cooperate  heartily  with  two  governments  which  had 
always  been  the  objects  of  his  scorn  and  aversion. 

When  intelligence  of  the  second  Partition  Treaty 
arrived  at  Madrid,  it  roused  to  momentary  energy 
the  languishing  ruler  of  a  languishing  state.  The 
Spanish  ambassador  at  the  court  of  London  was 
directed  to  remonstrate  with  the  government  of 
William ;  and  his  remonstrances  were  so  insolent 
that  he  was  commanded  to  leave  England.  Charles 
retaliated  by  dismissing  the  English  and  Dutch  am¬ 
bassadors.  The  French  King,  though  the  chief  author 
of  the  Partition  Treaty,  succeeded  in  turning  the  whole 
wrath  of  Charles  and  of  the  Spanish  people  from 
himself,  and  in  directing  it  against  the  two  maritime 
powers.  Those  powers  had  now  no  agent  at  Madrid. 
Their  perfidious  ally  was  at  liberty  to  carry  on  his 
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intrigues  unchecked  ;  and  he  fully  availed  himself  of 
this  advantage. 

A  long  contest  was  maintained  with  varying  suc¬ 
cess  by  the  factions  which  surrounded  the  miserable 
King.  On  the  side  of  the  Imperial  family  was  the 
Queen,  herself  a  Princess  of  that  family.  With  her 
were  allied  the  confessor  of  the  King,  and  most  of 
the  ministers.  On  the  other  side  were  two  of  the 
most  dexterous  politicians  of  that  age,  Cardinal  Porto 
Carrero,  Archbishop  of  Toledo,  and  Harcourt,  the 
ambassador  of  Louis. 

Harcourt  was  a  noble  specimen  of  the  French 
aristocracy  in  the  days  of  its  highest  splendour,  a 
finished  gentleman,  a  brave  soldier,  and  a  skilful 
diplomatist.  His  courteous  and  insinuating  manners, 
his  Parisian  vivacity  tempered  with  Castilian  gravity, 
made  him  the  favourite  of  the  whole  court.  He  be¬ 
came  intimate  with  the  grandees.  He  caressed  the 
clergy.  He  dazzled  the  multitude  by  his  magnificent 
style  of  living.  The  prejudices  which  the  people  of 
Madrid  had  conceived  against  the  French  character, 
the  vindictive  feelings  generated  during  centuries  of 
national  rivalry,  gradually  yielded  to  his  arts  ;  while 
the  Austrian  ambassador,  a  surly,  pompous,  niggardly 
German,  made  himself  and  his  country  more  and  more 
unpopular  every  day. 

Harcourt  won  over  the  court  and  the  city  :  Porto 
Carrero  managed  the  King.  Never  were  knave  and 
dupe  better  suited  to  each  other.  Charles  was 
sick,  nervous,  and  extravagantly  superstitious.  Porto 
Carrero  had  learned  in  the  exercise  of  his  profession 
the  art  of  exciting  and  soothing  such  minds  ;  and  he 
employed  that  art  with  the  calm  and  demure  cruelty 
which  is  the  characteristic  of  wicked  and  ambitious 
priests. 

He  first  supplanted  the  confessor.  The  state  of 
the  poor  King,  during  the  conflict  between  his  two 
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spiritual  advisers,  was  horrible.  At  one  time  he  was 
induced  to  believe  that  his  malady  was  the  same  with 
that  of  the  wretches  described  in  the  New  Testament, 
who  dwelt  among  the  tombs,  whom  no  chains  could 
bind,  and  whom  no  man  dared  to  approach.  At 
another  time  a  sorceress  who  lived  in  the  mountains 
of  the  Asturias  was  consulted  about  his  malady. 
Several  persons  were  accused  of  having  bewitched 
him.  Porto  Carrero  recommended  the  appalling  rite 
of  exorcism,  which  was  actually  performed.  The 
ceremony  made  the  poor  King  more  nervous  and 
miserable  than  ever.  But  it  served  the  turn  of  the 
Cardinal,  who,  after  much  secret  trickery,  succeeded 
in  casting  out,  not  the  devil,  but  the  confessor. 

The  next  object  was  to  get  rid  of  the  Ministers. 
Madrid  was  supplied  with  provisions  by  a  monopoly. 
The  government  looked  after  this  most  delicate  con¬ 
cern  as  it  looked  after  every  thing  else.  The  parti¬ 
sans  of  the  House  of  Bourbon  took  advantage  of  the 
negligence  of  the  administration.  On  a  sudden  the 
supply  of  food  failed.  Exorbitant  prices  were  de¬ 
manded.  The  people  rose.  The  royal  residence  was 
surrounded  by  an  immense  multitude.  The  Queen 
harangued  them.  The  priests  exhibited  the  host. 
All  was  in  vain.  It  was  necessary  to  awaken  the 
King  from  his  uneasy  sleep,  and  to  carry  him  to  the 
balcony.  There  a  solemn  promise  was  given  that 
the  unpopular  advisers  of  the  crown  should  be  forth¬ 
with  dismissed.  The  mob  left  the  palace  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  pull  down  the  houses  of  the  ministers. 
The  adherents  of  the  Austrian  line  were  thus  driven 
from  power,  and  the  government  was  entrusted  to  the 
creatures  of  Porto  Carrero.  The  King  left  the  city 
in  which  he  had  suffered  so  cruel  an  insult  for  the 
magnificent  retreat  of  the  Escurial.  Here  his  hypo¬ 
chondriac  fancy  took  a  new  turn.  Like  his  ancestor 
Charles  the  Fifth,  he  was  haunted  by  a  strange 
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curiosity  to  pry  into  the  secrets  of  that  grave  to 
which  he  was  hastening.  In  the  cemetery  which 
Philip  the  Second  had  formed  beneath  the  pavement 
of  the  church  of  St.  Lawrence,  reposed  three  genera¬ 
tions  of  Castilian  princes.  Into  these  dark  vaults  the 
unhappy  monarch  descended  by  torch-light,  and  pene¬ 
trated  to  that  superb  and  gloomy  chamber  where, 
round  the  great  black  crucifix,  were  ranged  the  coffins 
of  the  kings  and  queens  of  Spain.  There  he  com¬ 
manded  his  attendants  to  open  the  massy  chests  of 
bronze  in  which  the  relics  of  his  predecessors  decayed. 
He  looked  on  the  ghastly  spectacle  with  little  emotion 
till  the  coffin  of  his  first  wife  was  unclosed,  and  she 
appeared  before  him — such  was  the  skill  of  the  em- 
balmer — in  all  her  well-remembered  beauty.  He  cast 
one  glance  on  those  beloved  features,  unseen  for 
eighteen  years,  those  features  over  which  corruption 
seemed  to  have  no  power,  and  rushed  from  the  vault, 
exclaiming,  “  She  is  with  God  ;  and  I  shall  soon  be 
with  her.”  The  awful  sight  completed  the  ruin  of  his 
body  and  mind.  The  Escurial  became  hateful  to 
him  ;  and  he  hastened  to  Aranjuez.  But  the  shades 
and  waters  of  that  delicious  island-garden,  so  fondly 
celebrated  in  the  sparkling  verse  of  Calderon,  brought 
no  solace  to  their  unfortunate  master.  Having  tried 
medicine,  exercise,  and  amusement  in  vain,  he  re¬ 
turned  to  Madrid  to  die. 

He  was  now  beset  on  every  side  by  the  bold  and 
skilful  agents  of  the  House  of  Bourbon.  The  leading 
politicians  of  his  court  assured  him  that  Louis,  and 
Louis  alone,  was  sufficiently  powerful  to  preserve  the 
Spanish  monarchy  undivided,  and  that  Austria  would 
be  utterly  unable  to  prevent  the  Treaty  of  Partition 
from  being  carried  into  effect.  Some  celebrated 
lawyers  gave  it  as  their  opinion  that  the  act  of  re¬ 
nunciation  executed  by  the  late  Queen  of  France 
ought  to  be  construed  according  to  the  spirit,  and 
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not  according  to  the  letter.  The  letter  undoubtedly 
excluded  the  French  Princes.  The  spirit  was  merely 
this,  that  ample  security  should  be  taken  against  the 
union  of  the  French  and  Spanish  crowns  on  one 
head. 

In  all  probability,  neither  political  nor  legal 
reasonings  would  have  sufficed  to  overcome  the 
partiality  which  Charles  felt  for  the  House  of  Austria. 
There  had  always  been  a  close  connection  between 
the  two  great  royal  lines  which  sprang  from  the  mar¬ 
riage  of  Philip  and  Juana.  Both  had  always  re¬ 
garded  the  French  as  their  natural  enemies.  It  was 
necessary  to  have  recourse  to  religious  terrors  ;  and 
Porto  Carrero  employed  those  terrors  with  true  pro¬ 
fessional  skill.  The  King’s  life  was  drawing  to  a 
close.  Would  the  most  Catholic  prince  commit  a 
great  sin  on  the  brink  of  the  grave?  And  what 
could  be  a  greater  sin  than,  from  an  unreasonable 
attachment  to  a  family  name,  from  an  unchristian 
antipathy  to  a  rival  house,  to  set  aside  the  rightful 
heir  of  an  immense  monarchy?  The  tender  con¬ 
science  and  the  feeble  intellect  of  Charles  were 
strongly  wrought  upon  by  these  appeals.  At  length 
Porto  Carrero  ventured  on  a  master-stroke.  He  ad¬ 
vised  Charles  to  apply  for  counsel  to  the  Pope.  The 
King  who,  in  the  simplicity  of  his  heart,  considered 
the  successor  of  St.  Peter  as  an  infallible  guide  in 
spiritual  matters,  adopted  the  suggestion  ;  and  Porto 
Carrero,  who  knew  that  his  Holiness  was  a  mere  tool 
of  France,  awaited  with  perfect  confidence  the  result 
of  the  application.  In  the  answer  which  arrived 
from  Rome,  the  King  was  solemnly  reminded  of  the 
great  account  which  he  was  soon  to  render,  and 
cautioned  against  the  flagrant  injustice  which  he  was 
tempted  to  commit.  He  was  assured  that  the  right 
was  with  the  House  of  Bourbon,  and  reminded  that 
his  own  salvation  ought  to  be  dearer  to  him  than  the 
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House  of  Austria.  Yet  he  still  continued  irresolute. 
His  attachment  to  his  family,  his  aversion  to  France, 
were  not  to  be  overcome  even  by  Papal  authority. 
At  length  he  thought  himself  actually  dying.  Then 
the  cardinal  redoubled  his  efforts.  Divine  after 
divine,  well  tutored  for  the  occasion,  was  brought  to 
the  bed  of  the  trembling  penitent.  He  was  dying  in 
the  commission  of  known  sin.  He  was  defrauding 
his  relatives.  He  was  bequeathing  civil  war  to  his 
people.  He  yielded,  and  signed  that  memorable 
Testament,  the  cause  of  many  calamities  to  Europe. 
As  he  affixed  his  name  to  the  instrument,  he  burst 
into  tears.  “  God,”  he  said,  “gives  kingdoms  and 
takes  them  away.  I  am  already  one  of  the  dead.” 

The  will  was  kept  secret  during  the  short  re¬ 
mainder  of  his  life.  On  the  third  of  November  1700 
he  expired.  All  Madrid  crowded  to  the  palace. 
The  gates  were  thronged.  The  antechamber  was 
filled  with  ambassadors  and  grandees,  eager  to  learn 
what  dispositions  the  deceased  sovereign  had  made. 
At  length  the  folding  doors  were  flung  open.  The 
Duke  of  Abrantes  came  forth,  and  announced  that 
the  whole  Spanish  monarchy  was  bequeathed  to 
Philip  Duke  of  Anjou.  Charles  had  directed  that, 
during  the  interval  which  might  elapse  between  his 
death  and  the  arrival  of  his  successor,  the  govern¬ 
ment  should  be  administered  by  a  council,  of  which 
Porto  Carrero  was  the  chief  member. 

Louis  acted,  as  the  English  ministers  might  have 
guessed  that  he  would  act.  With  scarcely  the  show 
of  hesitation,  he  broke  through  all  the  obligations  of 
the  Partition  Treaty,  and  accepted  for  his  grandson 
the  splendid  legacy  of  Charles.  The  new  sovereign 
hastened  to  take  possession  of  his  dominions.  The 
whole  court  of  France  accompanied  him  to  Sceaux. 
His  brothers  escorted  him  to  that  frontier  which, 
as  they  weakly  imagined,  was  to  be  a  frontier  no 


272 


Lord  Mahon’s  War  of 


longer.  “  The  Pyrenees,”  said  Louis,  “  have  ceased 
to  exist.”  Those  very  Pyrenees,  a  few  years  later, 
were  the  theatre  of  a  war  between  the  heir  of  Louis 
and  the  prince  whom  France  was  now  sending  to 
govern  Spain. 

If  Charles  had  ransacked  Europe  to  find  a  suc¬ 
cessor  whose  moral  and  intellectual  character  re¬ 
sembled  his  own,  he  could  not  have  chosen  better. 
Philip  was  not  so  sickly  as  his  predecessor,  but  he 
was  quite  as  weak,  as  indolent,  and  as  superstitious  ; 
he  very  soon  became  quite  as  hypochondriacal  and 
eccentric  ;  and  he  was  even  more  uxorious.  He  was 
indeed  a  husband  of  ten  thousand.  His  first  object, 
when  he  became  King  of  Spain,  was  to  procure  a 
wife.  From  the  day  of  his  marriage  to  the  day  of 
her  death,  his  first  object  was  to  have  her  near  him, 
and  to  do  what  she  wished.  As  soon  as  his  wife 
died,  his  first  object  was  to  procure  another. 
Another  was  found,  as  unlike  the  former  as  possible. 
But  she  was  a  wife ;  and  Philip  was  content. 
Neither  by  day  nor  by  night,  neither  in  sickness  nor 
in  health,  neither  in  time  of  business  nor  in  time  of 
relaxation,  did  he  ever  suffer  her  to  be  absent  from 
him  for  half  an  hour.  His  mind  was  naturally  feeble  ; 
and  he  had  received  an  enfeebling  education.  He 
had  been  brought  up  amidst  the  dull  magnificence 
of  Versailles.  His  grandfather  was  as  imperious  and 
as  ostentatious  in  his  intercourse  with  the  royal 
family  as  in  public  acts.  All  those  who  grew  up 
immediately  under  the  eye  of  Louis  had  the  manners 
of  persons  who  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  be 
at  ease.  They  were  all  taciturn,  shy,  and  awkward. 
In  all  of  them,  except  the  Duke  of  Burgundy,  the  evil 
went  further  than  the  manners.  The  Dauphin,  the 
Duke  of  Berri,  Philip  of  Anjou,  were  men  of  insignifi¬ 
cant  characters.  They  had  no  energy,  no  force  of 
will.  They  had  been  so  little  accustomed  to  judge 
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or  to  act  for  themselves  that  implicit  dependence 
had  become  necessary  to  their  comfort.  The  new 
King  of  Spain,  emancipated  from  control,  resembled 
that  wretched  German  captive  who,  when  the  irons 
which  he  had  worn  for  years  were  knocked  off,  fell 
prostrate  on  the  floor  of  his  prison.  The  restraints 
which  had  enfeebled  the  mind  of  the  young  Prince 
were  required  to  support  it.  Till  he  had  a  wife  he 
could  do  nothing  :  and  when  he  had  a  wife  he  did 
whatever  she  chose. 

While  this  lounging,  moping  boy  was  on  his  way 
to  Madrid,  his  grandfather  was  all  activity.  Louis 
had  no  reason  to  fear  a  contest  with  the  Empire 
single-handed.  He  made  vigorous  preparations  to 
encounter  Leopold.  He  overawed  the  States-Gene- 
ral  by  means  of  a  great  army.  He  attempted  to 
soothe  the  English  government  by  fair  professions. 
William  was  not  deceived.  He  fully  returned  the 
hatred  of  Louis  ;  and,  if  he  had  been  free  to  act  ac¬ 
cording  to  his  own  inclinations,  he  would  have  declared 
war  as  soon  as  the  contents  of  the  will  were  known. 
But  he  was  bound  by  constitutional  restraints.  Both 
his  person  and  his  measures  were  unpopular  in  Eng¬ 
land.  His  secluded  life  and  his  cold  manners  dis¬ 
gusted  a  people  accustomed  to  the  graceful  affability 
of  Charles  the  Second.  His  foreign  accent  and  his 
foreign  attachments  were  offensive  to  the  national 
prejudices.  His  reign  had  been  a  season  of  distress, 
following  a  season  of  rapidly  increasing  prosperity. 
The  burdens  of  the  late  war  and  the  expense  of 
restoring  the  currency  had  been  severely  felt.  Nine 
clergymen  out  of  ten  were  Jacobites  at  heart,  and 
had  sworn  allegiance  to  the  new  dynasty,  only  in 
order  to  save  their  benefices.  A  large  proportion 
of  the  country  gentlemen  belonged  to  the  same 
party.  The  whole  body  of  agricultural  proprietors 
was  hostile  to  that  interest  which  the  creation  of  the 
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national  debt  had  brought  into  notice,  and  which  was 
believed  to  be  peculiarly  favoured  by  the  Court,  the 
monied  interest.  The  middle  classes  were  fully  de¬ 
termined  to  keep  out  James  and  his  family.  But 
they  regarded  William  only  as  the  less  of  two  evils  ; 
and,  as  long  as  there  was  no  imminent  danger  of 
a  counter-revolution,  were  disposed  to  thwart  and 
mortify  the  sovereign  by  whom  they  were,  never¬ 
theless,  ready  to  stand,  in  case  of  necessity,  with  their 
lives  and  fortunes.  They  were  sullen  and  dissatisfied. 
“  There  was,”  as  Somers  expressed  it  in  a  remarkable 
letter  to  William,  “  a  deadness  and  want  of  spirit  in 
the  nation  universally.” 

Every  thing  in  England  was  going  on  as  Louis 
could  have  wished.  The  leaders  of  the  Whig  party 
had  retired  from  power,  and  were  extremely  un¬ 
popular  on  account  of  the  unfortunate  issue  of  the 
Partition  Treaty.  The  Tories,  some  of  whom  still 
cast  a  lingering  look  towards  St.  Germains,  were  in 
office,  and  had  a  decided  majority  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  William  was  so  much  embarrassed 
by  the  state  of  parties  in  England  that  he  could 
not  venture  to  make  war  on  the  House  of  Bourbon. 
He  was  suffering  under  a  complication  of  severe  and 
incurable  diseases.  There  was  every  reason  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  a  few  months  would  dissolve  the  fragile 
tie  which  bound  up  that  feeble  body  with  that 
ardent  and  unconquerable  soul.  If  Louis  could 
succeed  in  preserving  peace  for  a  short  time,  it  was 
probable  that  all  his  vast  designs  would  be  securely 
accomplished.  Just  at  this  crisis,  the  most  important 
crisis  of  his  life,  his  pride  and  his  passions  hurried 
him  into  an  error,  which  undid  all  that  forty  years 
of  victory  and  intrigue  had  done,  which  produced 
the  dismemberment  of  the  kingdom  of  his  grandson, 
and  brought  invasion,  bankruptcy,  and  famine  on 
his  own. 
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James  the  Second  died  at  St.  Germains.  Louis 
paid  him  a  farewell  visit,  and  was  so  much  moved  by 
the  solemn  parting,  and  by  the  grief  of  the  exiled 
queen  that,  losing  sight  of  all  considerations  of  policy, 
and  actuated,  as  it  should  seem,  merely  by  compas¬ 
sion  and  by  a  not  ungenerous  vanity,  he  acknowledged 
the  Prince  of  Wales  as  King  of  England. 

The  indignation  which  the  Castilians  had  felt  when 
they  heard  that  three  foreign  powers  had  undertaken 
to  regulate  the  Spanish  succession  was  nothing  to 
the  rage  with  which  the  English  learned  that  their 
good  neighbour  had  taken  the  trouble  to  provide 
them  with  a  king.  Whigs  and  Tories  joined  in  con¬ 
demning  the  proceedings  of  the  French  Court.  The 
cry  for  war  was  raised  by  the  city  of  London,  and 
echoed  and  reechoed  from  every  corner  of  the  realm. 
William  saw  that  his  time  was  come.  Though  his 
wasted  and  suffering  body  could  hardly  move  with¬ 
out  support,  his  spirit  was  as  energetic  and  resolute 
as  when,  at  twenty-three,  he  bade  defiance  to  the 
combined  forces  of  England  and  France.  He  left 
the  Hague,  where  he  had  been  engaged  in  nego¬ 
tiating  with  the  States  and  the  Emperor  a  defensive 
treaty  against  the  ambitious  designs  of  the  Bourbons. 
He  flew  to  London.  He  remodelled  the  mfbistry. 
He  dissolved  the  Parliament.  The  majority  of  the 
new  House  of  Commons  was  with  the  King ;  and 
the  most  vigorous  preparations  were  made  for  war. 

Before  the  commencement  of  active  hostilities 
William  was  no  more.  But  the  Grand  Alliance  of 
the  European  Princes  against  the  Bourbons  was 
already  constructed.  “  The  master  workman  died,” 
says  Mr.  Burke  ;  “  but  the  work  was  formed  on  true 
mechanical  principles,  and  it  was  as  truly  wrought.” 
On  the  fifteenth  of  May,  1702,  war  was  proclaimed 
by  concert  at  Vienna,  at  London,  and  at  the  Hague. 

Thus  commenced  that  great  struggle  by  which 
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Europe,  from  the  Vistula  to  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  was 
agitated  during  twelve  years.  The  two  hostile  coali¬ 
tions  were,  in  respect  of  territory,  wealth,  and  popu¬ 
lation,  not  unequally  matched.  On  the  one  side  were 
France,  Spain,  and  Bavaria ;  on  the  other,  Eng¬ 
land,  Holland,  the  Empire,  and  a  crowd  of  inferior 
Powers. 

That  part  of  the  war  which  Lord  Mahon  has 
undertaken  to  relate,  though  not  the  least  important, 
is  certainly  the  least  attractive.  In  Italy,  in  Germany, 
and  in  the  Netherlands,  great  means  were  at  the  dis¬ 
posal  of  great  generals.  Mighty  battles  were  fought. 
Fortress  after  fortress  was  subdued.  The  iron  chain 
of  the  Belgian  strongholds  was  broken.  By  a  regular 
and  connected  series  of  operations  extending  through 
several  years,  the  French  were  driven  back  from  the 
Danube  and  the  Po  into  their  own  provinces.  The 
war  in  Spain,  on  the  contrary,  is  made  up  of  events 
which  seem  to  have  no  dependence  on  each  other. 
The  turns  of  fortune  resemble  those  which  take  place 
in  a  dream.  Victory  and  defeat  are  not  followed 
by  their  usual  consequences.  Armies  spring  out  of 
nothing,  and  melt  into  nothing.  Yet,  to  judicious 
readers  of  history,  the  Spanish  conflict  is  perhaps 
more  interesting  than  the  campaigns  of  Marlborough 
and  Eugene.  The  fate  of  the  Milanese  and  of  the 
Low  Countries  was  decided  by  military  skill.  The 
fate  of  Spain  was  decided  by  the  peculiarities  of  the 
national  character. 

When  the  war  commenced,  the  young  King  was 
in  a  most  deplorable  situation.  On  his  arrival  at 
Madrid  he  found  Porto  Carrero  at  the  head  of  affairs, 
and  he  did  not  think  fit  to  displace  the  man  to 
whom  he  owed  his  crown.  The  Cardinal  was  a  mere 
intriguer,  and  in  no  sense  a  statesman.  He  had  ac¬ 
quired,  in  the  Court  and  in  the  Confessional,  a  rare 
degree  of  skill  in  all  the  tricks  by  which  weak  minds 
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are  managed.  But  of  the  noble  science  of  govern¬ 
ment,  of  the  sources  of  national  prosperity,  of  the 
causes  of  national  decay,  he  knew  no  more  than  his 
master.  It  is  curious  to  observe  the  contrast  between 
the  dexterity  with  which  he  ruled  the  conscience  of  a 
foolish  valetudinarian,  and  the  imbecility  which  he 
showed  when  placed  at  the  head  of  an  empire.  On 
what  grounds  Lord  Mahon  represents  the  Cardinal 
as  a  man  “  of  splendid  genius,”  “  of  vast  abilities,”  we 
are  unable  to  discover.  Louis  was  of  a  very  different 
opinion,  and  Louis  was  very  seldom  mistaken  in  his 
judgment  of  character.  “  Everybody,”  says  he,  in  a 
letter  to  his  ambassador,  “  knows  how  incapable  the 
Cardinal  is.  He  is  an  object  of  contempt  to  his 
countrymen.” 

A  few  miserable  savings  were  made,  which  ruined 
individuals  without  producing  any  perceptible  benefit 
to  the  state.  The  police  became  more  and  more  in¬ 
efficient.  The  disorders  of  the  capital  were  increased 
by  the  arrival  of  French  adventurers,  the  refuse  of 
Parisian  brothels  and  gaming-houses.  These  wretches 
considered  the  Spaniards  as  a  subjugated  race  whom 
the  countrymen  of  the  new  sovereign  might  cheat 
and  insult  with  impunity.  The  King  sate  eating  and 
drinking  all  night,  lay  in  bed  all  day,  yawned  at  the 
council  table,  and  suffered  the  most  important  papers 
to  lie  unopened  for  weeks.  At  length  he  was  roused 
by  the  only  excitement  of  which  his  sluggish  nature 
was  susceptible.  His  grandfather  consented  to  let 
him  have  a  wife.  The  choice  was  fortunate.  Maria 
Louisa,  Princess  of  Savoy,  a  beautiful  and  graceful 
girl  of  thirteen,  already  a  woman  in  person  and  mind, 
at  an  age  when  the  females  of  colder  climates  are 
still  children,  was  the  person  selected.  The  King 
resolved  to  give  her  the  meeting  in  Catalonia.  He 
left  his  capital,  of  which  he  was  already  thoroughly 
tired.  At  setting  out  he  was  mobbed  by  a  gang  of 
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beggars.  He,  however,  made  his  way  through  them, 
and  repaired  to  Barcelona. 

Louis  was  perfectly  aware  that  the  Queen  would 
govern  Philip.  He,  accordingly,  looked  about  for 
somebody  to  govern  the  Queen.  He  selected  the 
Princess  Orsini  to  be  first  lady  of  the  bedchamber,  no 
insignificant  post  in  the  household  of  a  very  young 
wife,  and  a  very  uxorious  husband.  The  princess 
was  the  daughter  of  a  French  peer,  and  the  widow  of 
a  Spanish  grandee.  She  was,  therefore,  admirably 
fitted  by  her  position  to  be  the  instrument  of  the 
Court  of  Versailles  at  the  Court  of  Madrid.  The 
Duke  of  Orleans  called  her,  in  words  too  coarse  for 
translation,  the  Lieutenant  of  Captain  Maintenon  ; 
and  the  appellation  was  well  deserved.  She  aspired 
to  play  in  Spain  the  part  which  Madame  de  Main- 
tenon  had  played  in  France.  But,  though  at  least 
equal  to  her  model  in  wit,  information,  and  talents 
for  intrigue,  she  had  not  that  self-command,  that 
patience,  that  imperturbable  evenness  of  temper, 
which  had  raised  the  widow  of  a  buffoon  to  be  the 
consort  of  the  proudest  of  kings.  The  Princess  was 
more  than  fifty  years  old,  but  was  still  vain  of  her 
fine  eyes,  and  her  fine  shape  ;  she  still  dressed  in  the 
style  of  a  girl ;  and  she  still  carried  her  flirtations  so 
far  as  to  give  occasion  for  scandal.  She  was,  however, 
polite,  eloquent,  and  not  deficient  in  strength  of  mind. 
The  bitter  Saint  Simon  owns  that  no  person  whom 
she  wished  to  attach  could  long  resist  the  graces  of 
her  manners  and  of  her  conversation. 

We  have  not  time  to  relate  how  she  obtained,  and 
how  she  preserved  her  empire  over  the  young  couple 
in  whose  household  she  was  placed,  how  she  became 
so  powerful,  that  neither  minister  of  Spain  nor  am¬ 
bassador  from  France  could  stand  against  her,  how 
Louis  himself  was  compelled  to  court  her,  how  she 
received  orders  from  Versailles  to  retire,  how  the 
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Queen  took  part  with  her  favourite  attendant,  how 
the  King  took  part  with  the  Queen,  and  how,  after 
much  squabbling,  lying,  shuffling,  bullying,  and  coax¬ 
ing,  the  dispute  was  adjusted.  We  turn  to  the  events 
of  the  war. 

When  hostilities  were  proclaimed  at  London, 
Vienna,  and  the  Hague,  Philip  was  at  Naples.  He 
had  been  with  great  difficulty  prevailed  upon,  by  the 
most  urgent  representations  from  Versailles,  to  sepa¬ 
rate  himself  from  his  wife,  and  to  repair  without  her 
to  his  Italian  dominions,  which  were  then  menaced 
by  the  Emperor.  The  Queen  acted  as  Regent,  and, 
child  as  she  was,  seems  to  have  been  quite  as  compe¬ 
tent  to  govern  the  kingdom  as  her  husband  or  any  of 
his  ministers. 

In  August,  1702,  an  armament,  under  the  com¬ 
mand  of  the  Duke  of  Ormond,  appeared  off  Cadiz. 
The  Spanish  authorities  had  no  funds  and  no  regu¬ 
lar  troops.  The  national  spirit,  however,  supplied  in 
some  degree  what  was  wanting.  The  nobles  and 
farmers  advanced  money.  The  peasantry  were  formed 
into  what  the  Spanish  writers  call  bands  of  heroic 
patriots,  and  what  General  Stanhope  calls  a  “  rascally 
foot  militia.”  If  the  invaders  had  acted  with  vigour 
and  judgment,  Cadiz  would  probably  have  fallen. 
But  the  chiefs  of  the  expedition  were  divided  by 
national  and  professional  feelings,  Dutch  against 
English,  and  land  against  sea.  Sparre,  the  Dutch 
general,  was  sulky  and  perverse.  Bellasys,  the 
English  general,  embezzled  the  stores.  Lord  Mahon 
imputes  the  ill  temper  of  Sparre  to  the  influence  of 
the  republican  institutions  of  Holland.  By  parity 
of  reason,  we  suppose  that  he  would  impute  the 
peculations  of  Bellasys  to  the  influence  of  the 
monarchical  and  aristocratical  institutions  of  England. 
The  Duke  of  Ormond,  who  had  the  command  of  the 
whole  expedition,  proved  on  this  occasion,  as  on 
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every  other,  destitute  of  the  qualities  which  great 
emergencies  require.  No  discipline  was  kept  ;  the 
soldiers  were  suffered  to  rob  and  insult  those  whom 
it  was  most  desirable  to  conciliate.  Churches  were 
robbed ;  images  were  pulled  down  ;  nuns  were 
violated.  The  officers  shared  the  spoil  instead  of 
punishing  the  spoilers  ;  and  at  last  the  armament, 
loaded,  to  use  the  words  of  Stanhope,  “  with  a  great 
deal  of  plunder  and  infamy,”  quitted  the  scene  of 
Essex’s  glory,  leaving  the  only  Spaniard  of  note  who 
had  declared  for  them  to  be  hanged  by  his  country¬ 
men. 

The  fleet  was  off  the  coast  of  Portugal,  on  the 
way  back  to  England,  when  the  Duke  of  Ormond 
received  intelligence  that  the  treasure-ships  from 
America  had  just  arrived  in  Europe,  and  had,  in  order 
to  avoid  his  armament,  repaired  to  the  harbour  of 
Vigo.  The  cargo  consisted,  it  was  said,  of  more  than 
three  millions  sterling  in  gold  and  silver,  besides  much 
valuable  merchandise.  The  prospect  of  plunder  re¬ 
conciled  all  disputes.  Dutch  and  English,  admirals 
and  generals,  were  equally  eager  for  action.  The 
Spaniards  might  with  the  greatest  ease  have  secured 
the  treasure  by  simply  landing  it ;  but  it  was  a  funda¬ 
mental  law  of  Spanish  trade  that  the  galleons  should 
unload  at  Cadiz,  and  at  Cadiz  only.  The  Chamber 
of  Commerce  at  Cadiz,  in  the  true  spirit  of  monopoly, 
refused,  even  at  this  conjuncture,  to  bate  one  jot  of 
its  privilege.  The  matter  was  referred  to  the  Council 
of  the  Indies.  That  body  deliberated  and  hesitated 
just  a  day  too  long.  Some  feeble  preparations  for 
defence  were  made.  Two  ruined  towers  at  the 
mouth  of  the  bay  of  Vigo  were  garrisoned  by  a  few 
ill-armed  and  untrained  rustics  ;  a  boom  was  thrown 
across  the  entrance  of  the  basin  ;  and  a  few  French 
ships  of  war,  which  had  convoyed  the  galleons  from 
America,  were  moored  within.  But  all  was  to  no 
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purpose.  The  English  ships  broke  the  boom : 
Ormond  and  his  soldiers  scaled  the  forts  ;  the  French 
burned  their  ships,  and  escaped  to  the  shore.  The 
conquerors  shared  some  millions  of  dollars  ;  some 
millions  more  were  sunk.  When  all  the  galleons  had 
been  captured  or  destroyed  came  an  order  in  due 
form  allowing  them  to  unload. 

When  Philip  returned  to  Madrid  in  the  beginning 
of  1703,  he  found  the  finances  more  embarrassed,  the 
people  more  discontented,  and  the  hostile  coalition 
more  formidable  than  ever.  The  loss  of  the  galleons 
had  occasioned  a  great  deficiency  in  the  revenue. 
The  Admiral  of  Castile,  one  of  the  greatest  subjects 
in  Europe,  had  fled  to  Lisbon  and  sworn  allegiance 
to  the  Archduke.  The  King  of  Portugal  soon  after 
acknowledged  Charles  as  King  of  Spain,  and  pre¬ 
pared  to  support  the  title  of  the  House  of  Austria  by 
arms. 

On  the  other  side,  Louis  sent  to  the  assistance  of 
his  grandson  an  army  of  12,000  men,  commanded  by 
the  Duke  of  Berwick.  Berwick  was  the  son  of  James 
the  Second  and  Arabella  Churchill.  He  had  been 
brought  up  to  expect  the  highest  honours  which  an 
English  subject  could  enjoy  ;  but  the  whole  course 
of  his  life  was  changed  by  the  revolution  which 
overthrew  his  infatuated  father.  Berwick  became  an 
exile,  a  man  without  a  country ;  and  from  that  time 
forward  his  camp  was  to  him  in  the  place  of  a 
country,  and  professional  honour  was  his  patriotism. 
He  ennobled  his  wretched  calling.  There  was  a 
stern,  cold,  Brutus-like  virtue  in  the  manner  in  which 
he  discharged  the  duties  of  a  soldier  of  fortune.  His 
military  fidelity  was  tried  by  the  strongest  tempta¬ 
tions,  and  was  found  invincible.  At  one  time  he 
fought  against  his  uncle ;  at  another  time  he  fought 
against  the  cause  of  his  brother ;  yet  he  was  never 
suspected  of  treachery,  or  even  of  slackness. 
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Early  in  1704  an  army,  composed  of  English, 
Dutch,  and  Portuguese,  was  assembled  on  the 
western  frontier  of  Spain.  The  Archduke  Charles 
had  arrived  at  Lisbon,  and  appeared  in  person  at  the 
head  of  his  troops.  The  military  skill  of  Berwick 
held  the  Allies,  who  were  commanded  by  Lord  Gal¬ 
way,  in  check  through  the  whole  campaign.  On  the 
south,  however,  a  great  blow  was  struck.  An  Eng¬ 
lish  fleet,  under  Sir  George  Rooke,  having  on  board 
several  regiments  commanded  by  the  Prince  of  Hesse 
Darmstadt,  appeared  before  the  rock  of  Gibraltar. 
That  celebrated  stronghold,  which  nature  has  made 
all  but  impregnable,  and  against  which  all  the  re¬ 
sources  of  the  military  art  have  been  employed  in 
vain,  was  taken  as  easily  as  if  it  had  been  an  open 
village  in  a  plain.  The  garrison  went  to  say  their 
prayers  instead  of  standing  on  their  guard.  A  few 
English  sailors  climbed  the  rock.  The  Spaniards 
capitulated ;  and  the  British  flag  was  placed  on  those 
ramparts  from  which  the  combined  armies  and  navies 
of  France  and  Spain  have  never  been  able  to  pull  it 
down.  Rooke  proceeded  to  Malaga,  gave  battle  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  that  port  to  a  French  squadron, 
and  after  a  doubtful  action  returned  to  England. 

But  greater  events  were  at  hand.  The  English 
government  had  determined  to  send  an  expedi¬ 
tion  to  Spain,  under  the  command  of  Charles  Mor- 
daunt  Earl  of  Peterborough.  This  man  was,  if  not 
the  greatest,  yet  assuredly  the  most  extraordinary 
character  of  that  age,  the  King  of  Sweden  himself 
not  excepted.  Indeed,  Peterborough  may  be  de¬ 
scribed  as  a  polite,  learned,  and  amorous  Charles  the 
Twelfth.  His  courage  had  all  the  French  impe¬ 
tuosity,  and  all  the  English  steadiness.  His  fertility 
and  activity  of  mind  were  almost  beyond  belief. 
They  appeared  in  every  thing  that  he  did,  in  his 
campaigns,  in  his  negotiations,  in  his  familiar  corre- 
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spondence,  in  his  lightest  and  most  unstudied  con¬ 
versation.  He  was  a  kind  friend,  a  generous  enemy, 
and  in  deportment  a  thorough  gentleman.  But  his 
splendid  talents  and  virtues  were  rendered  almost 
useless  to  his  country,  by  his  levity,  his  restlessness, 
his  irritability,  his  morbid  craving  for  novelty  and  for 
excitement.  His  weaknesses  had  not  only  brought 
him,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  into  serious  trouble ; 
but  had  impelled  him  to  some  actions  altogether 
unworthy  of  his  humane  and  noble  nature.  Repose 
was  insupportable  to  him.  He  loved  to  fly  round 
Europe  faster  than  a  travelling  courier.  He  was  at 
the  Hague  one  week,  at  Vienna  the  next.  Then  he 
took  a  fancy  to  see  Madrid ;  and  he  had  scarcely 
reached  Madrid,  when  he  ordered  horses  and  set  off 
for  Copenhagen.  No  attendants  could  keep  up  with 
his  speed.  No  bodily  infirmities  could  confine  him. 
Old  age,  disease,  imminent  death,  produced  scarcely 
any  effect  on  his  intrepid  spirit.  Just  before  he 
underwent  the  most  horrible  of  surgical  operations, 
his  conversation  was  as  sprightly  as  that  of  a  young 
man  in  the  full  vigour  of  health.  On  the  day  after 
the  operation,  in  spite  of  the  entreaties  of  his  medi¬ 
cal  advisers,  he  would  set  out  on  a  journey.  His 
figure  was  that  of  a  skeleton.  But  his  elastic  mind 
supported  him  under  fatigues  and  sufferings  which 
seemed  sufficient  to  bring  the  most  robust  man  to 
the  grave.  Change  of  employment  was  as  necessary 
to  him  as  change  of  place.  He  loved  to  dictate  six 
or  seven  letters  at  once.  Those  who  had  to  transact 
business  with  him  complained  that  though  he  talked 
with  great  ability  on  every  subject,  he  could  never  be 
kept  to  the  point.  “  Lord  Peterborough,”  said  Pope, 
“  would  say  very  pretty  and  lively  things  in  his  letters, 
but  they  would  be  rather  too  gay  and  wandering ; 
whereas,  were  Lord  Bolingbroke  to  write  to  an  em¬ 
peror,  or  to  a  statesman,  he  would  fix  on  that  point 
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which  was  the  most  material,  would  set  it  in  the 
strongest  and  finest  light,  and  manage  it  so  as  to  make 
it  the  most  serviceable  to  his  purpose.”  What  Peter¬ 
borough  was  to  Bolingbroke  as  a  writer,  he  was  to 
Marlborough  as  a  general.  He  was,  in  truth,  the 
last  of  the  knights-errant,  brave  to  temerity,  liberal 
to  profusion,  courteous  in  his  dealings  with  enemies, 
the  protector  of  the  oppressed,  the  adorer  of  women. 
His  virtues  and  vices  were  those  of  the  Round  Table. 
Indeed,  his  character  can  hardly  be  better  summed 
up,  than  in  the  lines  in  which  the  author  of  that 
clever  little  poem,  Monks  and  Giants ,  has  described 
Sir  Tristram. 

“  His  birth,  it  seems,  by  Merlin’s  calculation, 

Was  under  Venus,  Mercury,  and  Mars ; 

His  mind  with  all  their  attributes  was  mixed, 

And,  like  those  planets,  wandering  and  unfixed. 

“  From  realm  to  realm  he  ran,  and  never  staid  : 
Kingdoms  and  crowns  he  won,  and  gave  away  : 

It  seemed  as  if  his  labours  were  repaid 
By  the  mere  noise  and  movement  of  the  fray  : 

No  conquests  nor  acquirements  had  he  made  ; 

His  chief  delight  was,  on  some  festive  day, 

To  ride  triumphant,  prodigal,  and  proud, 

And  shower  his  wealth  amidst  the  shouting  crowd. 

“  His  schemes  of  war  were  sudden,  unforeseen, 
Inexplicable  both  to  friend  and  foe ; 

It  seemed  as  if  some  momentary  spleen 
Inspired  the  project,  and  impelled  the  blow  ; 

And  most  his  fortune  and  success  were  seen 
With  means  the  most  inadequate  and  low  ; 

Most  master  of  himself,  and  least  encumbered, 

When  overmatched,  entangled,  and  outnumbered.” 

In  June,  1705,  this  remarkable  man  arrived  in 
Lisbon  with  five  thousand  Dutch  and  English  sol¬ 
diers.  There  the  Archduke  embarked  with  a  large 
train  of  attendants,  whom  Peterborough  entertained 
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magnificently  during  the  voyage  at  his  own  expense. 
From  Lisbon  the  armament  proceeded  to  Gibraltar, 
and,  having  taken  the  Prince  of  Hesse  Darmstadt  on 
board,  steered  towards  the  north-east  along  the  coast 
of  Spain. 

The  first  place  at  which  the  expedition  touched, 
after  leaving  Gibraltar,  was  Altea  in  Valencia.  The 
wretched  misgovernment  of  Philip  had  excited  great 
discontent  throughout  this  province.  The  invaders 
were  eagerly  welcomed.  The  peasantry  flocked  to 
the  shore,  bearing  provisions,  and  shouting  “  Long  live 
Charles  the  Third.”  The  neighbouring  fortress  of 
Denia  surrendered  without  a  blow. 

The  imagination  of  Peterborough  took  fire.  He 
conceived  the  hope  of  finishing  the  war  at  one 
blow.  Madrid  was  but  a  hundred  and  fifty  miles 
distant.  There  was  scarcely  one  fortified  place  on 
the  road.  The  troops  of  Philip  were  either  on  the 
frontiers  of  Portugal  or  on  the  coast  of  Catalonia. 
At  the  capital  there  was  no  military  force,  except 
a  few  horse  who  formed  a  guard  of  honour  round  the 
person  of  Philip.  But  the  scheme  of  pushing  into 
the  heart  of  a  great  kingdom  with  an  army  of  only 
seven  thousand  men,  was  too  daring  to  please  the 
Archduke.  The  Prince  of  Hesse  Darmstadt,  who, 
in  the  reign  of  the  late  King  of  Spain,  had  been 
Governor  of  Catalonia,  and  who  overrated  his  own 
influence  in  that  province,  was  of  opinion  that  they 
ought  instantly  to  proceed  thither,  and  to  attack 
Barcelona.  Peterborough  was  hampered  by  his  in¬ 
structions,  and  found  it  necessary  to  submit. 

On  the  sixteenth  of  August  the  fleet  arrived 
before  Barcelona ;  and  Peterborough  found  that  the 
task  assigned  to  him  by  the  Archduke  and  the  Prince 
was  one  of  almost  insuperable  difficulty.  One  side 
of  the  city  was  protected  by  the  sea  ;  the  other  by 
the  strong  fortifications  of  Monjuich.  The  walls 
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were  so  extensive,  that  thirty  thousand  men  would 
scarcely  have  been  sufficient  to  invest  them.  The 
garrison  was  as  numerous  as  the  besieging  army.  The 
best  officers  in  the  Spanish  service  were  in  the  town. 
The  hopes  which  the  Prince  of  Darmstadt  had 
formed  of  a  general  rising  in  Catalonia  were  grievously 
disappointed.  The  invaders  were  joined  only  by 
about  fifteen  hundred  armed  peasants,  whose  services 
cost  more  than  they  were  worth. 

No  general  was  ever  in  a  more  deplorable  situa¬ 
tion  than  that  in  which  Peterborough  was  now  placed. 
He  had  always  objected  to  the  scheme  of  besieging 
Barcelona.  His  objections  had  been  overruled.  He 
had  to  execute  a  project  which  he  had  constantly 
represented  as  impracticable.  His  camp  was  divided 
into  hostile  factions,  and  he  was  censured  by  all. 
The  Archduke  and  the  Prince  blamed  him  for  not 
proceeding  instantly  to  take  the  town;  but  suggested 
no  plan  by  which  seven  thousand  men  could  be 
enabled  to  do  the  work  of  thirty  thousand.  Others 
blamed  their  general  for  giving  up  his  own  opinion 
to  the  childish  whims  of  Charles,  and  for  sacrificing 
his  men  in  an  attempt  to  perform  what  was  impos¬ 
sible.  The  Dutch  commander  positively  declared 
that  his  soldiers  should  not  stir :  Lord  Peterborough 
might  give  what  orders  he  chose ;  but  to  engage  in 
such  a  siege  was  madness  ;  and  the  men  should  not 
be  sent  to  certain  death  where  there  was  no  chance 
of  obtaining  any  advantage. 

At  length,  after  three  weeks  of  inaction,  Peter¬ 
borough  announced  his  fixed  determination  to  raise 
the  siege.  The  heavy  cannon  were  sent  on  board. 
Preparations  were  made  for  reembarking  the  troops. 
Charles  and  the  Prince  of  Hesse  were  furious ;  but 
most  of  the  officers  blamed  their  general  for  having 
delayed  so  long  the  measure  which  he  had  at  last 
found  it  necessary  to  take.  On  the  twelfth  of  Sep- 
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tember  there  were  rejoicings  and  public  entertain¬ 
ments  in  Barcelona  for  this  great  deliverance.  On 
the  following  morning  the  English  flag  was  flying  on 
the  ramparts  of  Monjuich.  The  genius  and  energy 
of  one  man  had  supplied  the  place  of  forty  battalions. 

At  midnight  Peterborough  had  called  on  the 
Prince  of  Hesse,  with  whom  he  had  not  for  some 
time  been  on  speaking  terms.  “  I  have  resolved,  sir,” 
said  the  Earl,  “  to  attempt  an  assault ;  you  may  ac¬ 
company  us,  if  you  think  fit,  and  see  whether  I  and 
my  men  deserve  what  you  have  been  pleased  to  say 
of  us.”  The  Prince  was  startled.  The  attempt,  he 
said,  was  hopeless  ;  but  he  was  ready  to  take  his 
share ;  and,  without  further  discussion,  he  called  for 
his  horse. 

Fifteen  hundred  English  soldiers  were  assembled 
under  the  Earl.  A  thousand  more  had  been  posted 
as  a  body  of  reserve,  at  a  neighbouring  convent,  under 
the  command  of  Stanhope.  After  a  winding  march 
along  the  foot  of  the  hills,  Peterborough  and  his  little 
army  reached  the  walls  of  Monjuich.  There  they 
halted  till  daybreak.  As  soon  as  they  were  descried, 
the  enemy  advanced  into  the  outer  ditch  to  meet 
them.  This  was  the  event  on  which  Peterborough 
had  reckoned,  and  for  which  his  men  were  prepared. 
The  English  received  the  fire,  rushed  forward,  leaped 
into  the  ditch,  put  the  Spaniards  to  flight,  and  entered 
the  works  together  with  the  fugitives.  Before  the 
garrison  had  recovered  from  their  first  surprise,  the 
Earl  was  master  of  the  outworks,  had  taken  several 
pieces  of  cannon,  and  had  thrown  up  a  breastwork  to 
defend  his  men.  He  then  sent  off  for  Stanhope’s 
reserve.  While  he  was  waiting  for  this  reinforcement, 
news  arrived  that  three  thousand  men  were  marching 
from  Barcelona  towards  Monjuich.  He  instantly 
rode  out  to  take  a  view  of  them  ;  but  no  sooner  had 
he  left  his  troops  than  they  were  seized  with  a  panic. 
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Their  situation  was  indeed  full  of  danger ;  they  had 
been  brought  into  Monjuich  they  scarcely  knew  how  ; 
their  numbers  were  small  ;  their  general  was  gone  : 
their  hearts  failed  them,  and  they  were  proceeding  to 
evacuate  the  fort.  Peterborough  received  informa¬ 
tion  of  these  occurrences  in  time  to  stop  the  retreat. 
He  galloped  up  to  the  fugitives,  addressed  a  few 
words  to  them,  and  put  himself  at  their  head.  The 
sound  of  his  voice  and  the  sight  of  his  face  restored 
all  their  courage,  and  they  marched  back  to  their 
former  position. 

The  Prince  of  Hesse  had  fallen  in  the  confusion 
of  the  assault ;  but  every  thing  else  went  well.  Stan¬ 
hope  arrived  ;  the  detachment  which  had  marched 
out  of  Barcelona  retreated  ;  the  heavy  cannon  were 
disembarked,  and  brought  to  bear  on  the  inner  forti¬ 
fications  of  Monjuich,  which  speedily  fell.  Peter¬ 
borough,  with  his  usual  generosity,  rescued  the 
Spanish  soldiers  from  the  ferocity  of  his  victorious 
army,  and  paid  the  last  honours  with  great  pomp  to 
his  rival  the  Prince  of  Hesse. 

The  reduction  of  Monjuich  was  the  first  of  a 
series  of  brilliant  exploits.  Barcelona  fell ;  and 
Peterborough  had  the  glory  of  taking,  with  a  handful 
of  men,  one  of  the  largest  and  strongest  towns  of 
Europe.  He  had  also  the  glory,  not  less  dear  to  his 
chivalrous  temper,  of  saving  the  life  and  honour  of 
the  beautiful  Duchess  of  Popoli,  whom  he  met  flying 
with  dishevelled  hair  from  the  fury  of  the  soldiers. 
He  availed  himself  dexterously  of  the  jealousy  with 
which  the  Catalonians  regarded  the  inhabitants  of 
Castile.  He  guaranteed  to  the  province  in  the  capital 
of  which  he  was  now  quartered  all  its  ancient  rights 
and  liberties,  and  thus  succeeded  in  attaching  the 
population  to  the  Austrian  cause. 

The  open  country  now  declared  in  favour  of 
Charles.  Tarragona,  Tortosa,  Gerona,  Lerida,  San 
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Mateo,  threw  open  their  gates.  The  Spanish  govern¬ 
ment  sent  the  Count  of  Las  Torres  with  seven  thou¬ 
sand  men  to  reduce  San  Mateo.  The  Earl  of  Peter¬ 
borough,  with  only  twelve  hundred  men,  raised  the 
siege.  His  officers  advised  him  to  be  content  with 
this  extraordinary  success.  Charles  urged  him  to  re¬ 
turn  to  Barcelona  ;  but  no  remonstrances  could  stop 
such  a  spirit  in  the  midst  of  such  a  career.  It  was 
the  depth  of  winter.  The  country  was  mountainous. 
The  roads  were  almost  impassable.  The  men  were 
ill-clothed.  The  horses  were  knocked  up.  The  re¬ 
treating  army  was  far  more  numerous  than  the  pur¬ 
suing  army.  But  difficulties  and  dangers  vanished 
before  the  energy  of  Peterborough.  He  pushed  on, 
driving  Las  Torres  before  him.  Nules  surrendered 
to  the  mere  terror  of  his  name  ;  and,  on  the  fourth 
of  February,  1706,  he  arrived  in  triumph  at  Valencia. 
There  he  learned  that  a  body  of  four  thousand  men 
was  on  the  march  to  join  Las  Torres.  He  set  out 
at  dead  of  night  from  Valencia,  passed  the  Xucar, 
came  unexpectedly  on  the  encampment  of  the 
enemy,  and  slaughtered,  dispersed,  or  took  the 
whole  reinforcement.  The  Valencians  could  scarcely 
believe  their  eyes  when  they  saw  the  prisoners 
brought  in. 

In  the  meantime  the  Courts  of  Madrid  and 
Versailles,  exasperated  and  alarmed  by  the  fall  of 
Barcelona  and  by  the  revolt  of  the  surrounding 
country,  determined  to  make  a  great  effort.  A  large 
army,  nominally  commanded  by  Philip,  but  really 
under  the  orders  of  Marshal  Tess6,  entered  Catalonia. 
A  fleet  under  the  Count  of  Toulouse,  one  of  the 
natural  children  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  appeared 
before  the  port  of  Barcelona.  The  city  was  attacked 
at  once  by  sea  and  land.  The  person  of  the  Arch¬ 
duke  was  in  considerable  danger.  Peterborough,  at 
the  head  of  about  three  thousand  men,  marched  with 
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great  rapidity  from  Valencia.  To  give  battle,  with 
so  small  a  force,  to  a  great  regular  army  under  the 
conduct  of  a  Marshal  of  France,  would  have  been 
madness.  The  Earl  therefore  made  war  after  the 
fashion  of  the  Minas  and  Empecinados  of  our  own 
time.  He  took  his  post  on  the  neighbouring  moun¬ 
tains,  harassed  the  enemy  with  incessant  alarms, 
cut  off  their  stragglers,  intercepted  their  communi¬ 
cations  with  the  interior,  and  introduced  supplies, 
both  of  men  and  provisions,  into  the  town.  He 
saw,  however,  that  the  only  hope  of  the  besieged 
was  on  the  side  of  the  sea.  His  commission  from 
the  British  government  gave  him  supreme  power, 
not  only  over  the  army,  but,  whenever  he  should  be 
actually  on  board,  over  the  navy  also.  He  put  out  to 
sea  at  night  in  an  open  boat,  without  communicating 
his  design  to  any  person.  He  was  picked  up,  several 
leagues  from  the  shore,  by  one  of  the  ships  of  the 
English  squadron.  As  soon  as  he  was  on  board,  he 
announced  himself  as  first  in  command,  and  sent  a 
pinnace  with  his  orders  to  the  Admiral.  Had  these 
orders  been  given  a  few  hours  earlier,  it  is  probable 
that  the  whole  French  fleet  would  have  been  taken. 
As  it  was,  the  Count  of  Toulouse  put  out  to  sea.  The 
port  was  open.  The  town  was  relieved.  On  the 
following  night  the  enemy  raised  the  siege  and  re¬ 
treated  to  Roussillon.  Peterborough  returned  to 
Valencia,  a  place  which  he  preferred  to  every  other  in 
Spain  ;  and  Philip,  who  had  been  some  weeks  absent 
from  his  wife,  could  endure  the  misery  of  separation 
no  longer,  and  flew  to  rejoin  her  at  Madrid. 

At  Madrid,  however,  it  was  impossible  for  him  or 
for  her  to  remain.  The  splendid  success  which  Peter¬ 
borough  had  obtained  on  the  eastern  coast  of  the 
Peninsula  had  inspired  the  sluggish  Galway  with 
emulation.  He  advanced  into  the  heart  of  Spain, 
Berwick  retreated.  Alcantara,  Ciudad  Rodrigo,  and 


the  Succession  in  Spain  291 

Salamanca  fell,  and  the  conquerors  marched  towards 
the  capital. 

Philip  was  earnestly  pressed  by  his  advisers  to 
remove  the  seat  of  Government  to  Burgos.  The  ad¬ 
vanced  guard  of  the  Allied  army  was  already  seen  on 
the  heights  above  Madrid.  It  was  known  that  the 
main  body  was  at  hand.  The  unfortunate  Prince 
fled  with  his  Queen  and  his  household.  The  royal 
wanderers,  after  travelling  eight  days  on  bad  roads, 
under  a  burning  sun,  and  sleeping  eight  nights  in 
miserable  hovels,  one  of  which  fell  down  and  nearly 
crushed  them  both  to  death,  reached  the  metropolis 
of  Old  Castile.  In  the  meantime  the  invaders  had 
entered  Madrid  in  triumph,  and  had  proclaimed  the 
Archduke  in  the  streets  of  the  imperial  city.  Arragon, 
ever  jealous  of  the  Castilian  ascendency,  followed  the 
example  of  Catalonia.  Saragossa  revolted  without 
seeing  an  enemy.  The  governor  whom  Philip  had  set 
over  Carthagena  betrayed  his  trust,  and  surrendered 
to  the  Allies  the  best  arsenal  and  the  last  ships  which 
Spain  possessed. 

Toledo  had  been  for  some  time  the  retreat  of  two 
ambitious,  turbulent,  and  vindictive  intriguers,  the 
Queen  Dowager  and  Cardinal  Porto  Carrero.  They 
had  long  been  deadly  enemies.  They  had  led  the 
adverse  factions  of  Austria  and  France.  Each  had 
in  turn  domineered  over  the  weak  and  disordered 
mind  of  the  late  King.  At  length  the  impostures  of 
the  priest  had  triumphed  over  the  blandishments  of 
the  woman  ;  Porto  Carrero  had  remained  victorious  ; 
and  the  Queen  had  fled  in  shame  and  mortification, 
from  the  court  where  she  had  once  been  supreme. 
In  her  retirement  she  was  soon  joined  by  him  whose 
arts  had  destroyed  her  influence.  The  Cardinal, 
having  held  power  just  long  enough  to  convince  all 
parties  of  his  incompetency,  had  been  dismissed  to 
his  See,  cursing  his  own  folly  and  the  ingratitude  of 
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the  House  which  he  had  served  too  well.  Common 
interests  and  common  enmities  reconciled  the  fallen 
rivals.  The  Austrian  troops  were  admitted  into 
Toledo  without  opposition.  The  Queen  Dowager 
flung  off  that  mournful  garb  which  the  widow  of  a 
King  of  Spain  wears  through  her  whole  life,  and 
blazed  forth  in  jewels.  The  Cardinal  blessed  the 
standards  of  the  invaders  in  his  magnificent  cathedral, 
and  lighted  up  his  palace  in  honour  of  the  great 
deliverance.  It  seemed  that  the  struggle  had  termi¬ 
nated  in  favour  of  the  Archduke,  and  that  nothing 
remained  for  Philip  but  a  prompt  flight  into  the 
dominions  of  his  grandfather. 

So  judged  those  who  were  ignorant  of  the  cha¬ 
racter  and  habits  of  the  Spanish  people.  There  is  no 
country  in  Europe  which  it  is  so  easy  to  overrun  as 
Spain  :  there  is  no  country  in  Europe  which  it  is 
more  difficult  to  conquer.  Nothing  can  be  more  con¬ 
temptible  than  the  regular  military  resistance  which 
Spain  offers  to  an  invader  ;  nothing  more  formidable 
than  the  energy  which  she  puts  forth  when  her 
regular  military  resistance  has  been  beaten  down. 
Her  armies  have  long  borne  too  much  resemblance  to 
mobs  ;  but  her  mobs  have  had,  in  an  unusual  degree, 
the  spirit  of  armies.  The  soldier,  as  compared  with 
other  soldiers,  is  deficient  in  military  qualities  ;  but 
the  peasant  has  as  much  of  those  qualities  as  the 
soldier.  In  no  country  have  such  strong  fortresses 
been  taken  by  surprise  ;  in  no  country  have  unfor¬ 
tified  towns  made  so  furious  and  obstinate  a  resistance 
to  great  armies.  War  in  Spain  has,  from  the  days  of 
the  Romans,  had  a  character  of  its  own  ;  it  is  a  fire 
which  cannot  be  raked  out ;  it  burns  fiercely  under 
the  embers  ;  and  long  after  it  has,  to  all  seeming, 
been  extinguished,  bursts  forth  more  violently  than 
ever.  This  was  seen  in  the  last  war.  Spain  had  no 
army  which  could  have  looked  in  the  face  an  equal 
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number  of  French  or  Prussian  soldiers  ;  but  one  day 
laid  the  Prussian  monarchy  in  the  dust ;  one  day  put 
the  crown  of  France  at  the  disposal  of  invaders.  No 
Jena,  no  Waterloo,  would  have  enabled  Joseph  to 
reign  in  quiet  at  Madrid. 

The  conduct  of  the  Castilians  throughout  the  War 
of  the  Succession  was  most  characteristic.  With  all 
the  odds  of  number  and  situation  on  their  side,  they 
had  been  ignominiously  beaten.  All  the  European 
dependencies  of  the  Spanish  crown  were  lost.  Cata¬ 
lonia,  Arragon,  and  Valencia  had  acknowledged  the 
Austrian  Prince.  Gibraltar  had  been  taken  by  a  few 
sailors  ;  Barcelona  stormed  by  a  few  dismounted  dra¬ 
goons.  The  invaders  had  penetrated  into  the  centre 
of  the  Peninsula,  and  were  quartered  at  Madrid  and 
Toledo.  While  these  events  had  been  in  progress, 
the  nation  had  scarcely  given  a  sign  of  life.  The  rich 
could  hardly  be  prevailed  on  to  give  or  to  lend  for  the 
support  of  war ;  the  troops  had  shown  neither  dis¬ 
cipline  nor  courage  ;  and  now  at  last,  when  it  seemed 
that  all  was  lost,  when  it  seemed  that  the  most  san¬ 
guine  must  relinquish  all  hope,  the  national  spirit 
awoke,  fierce,  proud,  and  unconquerable.  The  people 
had  been  sluggish  when  the  circumstances  might  well 
have  inspired  hope  ;  they  reserved  all  their  energy 
for  what  appeared  to  be  a  season  of  despair.  Castile, 
Leon,  Andalusia,  Estremadura,  rose  at  once ;  every 
peasant  procured  a  firelock  or  a  pike  ;  the  Allies  were 
masters  only  of  the  ground  on  which  they  trod.  No 
soldier  could  wander  a  hundred  yards  from  the  main 
body  of  the  invading  army  without  imminent  risk  of 
being  poniarded.  The  country  through  which  the 
conquerors  had  passed  to  Madrid,  and  which,  as  they 
thought,  they  had  subdued,  was  all  in  arms  behind 
them.  Their  communications  with  Portugal  were  cut 
off.  In  the  meantime,  money  began,  for  the  first  time, 
to  flow  rapidly  into  the  treasury  of  the  fugitive  king 
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“  The  day  before  yesterday,”  says  the  Princess  Orsini, 
in  a  letter  written  at  this  time,  “  the  priest  of  a  village 
which  contains  only  a  hundred  and  twenty  houses 
brought  a  hundred  and  twenty  pistoles  to  the  Queen. 
‘  My  flock,’  said  he,  ‘  are  ashamed  to  send  you  so 
little  ;  but  they  beg  you  to  believe  that  in  this  purse 
there  are  a  hundred  and  twenty  hearts  faithful  even 
to  the  death.’  The  good  man  wept  as  he  spoke ; 
and  indeed  we  wept  too.  Yesterday  another  small 
village,  in  which  there  are  only  twenty  houses,  sent 
us  fifty  pistoles.” 

While  the  Castilians  were  everywhere  arming  in 
the  cause  of  Philip,  the  Allies  were  serving  that 
cause  as  effectually  by  their  mismanagement.  Gal¬ 
way  staid  at  Madrid,  where  his  soldiers  indulged  in 
such  boundless  licentiousness  that  one  half  of  them 
were  in  the  hospitals.  Charles  remained  dawdling 
in  Catalonia.  Peterborough  had  taken  Requena,  and 
wished  to  march  from  Valencia  towards  Madrid,  and 
to  effect  a  junction  with  Galway  ;  but  the  Archduke 
refused  his  consent  to  the  plan.  The  indignant 
general  remained  accordingly  in  his  favourite  city,  on 
the  beautiful  shores  of  the  Mediterranean,  reading 
Don  Quixote,  giving  balls  and  suppers,  trying  in 
vain  to  get  some  good  sport  out  of  the  Valencia 
bulls,  and  making  love,  not  in  vain,  to  the  Valencian 
women. 

At  length  the  Archduke  advanced  into  Castile, 
and  ordered  Peterborough  to  join  him.  But  it  was 
too  late.  Berwick  had  already  compelled  Galway  to 
evacuate  Madrid  ;  and,  when  the  whole  force  of  the 
Allies  was  collected  at  Guadalaxara,  it  was  found 
to  be  decidedly  inferior  in  numbers  to  that  of  the 
enemy. 

Peterborough  formed  a  plan  for  regaining  posses¬ 
sion  of  the  capital.  His  plan  was  rejected  by 
Charles.  The  patience  of  the  sensitive  and  vain- 
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glorious  hero  was  worn  out.  He  had  none  of  that 
serenity  of  temper  which  enabled  Marlborough  to  act 
in  perfect  harmony  with  Eugene,  and  to  endure  the 
vexatious  interference  of  the  Dutch  deputies.  He 
demanded  permission  to  leave  the  army.  Permission 
was  readily  granted  ;  and  he  set  out  for  Italy.  That 
there  might  be  some  pretext  for  his  departure,  he 
was  commissioned  by  the  Archduke  to  raise  a  loan 
in  Genoa  on  the  credit  of  the  revenues  of  Spain. 

From  that  moment  to  the  end  of  the  campaign 
the  tide  of  fortune  ran  strong  against  the  Austrian 
cause.  Berwick  had  placed  his  army  between  the 
Allies  and  the  frontiers  of  Portugal.  They  retreated 
on  Valencia,  and  arrived  in  that  province,  leaving 
about  ten  thousand  prisoners  in  the  hands  of  the 
enemy. 

In  January,  1707,  Peterborough  arrived  at  Valen¬ 
cia  from  Italy,  no  longer  bearing  a  public  character, 
but  merely  as  a  volunteer.  His  advice  was  asked, 
and  it  seems  to  have  been  most  judicious.  He  gave 
it  as  his  decided  opinion  that  no  offensive  operations 
against  Castile  ought  to  be  undertaken.  It  would 
be  easy,  he  said,  to  defend  Arragon,  Catalonia,  and 
Valencia  against  Philip.  The  inhabitants  of  those 
parts  of  Spain  were  attached  to  the  cause  of  the 
Archduke ;  and  the  armies  of  the  House  of  Bourbon 
would  be  resisted  by  the  whole  population.  In  a 
short  time  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Castilians  might 
abate.  The  government  of  Philip  might  commit 
unpopular  acts.  Defeats  in  the  Netherlands  might 
compel  Louis  to  withdraw  the  succours  which  he  had 
furnished  to  his  grandson.  Then  would  be  the  time 
to  strike  a  decisive  blow.  This  excellent  advice 
was  rejected.  Peterborough,  who  had  now  received 
formal  letters  of  recall  from  England,  departed  be¬ 
fore  the  opening  of  the  campaign  ;  and  with  him 
departed  the  good  fortune  of  the  Allies.  Scarcely 
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any  general  had  ever  done  so  much  with  means 
so  small.  Scarcely  any  general  had  ever  displayed 
equal  originality  and  boldness.  He  possessed,  in  the 
highest  degree,  the  art  of  conciliating  those  whom  he 
had  subdued.  But  he  was  not  equally  successful  in 
winning  the  attachment  of  those  with  whom  he  acted. 
He  was  adored  by  the  Catalonians  and  Valencians; 
but  he  was  hated  by  the  prince  whom  he  had  all  but 
made  a  great  king,  and  by  the  generals  whose  fortune 
and  reputation  were  staked  on  the  same  venture 
with  his  own.  The  English  government  could  not 
understand  him.  He  was  so  eccentric  that  they 
gave  him  no  credit  for  the  judgment  which  he 
really  possessed.  One  day  he  took  towns  with  horse 
soldiers  ;  then  again  he  turned  some  hundreds  of 
infantry  into  cavalry  at  a  minute’s  notice.  He  ob¬ 
tained  his  political  intelligence  chiefly  by  means  of 
love  affairs,  and  filled  his  despatches  with  epigrams. 
The  ministers  thought  that  it  would  be  highly  im¬ 
politic  to  entrust  the  conduct  of  the  Spanish  war  to 
so  volatile  and  romantic  a  person.  They  therefore 
gave  the  command  to  Lord  Galway,  an  experienced 
veteran,  a  man  who  was  in  war  what  Moliere’s 
doctors  were  in  medicine,  who  thought  it  much  more 
honourable  to  fail  according  to  rule,  than  to  succeed 
by  innovation,  and  who  would  have  been  very  much 
ashamed  of  himself  if  he  had  taken  Monjuich  by 
means  so  strange  as  those  which  Peterborough  em¬ 
ployed.  This  great  commander  conducted  the 
campaign  of  1707  in  the  most  scientific  manner. 
On  the  plain  of  Almanza  he  encountered  the  army 
of  the  Bourbons.  He  drew  up  his  troops  according 
to  the  methods  prescribed  by  the  best  writers,  and  in 
a  few  hours  lost  eighteen  thousand  men,  a  hundred 
and  twenty  standards,  all  his  baggage  and  all  his 
artillery.  Valencia  and  Arragon  were  instantly 
conquered  by  the  French,  and,  at  the  close  of  the 
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year,  the  mountainous  province  of  Catalonia  was  the 
only  part  of  Spain  which  still  adhered  to  Charles. 

“  Do  you  remember,  child,”  says  the  foolish  woman 
in  the  Spectator  to  her  husband,  “  that  the  pigeon- 
house  fell  the  very  afternoon  that  our  careless  wench 
spilt  the  salt  upon  the  table?”  “Yes,  my  dear,” 
replies  the  gentleman,  “  and  the  next  post  brought 
us  an  account  of  the  battle  of  Almanza.”  The  ap¬ 
proach  of  disaster  in  Spain  had  been  for  some  time 
indicated  by  omens  much  clearer  than  the  mishap  of 
the  salt-cellar  ;  an  ungrateful  prince,  an  undisciplined 
army,  a  divided  council,  envy  triumphant  over  merit, 
a  man  of  genius  recalled,  a  pedant  and  a  sluggard 
entrusted  with  supreme  command.  The  battle  of 
Almanza  decided  the  fate  of  Spain.  The  loss  was 
such  as  Marlborough  or  Eugene  could  scarcely  have 
retrieved,  and  was  certainly  not  to  be  retrieved  by 
Stanhope  and  Staremberg. 

Stanhope,  who  took  the  command  of  the  English 
army  in  Catalonia,  was  a  man  of  respectable  abilities, 
both  in  military  and  civil  affairs,  but  fitter,  we 
conceive,  for  a  second  than  for  a  first  place.  Lord 
Mahon,  with  his  usual  candour,  tells  us,  what  we 
believe  was  not  known  before,  that  his  ancestor’s 
most  distinguished  exploit,  the  conquest  of  Minorca, 
was  suggested  by  Marlborough.  Staremberg,  a 
methodical  tactician  of  the  German  school,  was  sent 
by  the  emperor  to  command  in  Spain.  Two  languid 
campaigns  followed,  during  which  neither  of  the 
hostile  armies  did  any  thing  memorable,  but  during 
which  both  were  nearly  starved. 

At  length,  in  1710,  the  chiefs  of  the  Allied  forces 
resolved  to  venture  on  bolder  measures.  They  be¬ 
gan  the  campaign  with  a  daring  move,  pushed  into 
Arragon,  defeated  the  troops  of  Philip  at  Almenara, 
defeated  them  again  at  Saragossa,  and  advanced 
to  Madrid.  The  King  was  again  a  fugitive.  The 
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Castilians  sprang  to  arms  with  the  same  enthusiasm 
which  they  had  displayed  in  1706.  The  conquerors 
found  the  capital  a  desert.  The  people  shut  themselves 
up  in  their  houses,  and  refused  to  pay  any  mark  of 
respect  to  the  Austrian  prince.  It  was  necessary  to 
hire  a  few  children  to  shout  before  him  in  the  streets. 
Meanwhile,  the  court  of  Philip  at  Valladolid  was 
thronged  by  nobles  and  prelates.  Thirty  thousand 
people  followed  their  King  from  Madrid  to  his  new 
residence.  Women  of  rank,  rather  than  remain  be¬ 
hind,  performed  the  journey  on  foot.  The  peasants 
enlisted  by  thousands.  Money,  arms,  and  provisions, 
were  supplied  in  abundance  by  the  zeal  of  the  people. 
The  country  round  Madrid  was  infested  by  small 
parties  of  irregular  horse.  The  Allies  could  not  send 
off  a  despatch  to  Arragon,  or  introduce  a  supply  of 
provisions  into  the  capital.  It  was  unsafe  for  the 
Archduke  to  hunt  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the 
palace  which  he  occupied. 

The  wish  of  Stanhope  was  to  winter  in  Castile. 
But  he  stood  alone  in  the  council  of  war  ;  and,  indeed, 
it  is  not  easy  to  understand  how  the  Allies  could 
have  maintained  themselves,  through  so  unpropitious 
a  season,  in  the  midst  of  so  hostile  a  population. 
Charles,  whose  personal  safety  was  the  first  object  of 
the  generals,  was  sent  with  an  escort  of  cavalry  to 
Catalonia  in  November  ;  and  in  December  the  army 
commenced  its  retreat  towards  Arragon. 

But  the  Allies  had  to  do  with  a  master-spirit. 
The  King  of  France  had  lately  sent  the  Duke  of 
Vendome  to  command  in  Spain.  This  man  was 
distinguished  by  the  filthiness  of  his  person,  by  the 
brutality  of  his  demeanour,  by  the  gross  buffoonery 
of  his  conversation,  and  by  the  impudence  with 
which  he  abandoned  himself  to  the  most  nauseous  of 
all  vices.  His  sluggishness  was  almost  incredible. 
Even  when  engaged  in  a  campaign,  he  often  passed 
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whole  days  in  his  bed.  His  strange  torpidity  had  been 
the  cause  of  some  of  the  most  serious  disasters  which 
the  armies  of  the  House  of  Bourbon  had  sustained. 
But  when  he  was  roused  by  any  great  emergency, 
his  resources,  his  energy,  and  his  presence  of  mind, 
were  such  as  had  been  found  in  no  French  general 
since  the  death  of  Luxembourg. 

At  this  crisis,  Vendome  was  all  himself.  He  set 
out  from  Talavera  with  his  troops,  and  pursued  the 
retreating  army  of  the  Allies  with  a  speed  perhaps 
never  equalled,  in  such  a  season,  and  in  such  a 
country.  He  marched  night  and  day.  He  swam, 
at  the  head  of  his  cavalry,  the  flooded  stream  of 
Henares,  and,  in  a  few  days,  overtook  Stanhope,  who 
was  at  Brihuega  with  the  left  wing  of  the  Allied 
army.  “  Nobody  with  me,”  says  the  English  general, 
“  imagined  that  they  had  any  foot  within  some  days’ 
march  of  us  ;  and  our  misfortune  is  owing  to  the 
incredible  diligence  which  their  army  made.”  Stan¬ 
hope  had  but  just  time  to  send  off  a  messenger  to 
the  centre  of  the  army,  which  was  some  leagues  from 
Brihuega,  before  Vendome  was  upon  him.  The  town 
was  invested  on  every  side.  The  walls  were  battered 
with  cannon.  A  mine  was  sprung  under  one  of  the 
gates.  The  English  kept  up  a  terrible  fire  till  their 
powder  was  spent.  They  then  fought  desperately 
with  the  bayonet  against  overwhelming  odds.  They 
burned  the  houses  which  the  assailants  had  taken. 
But  all  was  to  no  purpose.  The  British  general  saw 
that  resistance  could  produce  only  a  useless  carnage. 
He  concluded  a  capitulation  ;  and  his  gallant  little 
army  became  prisoners  of  war  on  honourable  terms. 

Scarcely  had  Vendome  signed  the  capitulation, 
when  he  learned  that  Staremberg  was  marching  to 
the  relief  of  Stanhope.  Preparations  were  instantly 
made  for  a  general  action.  On  the  day  following 
that  on  which  the  English  had  delivered  up  their 
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arms,  was  fought  the  obstinate  and  bloody  fight  of 
Villa-Viciosa.  Staremberg  remained  master  of  the 
field.  Vendome  reaped  all  the  fruits  of  the  battle. 
The  Allies  spiked  their  cannon,  and  retired  towards 
Arragon.  But  even  in  Arragon  they  found  no  place 
of  rest.  Vendome  was  behind  them.  The  guerilla 
parties  were  around  them.  They  fled  to  Catalonia  ; 
but  Catalonia  was  invaded  by  a  French  army  from 
Roussillon.  At  length  the  Austrian  general,  with 
six  thousand  harassed  and  dispirited  men,  the  re¬ 
mains  of  a  great  and  victorious  army,  took  refuge  in 
Barcelona,  almost  the  only  place  in  Spain  which  still 
recognised  the  authority  of  Charles. 

Philip  was  now  much  safer  at  Madrid  than  his 
grandfather  at  Paris.  All  hope  of  conquering  Spain 
in  Spain  was  at  an  end.  But  in  other  quarters  the 
House  of  Bourbon  was  reduced  to  the  last  extremity. 
The  French  armies  had  undergone  a  series  of  defeats 
in  Germany,  in  Italy,  and  in  the  Netherlands.  An 
immense  force,  flushed  with  victory,  and  commanded 
by  the  greatest  generals  of  the  age,  was  on  the  bor¬ 
ders  of  France.  Louis  had  been  forced  to  humble 
himself  before  the  conquerors.  He  had  even  offered 
to  abandon  the  cause  of  his  grandson  ;  and  his  offer 
had  been  rejected.  But  a  great  turn  in  affairs  was 
approaching. 

The  English  administration  which  had  commenced 
the  war  against  the  House  of  Bourbon  was  an  ad¬ 
ministration  composed  of  Tories.  But  the  war  was  a 
Whig  war.  It  was  the  favourite  scheme  of  William, 
the  Whig  King.  Louis  had  provoked  it  by  recognis¬ 
ing,  as  sovereign  of  England,  a  prince  peculiarly 
hateful  to  the  Whigs.  It  had  placed  England  in  a 
position  of  marked  hostility  to  that  power  from  which 
alone  the  Pretender  could  expect  efficient  succour. 
It  had  joined  England  in  the  closest  union  to  a 
Protestant  and  republican  state,  to  a  state  which  had 
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assisted  in  bringing  about  the  Revolution,  and  which 
was  willing  to  guarantee  the  execution  of  the  Act  of 
Settlement.  Marlborough  and  Godolphin  found  that 
they  were  more  zealously  supported  by  their  old  op¬ 
ponents  than  by  their  old  associates.  Those  minis¬ 
ters  who  were  zealous  for  the  war  were  gradually 
converted  to  Whiggism.  The  rest  dropped  off,  and 
were  succeeded  by  Whigs.  Cowper  became  Chan¬ 
cellor,  Sunderland,  in  spite  of  the  very  just  antipathy 
of  Anne,  was  made  Secretary  of  State.  On  the  death 
of  the  Prince  of  Denmark  a  more  extensive  change 
took  place.  Wharton  became  Lord  Lieutenant  of 
Ireland,  and  Somers  President  of  the  Council.  At 
length  the  administration  was  wholly  in  the  hands  of 
the  Low  Church  party. 

In  the  year  1710  a  violent  change  took  place. 
The  Queen  had  always  been  a  Tory  at  heart.  Her 
religious  feelings  were  all  on  the  side  of  the  Esta¬ 
blished  Church.  Her  family  feelings  pleaded  in  favour 
of  her  exiled  brother.  Her  selfish  feelings  disposed 
her  to  favour  the  zealots  of  prerogative.  The  affec¬ 
tion  which  she  felt  for  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough 
was  the  great  security  of  the  Whigs.  That  affection 
had  at  length  turned  to  deadly  aversion.  While  the 
great  party  which  had  long  swayed  the  destinies  of 
Europe  was  undermined  by  bedchamber  women  at 
St.  James’s,  a  violent  storm  gathered  in  the  country. 
A  foolish  parson  had  preached  a  foolish  sermon 
against  the  principles  of  the  Revolution.  The  wisest 
members  of  the  government  were  for  letting  the  man 
alone.  But  Godolphin,  inflamed  with  all  the  zeal  of 
a  new-made  Whig,  and  exasperated  by  a  nickname 
which  was  applied  to  him  in  this  unfortunate  discourse, 
insisted  that  the  preacher  should  be  impeached. 
The  exhortations  of  the  mild  and  sagacious  Somers 
were  disregarded.  The  impeachment  was  brought ; 
the  doctor  was  convicted  ;  and  the  accusers  were 
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ruined.  The  clergy  came  to  the  rescue  of  the  perse¬ 
cuted  clergyman.  The  country  gentlemen  came  to 
the  rescue  of  the  clergy.  A  display  of  Tory  feelings, 
such  as  England  had  not  witnessed  since  the  closing 
years  of  Charles  the  Second’s  reign,  appalled  the 
Ministers  and  gave  boldness  to  the  Queen.  She 
turned  out  the  Whigs,  called  Harley  and  St.  John  to 
power,  and  dissolved  the  Parliament.  The  elections 
went  strongly  against  the  late  government.  Stan¬ 
hope,  who  had  in  his  absence  been  put  in  nomination 
for  Westminster,  was  defeated  by  a  Tory  candidate. 
The  new  Ministers,  finding  themselves  masters  of  the 
new  Parliament,  were  induced  by  the  strongest  mo¬ 
tives  to  conclude  a  peace  with  France.  The  whole 
system  of  alliance  in  which  the  country  was  engaged 
was  a  Whig  system.  The  general  by  whom  the 
English  armies  had  constantly  been  led  to  victory, 
and  for  whom  it  was  impossible  to  find  a  substitute, 
was  now,  whatever  he  might  formerly  have  been,  a 
Whig  general.  If  Marlborough  were  discarded  it 
was  probable  that  some  great  disaster  would  follow. 
Yet,  if  he  were  to  retain  his  command,  every  great 
action  which  he  might  perform  would  raise  the  credit 
of  the  party  in  opposition. 

A  peace  was  therefore  concluded  between  England 
and  the  Princes  of  the  House  of  Bourbon.  Of  that 
peace  Lord  Mahon  speaks  in  terms  of  the  severest 
reprehension.  He  is,  indeed,  an  excellent  Whig  of 
the  time  of  the  first  Lord  Stanhope.  “  I  cannot  but 
pause  for  a  moment,”  says  he,  “  to  observe  how  much 
the  course  of  a  century  has  inverted  the  meaning  of 
our  party  nicknames,  how  much  a  modern  Tory  re¬ 
sembles  a  Whig  of  Queen  Anne’s  reign,  and  a  Tory 
of  Queen  Anne’s  reign  a  modern  Whig.” 

We  grant  one  half  of  Lord  Mahon’s  proposition : 
from  the  other  half  we  altogether  dissent.  We  allow 
that  a  modern  Tory  resembles,  in  many  things,  a 
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Whig  of  Queen  Anne’s  reign.  It  is  natural  that 
such  should  be  the  case.  The  worst  things  of  one 
age  often  resemble  the  best  things  of  another.  A 
modern  shopkeeper’s  house  is  as  well  furnished  as 
the  house  of  a  considerable  merchant  in  Anne’s  reign. 
Very  plain  people  now  wear  finer  cloth  than  Beau 
Fielding  or  Beau  Edgeworth  could  have  procured  in 
Queen  Anne’s  reign.  We  would  rather  trust  to  the 
apothecary  of  a  modern  village  than  to  the  physician 
of  a  large  town  in  Anne’s  reign.  A  modern  boarding- 
school  miss  could  tell  the  most  learned  professor  of 
Anne’s  reign  some  things  in  geography,  astronomy, 
and  chemistry,  which  would  surprise  him. 

The  science  of  government  is  an  experimental 
science ;  and  therefore  it  is,  like  all  other  experi¬ 
mental  sciences,  a  progressive  science.  Lord  Mahon 
would  have  been  a  very  good  Whig  in  the  days  ot 
Harley.  But  Harley,  whom  Lord  Mahon  censures 
so  severely,  was  very  Whiggish  when  compared  even 
with  Clarendon  ;  and  Clarendon  was  quite  a  democrat 
when  compared  with  Lord  Burleigh.  If  Lord  Mahon 
lives,  as  we  hope  he  will,  fifty  years  longer,  we  have 
no  doubt  that,  as  he  now  boasts  of  the  resemblance 
which  the  Tories  of  our  time  bear  to  the  Whigs  of 
the  Revolution,  he  will  then  boast  of  the  resemblance 
borne  by  the  Tories  of  1882  to  those  immortal 
patriots,  the  Whigs  of  the  Reform  Bill. 

Society,  we  believe,  is  constantly  advancing  in 
knowledge.  The  tail  is  now  where  the  head  was 
some  generations  ago.  But  the  head  and  the  tail 
still  keep  their  distance.  A  nurse  of  this  century  is 
as  wise  as  a  justice  of  the  quorum  and  custalorum  in 
Shallow’s  time.  The  wooden  spoon  of  this  year 
would  puzzle  a  senior  wrangler  of  the  reign  of  George 
the  Second.  A  boy  from  the  National  School  reads 
and  spells  better  than  half  the  knights  of  the  shire 
in  the  October  Club.  But  there  is  still  as  wide  a 


304 


Lord  Mahon’s  War  of 


difference  as  ever  between  justices  and  nurses,  senior 
wranglers  and  wooden  spoons,  members  of  Parliament 
and  children  at  charity  schools.  In  the  same  way, 
though  a  Tory  may  now  be  very  like  what  a  Whig 
was  a  hundred  and  twenty  years  ago,  the  Whig  is  as 
much  in  advance  of  the  Tory  as  ever.  The  stag,  in 
the  Treatise  on  the  Bathos,  who  “  feared  his  hind  feet 
would  o’ertake  the  fore,”  was  not  more  mistaken  than 
Lord  Mahon,  if  he  thinks  that  he  has  really  come  up 
with  the  Whigs.  The  absolute  position  of  the  parties 
has  been  altered  ;  the  relative  position  remains  un¬ 
changed.  Through  the  whole  of  that  great  move¬ 
ment  which  began  before  these  party-names  existed, 
and  which  will  continue  after  they  have  become 
obsolete,  through  the  whole  of  that  great  movement 
of  which  the  Charter  of  John,  the  institution  of  the 
House  of  Commons,  the  extinction  of  Villenage,  the 
separation  from  the  see  of  Rome,  the  expulsion  of 
the  Stuarts,  the  reform  of  the  Representative  System, 
are  successive  stages,  there  have  been,  under  some 
name  or  other,  two  sets  of  men,  those  who  were  before 
their  age,  and  those  who  were  behind  it,  those  who 
were  the  wisest  among  their  contemporaries,  and 
those  who  gloried  in  being  no  wiser  than  their  great 
grandfathers.  It  is  delightful  to  think,  that,  in  due 
time,  the  last  of  those  who  straggle  in  the  rear  of  the 
great  march  will  occupy  the  place  now  occupied  by 
the  advanced  guard.  The  Tory  Parliament  of  1710 
would  have  passed  for  a  most  liberal  Parliament  in 
the  days  of  Elizabeth  ;  and  there  are  at  present 
few  members  of  the  Conservative  Club  who  would 
not  have  been  fully  qualified  to  sit  with  Halifax  and 
Somers  at  the  Kit-cat. 

Though,  therefore,  we  admit  that  a  modern 
Tory  bears  some  resemblance  to  a  Whig  of  Queen 
Anne’s  reign,  we  can  by  no  means  admit  that  a  Tory 
of  Anne’s  reign  resembled  a  modern  Whig.  Have 
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the  modern  Whigs  passed  laws  for  the  purpose  of 
closing  the  entrance  of  the  House  of  Commons 
against  the  new  interests  created  by  trade  ?  Do  the 
modern  Whigs  hold  the  doctrine  of  divine  right? 
Have  the  modern  Whigs  laboured  to  exclude  all 
Dissenters  from  office  and  power?  The  modern 
Whigs  are,  indeed,  at  the  present  moment,  like  the 
Tories  of  1712,  desirous  of  peace,  and  of  close  union 
with  France.  But  is  there  no  difference  between  the 
France  of  1712  and  the  France  of  1832?  Is  France 
now  the  stronghold  of  the  “  Popish  tyranny  ”  and  the 
“  arbitrary  power  ”  against  which  our  ancestors  fought 
and  prayed  ?  Lord  Mahon  will  find,  we  think,  that 
his  parallel  is,  in  all  essential  circumstances,  as  in¬ 
correct  as  that  which  Fluellen  drew  between  Macedon 
and  Monmouth,  or  as  that  which  an  ingenious  Tory 
lately  discovered  between  Archbishop  Williams  and 
Archbishop  Vernon. 

We  agree  with  Lord  Mahon  in  thinking  highly 
of  the  Whigs  of  Queen  Anne’s  reign.  But  that  part 
of  their  conduct  which  he  selects  for  especial  praise 
is  precisely  the  part  which  we  think  most  ob¬ 
jectionable.  We  revere  them  as  the  great  champions 
of  political  and  of  intellectual  liberty.  It  is  true  that, 
when  raised  to  power,  they  were  not  exempt  from  the 
faults  which  power  naturally  engenders.  It  is  true 
that  they  were  men  born  in  the  seventeenth  century, 
and  that  they  were  therefore  ignorant  of  many  truths 
which  are  familiar  to  the  men  of  the  nineteenth 
century.  But  they  were,  what  the  reformers  of  the 
Church  were  before  them,  and  what  the  reformers  of 
the  House  of  Commons  have  been  since,  the  leaders 
of  their  species  in  a  right  direction.  It  is  true  that 
they  did  not  allow  to  political  discussion  that  latitude 
which  to  us  appears  reasonable  and  safe  ;  but  to  them 
we  owe  the  removal  of  the  Censorship.  It  is  true 
that  they  did  not  carry  the  principle  of  religious 
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liberty  to  its  full  extent ;  but  to  them  we  owe  the 
Toleration  Act. 

Though,  however,  we  think  that  the  Whigs  of 
Anne’s  reign,  were  as  a  body,  far  superior  in  wisdom 
and  public  virtue  to  their  contemporaries  the  Tories, 
we  by  no  means  hold  ourselves  bound  to  defend  all 
the  measures  of  our  favourite  party.  A  life  of  action, 
if  it  is  to  be  useful,  must  be  a  life  of  compromise.  But 
speculation  admits  of  no  compromise.  A  public  man 
is  often  under  the  necessity  of  consenting  to  measures 
which  he  dislikes,  lest  he  should  endanger  the  success 
of  measures  which  he  thinks  of  vital  importance. 
But  the  historian  lies  under  no  such  necessity.  On 
the  contrary,  it  is  one  of  his  most  sacred  duties  to 
point  out  clearly  the  errors  of  those  whose  general 
conduct  he  admires. 

It  seems  to  us,  then,  that,  on  the  great  question 
which  divided  England  during  the  last  four  years  of 
Anne’s  reign,  the  Tories  were  in  the  right,  and  the 
Whigs  in  the  wrong.  That  question  was,  whether 
England  ought  to  conclude  peace  without  exacting 
from  Philip  a  resignation  of  the  Spanish  crown  ? 

No  Parliamentary  struggle,  from  the  time  of  the 
Exclusion  Bill  to  the  time  of  the  Reform  Bill,  has 
been  so  violent  as  that  which  took  place  between  the 
authors  of  the  Treaty  of  Utrecht  and  the  War  Party. 
The  Commons  were  for  peace ;  the  Lords  were  for 
vigorous  hostilities.  The  Queen  was  compelled  to 
choose  which  of  her  two  highest  prerogatives  she 
would  exercise,  whether  she  would  create  Peers,  or 
dissolve  the  Parliament.  The  ties  of  party  superseded 
the  ties  of  neighbourhood  and  of  blood.  The  members 
of  the  hostile  factions  would  scarcely  speak  to  each 
other,  or  bow  to  each  other.  The  women  appeared 
at  the  theatres  bearing  the  badges  of  their  political 
sect.  The  schism  extended  to  the  most  remote 
counties  of  England.  Talents,  such  as  had  seldom 
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before  been  displayed  in  political  controversy,  were 
enlisted  in  the  service  of  the  hostile  parties.  On  one 
side  was  Steele,  gay,  lively,  drunk  with  animal  spirits 
and  with  factious  animosity,  and  Addison,  with  his 
polished  satire,  his  inexhaustible  fertility  of  fancy,  and 
his  graceful  simplicity  of  style.  In  the  front  of  the 
opposite  ranks  appeared  a  darker  and  fiercer  spirit, 
the  apostate  politician,  the  ribald  priest,  the  perjured 
lover,  a  heart  burning  with  hatred  against  the  whole 
human  race,  a  mind  richly  stored  with  images  from 
the  dunghill  and  the  lazar-house.  The  Ministers 
triumphed,  and  the  peace  was  concluded.  Then  came 
the  reaction.  A  new  sovereign  ascended  the  throne. 
The  Whigs  enjoyed  the  confidence  of  the  King  and 
of  the  Parliament.  The  unjust  severity  with  which 
the  Tories  had  treated  Marlborough  and  Walpole  was 
more  than  retaliated.  Harley  and  Prior  were  thrown 
into  prison  ;  Bolingbroke  and  Ormond  were  compelled 
to  take  refuge  in  a  foreign  land.  The  wounds  in¬ 
flicted  in  this  desperate  conflict  continued  to  rankle 
for  many  years.  It  was  long  before  the  members  of 
either  party  could  discuss  the  question  of  the  peace 
of  Utrecht  with  calmness  and  impartiality.  That  the 
Whig  Ministers  had  sold  us  to  the  Dutch  ;  that  the 
Tory  Ministers  had  sold  us  to  the  French  ;  that  the 
war  had  been  carried  on  only  to  fill  the  pockets  of 
Marlborough ;  that  the  peace  had  been  concluded 
only  to  facilitate  the  return  of  the  Pretender  ;  these 
imputations  and  many  others,  utterly  unfounded,  or 
grossly  exaggerated,  were  hurled  backward  and  for¬ 
ward  by  the  political  disputants  of  the  last  century. 
In  our  time  the  question  may  be  discussed  without 
irritation.  We  will  state,  as  concisely  as  possible,  the 
reasons  which  have  led  us  to  the  conclusion  at  which 
we  have  arrived. 

The  dangers  which  were  to  be  apprehended  from 
the  peace  were  two ;  first,  the  danger  that  Philip 
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might  be  induced,  by  feelings  of  private  affection,  to 
act  in  strict  concert  with  the  elder  branch  of  his 
house,  to  favour  the  French  trade  at  the  expense  of 
England,  and  to  side  with  the  French  government  in 
future  wars  ;  secondly,  the  danger  that  the  posterity 
of  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  might  become  extinct,  that 
Philip  might  become  heir  by  blood  to  the  French 
crown,  and  that  thus  two  great  monarchies  might  be 
united  under  one  sovereign. 

The  first  danger  appears  to  us  altogether  chimeri¬ 
cal.  Family  affection  has  seldom  produced  much 
effect  on  the  policy  of  princes.  The  state  of  Europe 
at  the  time  of  the  peace  of  Utrecht  proved  that  in 
politics  the  ties  of  interest  are  much  stronger  than 
those  of  consanguinity  or  affinity.  The  Elector  of 
Bavaria  had  been  driven  from  his  dominions  by  his 
father-in-law ;  Victor  Amadeus  was  in  arms  against 
his  sons-in-law  ;  Anne  was  seated  on  a  throne  from 
which  she  had  assisted  to  push  a  most  indulgent 
father.  It  is  true  that  Philip  had  been  accustomed 
from  childhood  to  regard  his  grandfather  with  pro¬ 
found  veneration.  It  was  probable,  therefore,  that 
the  influence  of  Louis  at  Madrid  would  be  very  great. 
But  Louis  was  more  than  seventy  years  old  ;  he 
could  not  live  long ;  his  heir  was  an  infant  in  the 
cradle.  There  was  surely  no  reason  to  think  that 
the  policy  of  the  King  of  Spain  would  be  swayed  by 
his  regard  for  a  nephew  whom  he  had  never  seen. 

In  fact,  soon  after  the  peace,  the  two  branches  of 
the  House  of  Bourbon  began  to  quarrel.  A  close 
alliance  was  formed  between  Philip  and  Charles, 
lately  competitors  for  the  Castilian  crown.  A  Spanish 
princess,  betrothed  to  the  King  of  France,  was  sent 
back  in  the  most  insulting  manner  to  her  native 
country  ;  and  a  decree  was  put  forth  by  the  Court 
of  Madrid  commanding  every  Frenchman  to  leave 
Spain.  It  is  true  that,  fifty  years  after  the  peace  of 
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Utrecht,  an  alliance  of  peculiar  strictness  was  formed 
between  the  French  and  Spanish  governments.  But 
both  governments  were  actuated  on  that  occasion,  not 
by  domestic  affection,  but  by  common  interests  and 
common  enmities.  Their  compact,  though  called  the 
Family  Compact,  was  as  purely  a  political  compact 
as  the  league  of  Cambrai  or  the  league  of  Pilnitz. 

The  second  danger  was  that  Philip  might  have 
succeeded  to  the  crown  of  his  native  country.  This 
did  not  happen  :  but  it  might  have  happened  ;  and 
at  one  time  it  seemed  very  likely  to  happen.  A 
sickly  child  alone  stood  between  the  King  of  Spain 
and  the  heritage  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth.  Philip,  it 
is  true,  solemnly  renounced  his  claim  to  the  French 
crown.  But  the  manner  in  which  he  had  obtained 
possession  of  the  Spanish  crown  had  proved  the  ineffi¬ 
cacy  of  such  renunciations.  The  French  lawyers 
declared  Philip’s  renunciation  null,  as  being  inconsis¬ 
tent  with  the  fundamental  law  of  the  realm.  The 
French  people  would  probably  have  sided  with  him 
whom  they  would  have  considered  as  the  rightful  heir. 
Saint  Simon,  though  much  less  zealous  for  hereditary 
monarchy  than  most  of  his  countrymen,  and  though 
strongly  attached  to  the  Regent,  declared,  in  the 
presence  of  that  prince,  that  he  never  would  support 
the  claims  of  the  House  of  Orleans  against  those  of 
the  King  of  Spain.  “  If  such,”  he  said,  “  be  my  feel¬ 
ings,  what  must  be  the  feelings  of  others  ?  ”  Boling- 
broke,  it  is  certain,  was  fully  convinced  that  the  re¬ 
nunciation  was  worth  no  more  than  the  paper  on  which 
it  was  written,  and  demanded  it  only  for  the  purpose  of 
blinding  the  English  Parliament  and  people. 

Yet,  though  it  was  at  one  time  probable  that  the 
posterity  of  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  would  become 
extinct,  and  though  it  is  almost  certain  that,  if  the 
posterity  of  the  Duke  of  Burgundy  had  become  ex¬ 
tinct,  Philip  would  have  successfully  preferred  his 
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claim  to  the  crown  of  France,  we  still  defend  the 
principle  of  the  Treaty  of  Utrecht.  In  the  first  place, 
Charles  had,  soon  after  the  battle  of  Villa-Viciosa, 
inherited,  by  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  all  the 
dominions  of  the  House  of  Austria.  Surely,  if  to 
these  dominions  he  had  added  the  whole  monarchy  of 
Spain,  the  balance  of  power  would  have  been  seriously 
endangered.  The  union  of  the  Austrian  dominions 
and  Spain  would  not,  it  is  true,  have  been  so  alarming 
an  event  as  the  union  of  France  and  Spain.  But 
Charles  was  actually  Emperor.  Philip  was  not,  and 
never  might  be,  King  of  France.  The  certainty  of 
the  less  evil  might  well  be  set  against  the  chance  of 
the  greater  evil. 

But,  in  fact,  we  do  not  believe  that  Spain  would 
long  have  remained  under  the  government  either  of 
an  Emperor  or  of  a  King  of  France.  The  character 
of  the  Spanish  people  was  a  better  security  to  the 
nations  of  Europe  than  any  will,  any  instrument  of 
renunciation,  or  any  treaty.  The  same  energy  which 
the  people  of  Castile  had  put  forth  when  Madrid  was 
occupied  by  the  Allied  armies,  they  would  have  again 
put  forth  as  soon  as  it  appeared  that  their  country 
was  about  to  become  a  French  province.  Though 
they  were  no  longer  masters  abroad,  they  were  by  no 
means  disposed  to  see  foreigners  set  over  them  at 
home.  If  Philip  had  attempted  to  govern  Spain  by 
mandates  from  Versailles,  a  second  Grand  Alliance 
would  easily  have  effected  what  the  first  had  failed 
to  accomplish.  The  Spanish  nation  would  have 
rallied  against  him  as  zealously  as  it  had  before 
rallied  around  him.  And  of  this  he  seems  to  have 
been  fully  aware.  For  many  years  the  favourite  hope 
of  his  heart  was  that  he  might  ascend  the  throne  of 
his  grandfather  ;  but  he  seems  never  to  have  thought 
it  possible  that  he  could  reign  at  once  in  the  country 
of  his  adoption  and  in  the  country  of  his  birth. 
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These  were  the  dangers  of  the  peace  ;  and  they 
seem  to  us  to  be  of  no  very  formidable  kind.  Against 
these  dangers  are  to  be  set  off  the  evils  of  war  and  the 
risk  of  failure.  The  evils  of  the  war,  the  waste  of  life, 
the  suspension  of  trade,  the  expenditure  of  wealth, 
the  accumulation  of  debt,  require  no  illustration.  The 
chances  of  failure  it  is  difficult  at  this  distance  of 
time  to  calculate  with  accuracy.  But  we  think  that 
an  estimate  approximating  to  the  truth  may,  without 
much  difficulty,  be  formed.  The  Allies  had  been 
victorious  in  Germany,  Italy,  and  Flanders.  It  was 
by  no  means  improbable  that  they  might  fight  their 
way  into  the  very  heart  of  France.  But  at  no  time 
since  the  commencement  of  the  war  had  their  pro¬ 
spects  been  so  dark  in  that  country  which  was  the  very 
object  of  the  struggle.  In  Spain  they  held  only  a 
few  square  leagues.  The  temper  of  the  great  majority 
of  the  nation  was  decidedly  hostile  to  them.  If  they 
had  persisted,  if  they  had  obtained  success  equal  to 
their  highest  expectations,  if  they  had  gained  a  series 
of  victories  as  splendid  as  those  of  Blenheim  and 
Ramilies,  if  Paris  had  fallen,  if  Louis  had  been  a 
prisoner,  we  still  doubt  whether  they  would  have 
accomplished  their  object.  They  would  still  have 
had  to  carry  on  interminable  hostilities  against  the 
whole  population  of  a  country  which  affords  peculiar 
facilities  to  irregular  warfare,  and  in  which  invading 
armies  suffer  more  from  famine  than  from  the  sword. 

We  are,  therefore,  for  the  peace  of  Utrecht.  We 
are  indeed  no  admirers  of  the  statesmen  who  con¬ 
cluded  that  peace.  Harley,  we  believe,  was  a  solemn 
trifler,  St.  John  a  brilliant  knave.  The  great  body  of 
their  followers  consisted  of  the  country  clergy  and 
the  country  gentry  ;  two  classes  of  men  who  were 
then  inferior  in  intelligence  to  decent  shopkeepers 
or  farmers  of  our  time.  Parson  Barnabas,  Parson 
Trulliber,  Sir  Wilful  Witwould,  Sir  Francis  Wrong- 
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head,  Squire  Western,  Squire  Sullen,  such  were  the 
people  who  composed  the  main  strength  of  the  Tory 
party  during  the  sixty  years  which  followed  the 
Revolution.  It  is  true  that  the  means  by  which  the 
Tories  came  into  power  in  1710  were  most  dis¬ 
reputable.  It  is  true  that  the  manner  in  which  they 
used  their  power  was  often  unjust  and  cruel.  It  is 
true  that,  in  order  to  bring  about  their  favourite  pro¬ 
ject  of  peace,  they  resorted  to  slander  and  deception, 
without  the  slightest  scruple.  It  is  true  that  they 
passed  off  on  the  British  nation  a  renunciation  which 
they  knew  to  be  invalid.  It  is  true  that  they  gave  up 
the  Catalans  to  the  vengeance  of  Philip,  in  a  manner 
inconsistent  with  humanity  and  national  honour.  But 
on  the  great  question  of  Peace  or  War,  we  cannot 
but  think  that,  though  their  motives  may  have  been 
selfish  and  malevolent,  their  decision  was  beneficial  to 
the  state. 

But  we  have  already  exceeded  our  limits.  It 
remains  only  for  us  to  bid  Lord  Mahon  heartily  fare¬ 
well,  and  to  assure  him  that,  whatever  dislike  we  may 
feel  for  his  political  opinions,  we  shall  always  meet 
him  with  pleasure  on  the  neutral  ground  of  literature. 
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Letters  of  Horace  Walpole ,  Earl  of  Orford,  to  Sir  Horace 
Mann ,  British  Envoy  at  the  Court  of  Tuscany.  Now 
first  published  from  the  Originals  in  the  Possession  of 
the  Earl  of  Waldgrave.  Edited  by  Lord  Dover. 
2  vols.  8vo.  London :  1833. 

We  cannot  transcribe  this  titlepage  without  strong 
feelings  of  regret.  The  editing  of  these  volumes  was 
the  last  of  the  useful  and  modest  services  rendered 
to  literature  by  a  nobleman  of  amiable  manners,  of 
untarnished  public  and  private  character,  and  of 
cultivated  mind.  On  this,  as  on  other  occasions, 
Lord  Dover  performed  his  part  diligently,  judiciously, 
and  without  the  slightest  ostentation.  He  had  two 
merits  which  are  rarely  found  together  in  a  com¬ 
mentator.  He  was  content  to  be  merely  a  commen¬ 
tator,  to  keep  in  the  background,  and  to  leave  the 
foreground  to  the  author  whom  he  had  undertaken 
to  illustrate.  Yet,  though  willing  to  be  an  attendant, 
he  was  by  no  means  a  slave :  nor  did  he  consider 
it  as  part  of  his  duty  to  see  no  faults  in  the  writer 
to  whom  he  faithfully  and  assiduously  rendered  the 
humblest  literary  offices. 

The  faults  of  Horace  Walpole’s  head  and  heart 
are  indeed  sufficiently  glaring.  His  writings,  it  is 
true,  rank  as  high  among  the  delicacies  of  intellectual 
epicures  as  the  Strasburg  pies  among  the  dishes  de¬ 
scribed  in  the  Almanack  des  Gourmands.  But,  as  the 
p&tg-de-foie-gras  owes  its  excellence  to  the  diseases 
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of  the  wretched  animal  which  furnishes  it,  and  would 
be  good  for  nothing  if  it  were  not  made  of  livers 
preternaturally  swollen,  so  none  but  an  unhealthy  and 
disorganised  mind  could  have  produced  such  literary 
luxuries  as  the  works  of  Walpole. 

He  was,  unless  we  have  formed  a  very  erroneous 
judgment  of  his  character,  the  most  eccentric,  the 
most  artificial,  the  most  fastidious,  the  most  capricious 
of  men.  His  mind  was  a  bundle  of  inconsistent 
whims  and  affectations.  His  features  were  covered 
by  mask  within  mask.  When  the  outer  disguise  of 
obvious  affectation  was  removed,  you  were  still  as 
far  as  ever  from  seeing  the  real  man.  He  played 
innumerable  parts,  and  over-acted  them  all.  When 
he  talked  misanthropy,  he  out-Timoned  Timon. 
When  he  talked  philanthropy,  he  left  Howard  at  an 
immeasurable  distance.  He  scoffed  at  courts,  and 
kept  a  chronicle  of  their  most  trifling  scandal ;  at 
society,  and  was  blown  about  by  its  slightest  veerings 
of  opinion  ;  at  literary  fame,  and  left  fair  copies  of 
his  private  letters,  with  copious  notes,  to  be  published 
after  his  decease  ;  at  rank,  and  never  for  a  moment 
forgot  that  he  was  an  Honourable ;  at  the  practice 
of  entail,  and  tasked  the  ingenuity  of  conveyancers 
to  tie  up  his  villa  in  the  strictest  settlement. 

The  conformation  of  his  mind  was  such  that 
whatever  was  little  seemed  to  him  great,  and  what¬ 
ever  was  great  seemed  to  him  little.  Serious  business 
was  a  trifle  to  him,  and  trifles  were  his  serious  busi¬ 
ness.  To  chat  with  blue  stockings,  to  write  little 
copies  of  complimentary  verses  on  little  occasions, 
to  superintend  a  private  press,  to  preserve  from 
natural  decay  the  perishable  topics  of  Ranelagh  and 
White’s,  to  record  divorces  and  bets,  Miss  Chudleigh’s 
absurdities  and  George  Selwyn’s  good  sayings,  to 
decorate  a  grotesque  house  with  pie-crust  battlements, 
to  procure  rare  engravings  and  antique  chimney- 
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boards,  to  match  odd  gauntlets,  to  lay  out  a  maze 
of  walks  within  five  acres  of  ground,  these  were  the 
grave  employments  of  his  long  life.  From  these  he 
turned  to  politics  as  to  an  amusement.  After  the 
labours  of  the  print-shop  and  the  auction-room,  he 
unbent  his  mind  in  the  House  of  Commons.  And, 
having  indulged  in  the  recreation  of  making  laws 
and  voting  millions,  he  returned  to  more  important 
pursuits,  to  researches  after  Queen  Mary’s  comb, 
Wolsey’s  red  hat,  the  pipe  which  Van  Tromp  smoked 
during  his  last  sea-fight,  and  the  spur  which  King 
William  struck  into  the  flank  of  Sorrel. 

In  every  thing  in  which  Walpole  busied  himself, 
in  the  fine  arts,  in  literature,  in  public  affairs,  he  was 
drawn  by  some  strange  attraction  from  the  great  to 
the  little,  and  from  the  useful  to  the  odd.  The 
politics  in  which  he  took  the  keenest  interest,  were 
politics  scarcely  deserving  of  the  name.  The  growl- 
ings  of  George  the  Second,  the  flirtations  of  Princess 
Emily  with  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  the  amours  of 
Prince  Frederic  and  Lady  Middlesex,  the  squabbles 
between  Gold  Stick  in  Waiting  and  the  Master  of  the 
Buckhounds,  the  disagreements  between  the  tutors 
of  Prince  George,  these  matters  engaged  almost  all 
the  attention  which  Walpole  could  spare  from  matters 
more  important  still,  from  bidding  for  Zinckes  and 
Petitots,  from  cheapening  fragments  of  tapestry  and 
handles  of  old  lances,  from  joining  bits  of  painted 
glass,  and  from  setting  up  memorials  of  departed 
cats  and  dogs.  While  he  was  fetching  and  carrying 
the  gossip  of  Kensington  Palace  and  Carlton  House, 
he  fancied  that  he  was  engaged  in  politics,  and  when 
he  recorded  that  gossip,  he  fancied  that  he  was 
writing  history. 

He  was,  as  he  has  himself  told  us,  fond  of  faction 
as  an  amusement.  He  loved  mischief :  but  he  loved 
quiet ;  and  he  was  constantly  on  the  watch  for 
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opportunities  of  gratifying  both  his  tastes  at  once. 
He  sometimes  contrived,  without  showing  himself, 
to  disturb  the  course  of  ministerial  negotiations  and 
to  spread  confusion  through  the  political  circles. 
He  does  not  himself  pretend  that,  on  these  occa¬ 
sions,  he  was  actuated  by  public  spirit ;  nor  does  he 
appear  to  have  had  any  private  advantage  in  view. 
He  thought  it  a  good  practical  joke  to  set  public 
men  together  by  the  ears  ;  and  he  enjoyed  their  per¬ 
plexities,  their  accusations,  and  their  recriminations, 
as  a  malicious  boy  enjoys  the  embarrassment  of  a 
misdirected  traveller. 

About  politics,  in  the  high  sense  of  the  word,  he 
knew  nothing,  and  cared  nothing.  He  called  himself 
a  Whig.  His  father’s  son  could  scarcely  assume  any 
other  name.  It  pleased  him  also  to  affect  a  foolish 
dislike  of  kings  as  kings,  and  a  foolish  love  and 
admiration  of  rebels  as  rebels :  and  perhaps,  while 
kings  were  not  in  danger,  and  while  rebels  were  not 
in  being,  he  really  believed  that  he  held  the  doctrines 
which  he  professed.  To  go  no  further  than  the 
letters  now  before  us,  he  is  perpetually  boasting  to 
his  friend  Mann  of  his  aversion  to  royalty  and  to 
royal  persons.  He  calls  the  crime  of  Damien  “  that 
least  bad  of  murders,  the  murder  of  a  king.”  He 
hung  up  in  his  villa  an  engraving  of  the  death-warrant 
of  Charles,  with  the  inscription  “  Major  Charta.” 
Yet  the  most  superficial  knowledge  of  history  might 
have  taught  him  that  the  Restoration,  and  the  crimes 
and  follies  of  the  twenty-eight  years  which  followed 
the  Restoration,  were  the  effects  of  this  Greater 
Charter.  Nor  was  there  much  in  the  means  by 
which  that  instrument  was  obtained  that  could 
gratify  a  judicious  lover  of  liberty.  A  man  must 
hate  kings  very  bitterly,  before  he  can  think  it  de¬ 
sirable  that  the  representatives  of  the  people  should 
be  turned  out  of  doors  by  dragoons,  in  order  to  get 
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at  a  king’s  head.  Walpole’s  Whiggism,  however, 
was  of  a  very  harmless  kind.  He  kept  it,  as  he 
kept  the  old  spears  and  helmets  at  Strawberry  Hill, 
merely  for  show.  He  would  just  as  soon  have 
thought  of  taking  down  the  arms  of  the  ancient 
Templars  and  Hospitallers  from  the  walls  of  his 
hall,  and  setting  off  on  a  crusade  to  the  Holy  Land, 
as  of  acting  in  the  spirit  of  those  daring  warriors  and 
statesmen,  great  even  in  their  errors,  whose  names 
and  seals  were  affixed  to  the  warrant  which  he  prized 
so  highly.  He  liked  revolution  and  regicide  only 
when  they  were  a  hundred  years  old.  His  republi¬ 
canism,  like  the  courage  of  a  bully,  or  the  love  of  a 
fribble,  was  strong  and  ardent  when  there  was  no 
occasion  for  it,  and  subsided  when  he  had  an  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  bringing  it  to  the  proof.  As  soon  as  the 
revolutionary  spirit  really  began  to  stir  in  Europe,  as 
soon  as  the  hatred  of  kings  became  something  more 
than  a  sonorous  phrase,  he  was  frightened  into  a 
fanatical  royalist,  and  became  one  of  the  most  extra¬ 
vagant  alarmists  of  those  wretched  times.  In  truth, 
his  talk  about  liberty,  whether  he  knew  it  or  not,  was 
from  the  beginning  a  mere  cant,  the  remains  of  a 
phraseology  which  had  meant  something  in  the 
mouths  of  those  from  whom  he  had  learned  it,  but 
which,  in  his  mouth,  meant  about  as  much  as  the 
oath  by  which  the  Knights  of  some  modern  orders 
bind  themselves  to  redress  the  wrongs  of  all  injured 
ladies.  He  had  been  fed  in  his  boyhood  with  Whig 
speculations  on  government.  He  must  often  have 
seen,  at  Houghton  or  in  Downing  Street,  men  who 
had  been  Whigs  when  it  was  as  dangerous  to  be  a 
Whig  as  to  be  a  highwayman,  men  who  had  voted 
for  the  Exclusion  Bill,  who  had  been  concealed  in 
garrets  and  cellars  after  the  battle  of  Sedgemoor,  and 
who  had  set  their  names  to  the  declaration  that  they 
would  live  and  die  with  the  Prince  of  Orange.  He 
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had  acquired  the  language  of  these  men,  and  he 
repeated  it  by  rote,  though  it  was  at  variance  with  all 
his  tastes  and  feelings ;  just  as  some  old  Jacobite 
families  persisted  in  praying  for  the  Pretender,  and 
in  passing  their  glasses  over  the  water-decanter  when 
they  drank  the  King’s  health,  long  after  they  had 
become  loyal  supporters  of  the  government  of  George 
the  Third.  He  was  a  Whig  by  the  accident  of 
hereditary  connection  ;  but  he  was  essentially  a  cour¬ 
tier  ;  and  not  the  less  a  courtier  because  he  pretended 
to  sneer  at  the  objects  which  excited  his  admiration 
and  envy.  His  real  tastes  perpetually  show  them¬ 
selves  through  the  thin  disguise.  While  professing 
all  the  contempt  of  Bradshaw  or  Ludlow  for  crowned 
heads,  he  took  the  trouble  to  write  a  book  concerning 
Royal  Authors.  He  pryed  with  the  utmost  anxiety 
into  the  most  minute  particulars  relating  to  the  Royal 
Family.  When  he  was  a  child,  he  was  haunted  with 
a  longing  to  see  George  the  First,  and  gave  his  mother 
no  peace  till  she  had  found  a  way  of  gratifying  his 
curiosity.  The  same  feeling,  covered  with  a  thousand 
disguises,  attended  him  to  the  grave.  No  observation 
that  dropped  from  the  lips  of  Majesty  seemed  to 
him  too  trifling  to  be  recorded.  The  French  songs 
of  Prince  Frederic,  compositions  certainly  not  de¬ 
serving  of  preservation  on  account  of  their  intrinsic 
merit,  have  been  carefully  preserved  for  us  by  this 
contemner  of  royalty.  In  truth,  every  page  of  Wal¬ 
pole’s  works  bewrays  him.  This  Diogenes,  who  would 
be  thought  to  prefer  his  tub  to  a  palace,  and  who  has 
nothing  to  ask  of  the  masters  of  Windsor  and  Ver¬ 
sailles  but  that  they  will  stand  out  of  his  light,  is  a 
gentleman-usher  at  heart. 

He  had,  it  is  plain,  an  uneasy  consciousness  of  the 
frivolity  of  his  favourite  pursuits  ;  and  this  conscious¬ 
ness  produced  one  of  the  most  diverting  of  his  ten 
thousand  affectations.  His  busy  idleness,  his  indiffer- 
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ence  to  matters  which  the  world  generally  regards  as 
important,  his  passion  for  trifles,  he  thought  fit  to 
dignify  with  the  name  of  philosophy.  He  spoke  of 
himself  as  of  a  man  whose  equanimity  was  proof  to 
ambitious  hopes  and  fears,  who  had  learned  to  rate 
power,  wealth,  and  fame  at  their  true  value,  and  whom 
the  conflict  of  parties,  the  rise  and  fall  of  statesmen, 
the  ebb  and  flow  of  public  opinion,  moved  only  to 
a  smile  of  mingled  compassion  and  disdain.  It  was 
owing  to  the  peculiar  elevation  of  his  character  that 
he  cared  about  a  pinnacle  of  lath  and  plaster  more 
than  about  the  Middlesex  election,  and  about  a 
miniature  of  Grammont  more  than  about  the  American 
Revolution.  Pitt  and  Murray  might  talk  themselves 
hoarse  about  trifles.  But  questions  of  government 
and  war  were  too  insignificant  to  detain  a  mind  which 
was  occupied  in  recording  the  scandal  of  club-rooms 
and  the  whispers  of  the  back- stairs,  and  which  was 
even  capable  of  selecting  and  disposing  chairs  of 
ebony  and  shields  of  rhinoceros-skin. 

One  of  his  innumerable  whims  was  an  extreme 
unwillingness  to  be  considered  a  man  of  letters.  Not 
that  he  was  indifferent  to  literary  fame.  Far  from  it. 
Scarcely  any  writer  has  ever  troubled  himself  so  much 
about  the  appearance  which  his  works  were  to  make 
before  posterity.  But  he  had  set  his  heart  on  incom¬ 
patible  objects.  He  wished  to  be  a  celebrated  author, 
and  yet  to  be  a  mere  idle  gentleman,  one  of  those 
Epicurean  gods  of  the  earth  who  do  nothing  at  all, 
and  who  pass  their  existence  in  the  contemplation  of 
their  own  perfections.  He  did  not  like  to  have  any 
thing  in  common  with  the  wretches  who  lodged  in 
the  little  courts  behind  St.  Martin’s  Church,  and  stole 
out  on  Sundays  to  dine  with  their  bookseller.  He 
avoided  the  society  of  authors.  He  spoke  with 
lordly  contempt  of  the  most  distinguished  among 
them.  He  tried  to  find  out  some  way  of  writing 
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books,  as  M.  Jourdain’s  father  sold  cloth,  without 
derogating  from  his  character  of  Gentilhomme.  “  Lui, 
marchand  ?  C’est  pure  m^disance :  il  ne  l’a  jamais 
£te.  Tout  ce  qu’il  faisait,  c’est  qu’il  etait  fort  obli- 
geant,  fort  officieux  ;  et  comme  il  se  connaissait  fort 
bien  en  £toffes,  il  en  allait  choisir  de  tous  les  cotes, 
les  faisait  apporter  chez  lui,  et  en  donnait  a  ses  amis 
pour  de  l’argent.”  There  are  several  amusing  in¬ 
stances  of  Walpole’s  feeling  on  this  subject  in  the 
letters  now  before  us.  Mann  had  complimented  him 
on  the  learning  which  appeared  in  the  “  Catalogue 
of  Royal  and  Noble  Authors  ;  ”  and  it  is  curious  to 
see  how  impatiently  Walpole  bore  the  imputation  of 
having  attended  to  any  thing  so  unfashionable  as  the 
improvement  of  his  mind.  “  I  know  nothing.  How 
should  I  ?  I  who  have  always  lived  in  the  big  busy 
world ;  who  lie  a-bed  all  the  morning,  calling  it 
morning  as  long  as  you  please  ;  who  sup  in  company  ; 
who  have  played  at  faro  half  my  life,  and  now  at  loo 
till  two  and  three  in  the  morning ;  who  have  always 

loved  pleasure  ;  haunted  auctions . How  I  have 

laughed  when  some  of  the  Magazines  have  called  me 
the  learned  gentleman.  Pray  don’t  be  like  the  Maga¬ 
zines.”  This  folly  might  be  pardoned  in  a  boy.  But 
a  man  between  forty  and  fifty  years  old,  as  Walpole 
then  was,  ought  to  be  quite  as  much  ashamed  of 
playing  at  loo  till  three  every  morning  as  of  being 
that  vulgar  thing,  a  learned  gentleman. 

The  literary  character  has  undoubtedly  its  full 
share  of  faults,  and  of  very  serious  and  offensive 
faults.  If  Walpole  had  avoided  those  faults,  we 
could  have  pardoned  the  fastidiousness  with  which  he 
declined  all  fellowship  with  men  of  learning.  But 
from  those  faults  Walpole  was  not  one  jot  more  free 
than  the  garreteers  from  whose  contact  he  shrank. 
Of  literary  meannesses  and  literary  vices,  his  life  and 
his  works  contain  as  many  instances  as  the  life  and 
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the  works  of  any  member  of  Johnson’s  club.  The  fact 
is,  that  Walpole  had  the  faults  of  Grub  Street,  with  a 
large  addition  from  St.  James’s  Street,  the  vanity, 
the  jealousy,  the  irritability  of  a  man  of  letters,  the 
affected  superciliousness  and  apathy  of  a  man  of  ton. 

His  judgment  of  literature,  of  contemporary  litera¬ 
ture  especially,  was  altogether  perverted  by  his  aristo- 
cratical  feelings.  No  writer  surely  was  ever  guilty  of 
so  much  false  and  absurd  criticism.  He  almost  in¬ 
variably  speaks  with  contempt  of  those  books  which 
are  now  universally  allowed  to  be  the  best  that 
appeared  in  his  time  :  and,  on  the  other  hand,  he 
speaks  of  writers  of  rank  and  fashion  as  if  they  were 
entitled  to  the  same  precedence  in  literature  which 
would  have  been  allowed  to  them  in  a  drawing-room. 
In  these  letters,  for  example,  he  says  that  he  would 
rather  have  written  the  most  absurd  lines  in  Lee  than 
Thomson’s  Seasons.  The  periodical  paper  called 
“The  World,”  on  the  other  hand,  was  by  “our  first 
writers.”  Who,  then,  were  the  first  writers  of  England 
in  the  year  1753?  Walpole  has  told  us  in  a  note. 
Our  readers  will  probably  guess  that  Hume,  Fielding, 
Smollett,  Richardson,  Johnson,  Warburton,  Collins, 
Akenside,  Gray,  Dyer,  Young,  Warton,  Mason,  or 
some  of  those  distinguished  men,  were  in  the  list. 
Not  one  of  them.  Our  first  writers,  it  seems,  were 
Lord  Chesterfield,  Lord  Bath,  Mr.  W.  Whithed,  Sir 
Charles  Williams,  Mr.  Soame  Jenyns,  Mr.  Cambridge, 
Mr.  Coventry.  Of  these  seven  personages,  Whithed 
was  the  lowest  in  station,  but  was  the  most  accom¬ 
plished  tuft-hunter  of  his  time.  Coventry  was  of  a 
noble  family.  The  other  five  had  among  them  two 
seats  in  the  House  of  Lords,  two  seats  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  three  seats  in  the  Privy  Council,  a 
baronetcy,  a  blue  riband,  a  red  riband,  about  a 
hundred  thousand  pounds  a  year,  and  not  ten  pages 
that  are  worth  reading.  The  writings  of  Whithed, 
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Cambridge,  Coventry,  and  Lord  Bath,  are  forgotten. 
Soame  Jenyns  is  remembered  chiefly  by  Johnson’s 
review  of  the  foolish  Essay  on  the  Origin  of  Evil. 
Lord  Chesterfield  stands  much  lower  in  the  estimation 
of  posterity  than  he  would  have  done  if  his  letters  had 
never  been  published.  The  lampoons  of  Sir  Charles 
Williams  are  now  read  only  by  the  curious,  and,  though 
not  without  occasional  flashes  of  wit,  have  always 
seemed  to  us,  we  must  own,  very  poor  performances. 

Walpole  judged  of  French  literature  after  the 
same  fashion.  He  understood  and  loved  the  French 
language.  Indeed,  he  loved  it  too  well.  His  style  is 
more  deeply  tainted  with  Gallicism  than  that  of  any 
other  English  writer  with  whom  we  are  acquainted. 
His  composition  often  reads,  for  a  page  together, 
like  a  rude  translation  from  the  French.  We  meet 
every  minute  with  such  sentences  as  these,  “  One 
knows  what  temperaments  Annibal  Caracci  painted.” 
“  The  impertinent  personage  !  ”  “  She  is  dead  rich.” 

“  Lord  Dalkeith  is  dead  of  the  small-pox  in  three 
days.”  “  It  will  now  be  seen  whether  he  or  they  are 
most  patriot.” 

His  love  of  the  French  language  was  of  a  peculiar 
kind.  He  loved  it  as  having  been  for  a  century  the 
vehicle  of  all  the  polite  nothings  of  Europe,  as  the 
sign  by  which  the  freemasons  of  fashion  recognised 
each  other  in  every  capital  from  Petersburgh  to 
Naples,  as  the  language  of  raillery,  as  the  language 
of  anecdote,  as  the  language  of  memoirs,  as  the 
language  of  correspondence.  Its  higher  uses  he  al¬ 
together  disregarded.  The  literature  of  France  has 
been  to  ours  what  Aaron  was  to  Moses,  the  expositor 
of  great  truths  which  would  else  have  perished  for 
want  of  a  voice  to  utter  them  with  distinctness.  The 
relation  which  existed  between  Mr.  Bentham  and 
M.  Dumont  is  an  exact  illustration  of  the  intellectual 
relation  in  which  the  two  countries  stand  to  each 
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other.  The  great  discoveries  in  physics,  in  meta¬ 
physics,  in  political  science,  are  ours.  But  scarcely 
any  foreign  nation  except  France  has  received  them 
from  us  by  direct  communication.  Isolated  by  our 
situation,  isolated  by  our  manners,  we  found  truth, 
but  we  did  not  impart  it.  France  has  been  the  inter¬ 
preter  between  England  and  mankind. 

In  the  time  of  Walpole,  this  process  of  interpreta¬ 
tion  was  in  full  activity.  The  great  French  writers 
were  busy  in  proclaiming  through  Europe  the  names 
of  Bacon,  of  Newton,  and  of  Locke.  The  English 
principles  of  toleration,  the  English  respect  for  per¬ 
sonal  liberty,  the  English  doctrine  that  all  power  is  a 
trust  for  the  public  good,  were  making  rapid  progress. 
There  is  scarcely  any  thing  in  history  so  interesting 
as  that  great  stirring  up  of  the  mind  of  France,  that 
shaking  of  the  foundations  of  all  established  opinions, 
that  uprooting  of  old  truth  and  old  error.  It  was 
plain  that  mighty  principles  were  at  work,  whether 
for  evil  or  for  good.  It  was  plain  that  a  great  change 
in  the  whole  social  system  was  at  hand.  Fanatics  of 
one  kind  might  anticipate  a  golden  age,  in  which  men 
should  live  under  the  simple  dominion  of  reason,  in 
perfect  equality  and  perfect  amity,  without  property, 
or  marriage,  or  king,  or  God.  A  fanatic  of  another 
kind  might  see  nothing  in  the  doctrines  of  the 
philosophers  but  anarchy  and  atheism,  might  cling 
more  closely  to  every  old  abuse,  and  might  regret 
the  good  old  days  when  St.  Dominic  and  Simon  de 
Montfort  put  down  the  growing  heresies  of  Provence. 
A  wise  man  would  have  seen  with  regret  the  excesses 
into  which  the  reformers  were  running  ;  but  he  would 
have  done  justice  to  their  genius  and  to  their  philan¬ 
thropy.  He  would  have  censured  their  errors  ;  but 
he  would  have  remembered  that,  as  Milton  has  said, 
error  is  but  opinion  in  the  making.  While  he  con¬ 
demned  their  hostility  to  religion,  he  would  have 
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acknowledged  that  it  was  the  natural  effect  of  a 
system  under  which  religion  had  been  constantly 
exhibited  to  them  in  forms  which  common  sense 
rejected  and  at  which  humanity  shuddered.  While 
he  condemned  some  of  their  political  doctrines  as 
incompatible  with  all  law,  all  property,  and  all 
civilisation,  he  would  have  acknowledged  that  the 
subjects  of  Louis  the  Fifteenth  had  every  excuse 
which  men  could  have  for  being  eager  to  pull  down, 
and  for  being  ignorant  of  the  far  higher  art  of 
setting  up.  While  anticipating  a  fierce  conflict,  a 
great  and  wide-wasting  destruction,  he  would  yet 
have  looked  forward  to  the  final  close  with  a  good 
hope  for  France  and  for  mankind. 

Walpole  had  neither  hopes  nor  fears.  Though 
the  most  Frenchified  English  writer  of  the  eighteenth 
century,  he  troubled  himself  little  about  the  portents 
which  were  daily  to  be  discerned  in  the  French  litera¬ 
ture  of  his  time.  While  the  most  eminent  French¬ 
men  were  studying  with  enthusiastic  delight  English 
politics  and  English  philosophy,  he  was  studying  as 
intently  the  gossip  of  the  old  court  of  France.  The 
fashions  and  scandal  of  Versailles  and  Marli,  fashions 
and  scandal  a  hundred  years  old,  occupied  him  in¬ 
finitely  more  than  a  great  moral  revolution  which 
was  taking  place  in  his  sight.  He  took  a  prodigious 
interest  in  every  noble  sharper  whose  vast  volume 
of  wig  and  infinite  length  of  riband  had  figured  at 
the  dressing  or  at  the  tucking  up  of  Louis  the  Four¬ 
teenth,  and  of  every  profligate  woman  of  quality  who 
had  carried  her  train  of  lovers  backward  and  forward 
from  king  to  parliament,  and  from  parliament  to 
king,  during  the  wars  of  the  Fronde.  These  were 
the  people  of  whom  he  treasured  up  the  smallest 
memorial,  of  whom  he  loved  to  hear  the  most  trifling 
anecdote,  and  for  whose  likenesses  he  would  have 
given  any  price.  Of  the  great  French  writers  of  his 
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own  time,  Montesquieu  is  the  only  one  of  whom  he 
speaks  with  enthusiasm.  And  even  of  Montesquieu 
he  speaks  with  less  enthusiasm  than  of  that  abject 
thing,  Cr£billon  the  younger,  a  scribbler  as  licentious 
as  Louvet  and  as  dull  as  Rapin.  A  man  must  be 
strangely  constituted  who  can  take  interest  in  pedan¬ 
tic  journals  of  the  blockades  laid  by  the  Duke  of  A. 
to  the  hearts  of  the  Marquise  de  B.  and  the  Comtesse 
de  C.  This  trash  Walpole  extols  in  language  suffi¬ 
ciently  high  for  the  merits  of  Don  Quixote.  He 
wished  to  possess  a  likeness  of  Crebillon ;  and 
Liotard,  the  first  painter  of  miniatures  then  living, 
was  employed  to  preserve  the  features  of  the  pro¬ 
fligate  dunce.  The  admirer  of  the  Sopha  and  of  the 
Lettres  Ath^niennes  had  little  respect  to  spare  for 
the  men  who  were  then  at  the  head  of  French 
literature.  He  kept  carefully  out  of  their  way.  He 
tried  to  keep  other  people  from  paying  them  any 
attention.  He  could  not  deny  that  Voltaire  and 
Rousseau  were  clever  men  ;  but  he  took  every  op¬ 
portunity  of  depreciating  them.  Of  D’Alembert  he 
spoke  with  a  contempt  which,  when  the  intellectual 
powers  of  the  two  men  are  compared,  seems  ex¬ 
quisitely  ridiculous.  D’Alembert  complained  that 
he  was  accused  of  having  written  Walpole’s  squib 
against  Rousseau.  “  I  hope,”  says  Walpole,  “  that 
nobody  will  attribute  D’Alembert’s  works  to  me.” 
He  was  in  little  danger. 

It  is  impossible  to  deny,  however,  that  Walpole’s 
writings  have  real  merit,  and  merit  of  a  very  rare, 
though  not  of  a  very  high  kind.  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds 
used  to  say  that,  though  nobody  would  for  a  moment 
compare  Claude  to  Raphael,  there  would  be  another 
Raphael  before  there  was  another  Claude.  And  we 
own  that  we  expect  to  see  fresh  Humes  and  fresh 
Burkes  before  we  again  fall  in  with  that  peculiar 
combination  of  moral  and  intellectual  qualities  to 
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which  the  writings  of  Walpole  owe  their  extraordi¬ 
nary  popularity. 

It  is  easy  to  describe  him  by  negatives.  He  had 
not  a  creative  imagination.  He  had  not  a  pure  taste. 
He  was  not  a  great  reasoner.  There  is  indeed  scarcely 
any  writer  in  whose  works  it  would  be  possible  to  find 
so  many  contradictory  judgments,  so  many  sentences 
of  extravagant  nonsense.  Nor  was  it  only  in  his 
familiar  correspondence  that  he  wrote  in  this  flighty 
and  inconsistent  manner,  but  in  long  and  elaborate 
books,  in  books  repeatedly  transcribed  and  intended 
for  the  public  eye.  We  will  give  an  instance  or  two  ; 
for,  without  instances,  readers  not  very  familiar  with 
his  works  will  scarcely  understand  our  meaning.  In 
the  Anecdotes  of  Painting,  he  states,  very  truly,  that 
the  art  declined  after  the  commencement  of  the  civil 
wars.  He  proceeds  to  inquire  why  this  happened. 
The  explanation,  we  should  have  thought,  would 
have  been  easily  found.  He  might  have  mentioned 
the  loss  of  a  king  who  was  the  most  munificent  and 
judicious  patron  that  the  fine  arts  have  ever  had  in 
England,  the  troubled  state  of  the  country,  the  dis¬ 
tressed  condition  of  many  of  the  aristocracy,  perhaps 
also  the  austerity  of  the  victorious  party.  These 
circumstances,  we  conceive,  fully  account  for  the 
phaenomenon.  But  this  solution  was  not  odd  enough 
to  satisfy  Walpole.  He  discovers  another  cause  for 
the  decline  of  the  art,  the  want  of  models.  Nothing 
worth  painting,  it  seems,  was  left  to  paint.  “  How 
picturesque,”  he  exclaims,  “  was  the  figure  of  an 
Anabaptist !  ” — as  if  puritanism  had  put  out  the  sun 
and  withered  the  trees  ;  as  if  the  civil  wars  had 
blotted  out  the  expression  of  character  and  passion 
from  the  human  lip  and  brow  ;  as  if  many  of  the 
men  whom  Vandyke  painted  had  not  been  living 
in  the  time  of  the  Commonwealth,  with  faces  little 
the  worse  for  wear  ;  as  if  many  of  the  beauties  after- 
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wards  portrayed  by  Lely  were  not  in  their  prime 
before  the  Restoration  ;  as  if  the  garb  or  the  features 
of  Cromwell  and  Milton  were  less  picturesque  than 
those  of  the  round-faced  peers,  as  like  each  other  as 
eggs  to  eggs,  who  look  out  from  the  middle  of  the 
periwigs  of  Kneller.  In  the  memoirs,  again,  Walpole 
sneers  at  the  Prince  of  Wales,  afterwards  George  the 
Third,  for  presenting  a  collection  of  books  to  one  of 
the  American  colleges  during  the  Seven  Years’  War, 
and  says  that,  instead  of  books,  his  Royal  Highness 
ought  to  have  sent  arms  and  ammunition  ;  as  if  a 
war  ought  to  suspend  all  study  and  all  education ; 
or  as  if  it  were  the  business  of  the  Prince  of  Wales 
to  supply  the  colonies  with  military  stores  out  of  his 
own  pocket.  We  have  perhaps  dwelt  too  long  on 
these  passages  ;  but  we  have  done  so  because  they 
are  specimens  of  Walpole’s  manner.  Everybody  who 
reads  his  works  with  attention  will  find  that  they 
swarm  with  loose  and  foolish  observations  like  those 
which  we  have  cited  ;  observations  which  might  pass 
in  conversation  or  in  a  hasty  letter,  but  which  are 
unpardonable  in  books  deliberately  written  and  re¬ 
peatedly  corrected. 

He  appears  to  have  thought  that  he  saw  very  far 
into  men,  but  we  are  under  the  necessity  of  altogether 
dissenting  from  his  opinion.  We  do  not  conceive 
that  he  had  any  power  of  discerning  the  finer  shades 
of  character.  He  practised  an  art,  however,  which, 
though  easy  and  even  vulgar,  obtains  for  those  who 
practise  it  the  reputation  of  discernment  with  ninety- 
nine  people  out  of  a  hundred.  He  sneered  at  every¬ 
body,  put  on  every  action  the  worst  construction 
which  it  would  bear,  “  spelt  every  man  backward,”  to 
borrow  the  Lady  Hero’s  phrase, 

“  Turned  every  man  the  wrong  side  out, 

And  never  gave  to  truth  and  virtue  that 
Which  simpleness  and  merit  purchaseth.” 
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In  this  way  any  man  may,  with  little  sagacity  and 
little  trouble,  be  considered  by  those  whose  good 
opinion  is  not  worth  having  as  a  great  judge  of 
character. 

It  is  said  that  the  hasty  and  rapacious  Kneller 
used  to  send  away  the  ladies  who  sate  to  him  as  soon 
as  he  had  sketched  their  faces,  and  to  paint  the  figure 
and  hands  from  his  housemaid.  It  was  in  much  the 
same  way  that  Walpole  portrayed  the  minds  of  others. 
He  copied  from  the  life  only  those  glaring  and  obvious 
peculiarities  which  could  not  escape  the  most  super¬ 
ficial  observation.  The  rest  of  the  canvass  he  filled 
up,  in  a  careless  dashing  way,  with  knave  and  fool, 
mixed  in  such  proportions  as  pleased  Heaven.  What 
a  difference  between  these  daubs  and  the  masterly 
portraits  of  Clarendon  ! 

There  are  contradictions  without  end  in  the 
sketches  of  character  which  abound  in  Walpole’s 
works.  But  if  we  were  to  form  our  opinion  of  his 
eminent  contemporaries  from  a  general  survey  of 
what  he  has  written  concerning  them,  we  should 
say  that  Pitt  was  a  strutting,  ranting,  mouthing  actor, 
Charles  Townshend  an  impudent  and  voluble  jack¬ 
pudding,  Murray  a  demure,  cold-blooded,  cowardly 
hypocrite,  Hardwicke  an  insolent  upstart,  with  the 
understanding  of  a  pettifogger  and  the  heart  of  a 
hangman,  Temple  an  impertinent  poltroon,  Egmont 
a  solemn  coxcomb,  Lyttelton  a  poor  creature  whose 
only  wish  was  to  go  to  heaven  in  a  coronet,  Onslow 
a  pompous  proser,  Washington  a  braggart,  Lord 
Camden  sullen,  Lord  Townshend  malevolent,  Seeker 
an  atheist  who  had  shammed  Christian  for  a  mitre, 
Whitefield  an  impostor  who  swindled  his  converts 
out  of  their  watches.  The  Walpoles  fare  little  better 
than  their  neighbours.  Old  Horace  is  constantly 
represented  as  a  coarse,  brutal,  niggardly  buffoon, 
and  his  son  as  worthy  of  such  a  father.  In  short, 
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if  we  are  to  trust  this  discerning  judge  of  human 
nature,  England  in  his  time  contained  little  sense 
and  no  virtue,  except  what  was  distributed  between 
himself,  Lord  Waldgrave,  and  Marshal  Conway. 

Of  such  a  writer  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say, 
that  his  works  are  destitute  of  every  charm  which  is 
derived  from  elevation  or  from  tenderness  of  senti¬ 
ment.  When  he  chose  to  be  humane  and  magnani¬ 
mous, — for  he  sometimes,  by  way  of  variety,  tried 
this  affectation, — he  overdid  his  part  most  ludicrously. 
None  of  his  many  disguises  sat  so  awkwardly  upon 
him.  For  example,  he  tells  us  that  he  did  not  choose 
to  be  intimate  with  Mr.  Pitt.  And  why  ?  Because 
Mr.  Pitt  had  been  among  the  persecutors  of  his 
father  ?  Or  because,  as  he  repeatedly  assures  us, 
Mr.  Pitt  was  a  disagreeable  man  in  private  life?  Not 
at  all ;  but  because  Mr.  Pitt  was  too  fond  of  war,  and 
was  great  with  too  little  reluctance.  Strange  that  a 
habitual  scoffer  like  Walpole  should  imagine  that 
this  cant  could  impose  on  the  dullest  reader  !  If 
Moliere  had  put  such  a  speech  into  the  mouth  of 
Tartuffe,  we  should  have  said  that  the  fiction  was  un¬ 
skilful,  and  that  Orgon  could  not  have  been  such  a 
fool  as  to  be  taken  in  by  it.  Of  the  twenty-six  years 
during  which  Walpole  sat  in  Parliament,  thirteen 
were  years  of  war.  Yet  he  did  not,  during  all  those 
thirteen  years,  utter  a  single  word  or  give  a  single 
vote  tending  to  peace.  His  most  intimate  friend,  the 
only  friend,  indeed,  to  whom  he  appears  to  have  been 
sincerely  attached,  Conway,  was  a  soldier,  was  fond 
of  his  profession,  and  was  perpetually  entreating  Mr. 
Pitt  to  give  him  employment.  In  this  Walpole  saw 
nothing  but  what  was  admirable.  Conway  was  a  hero 
for  soliciting  the  command  of  expeditions  which  Mr. 
Pitt  was  a  monster  for  sending  out. 

What  then  is  the  charm,  the  irresistible  charm,  of 
Walpole’s  writings  ?  It  consists,  we  think,  in  the  art 
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of  amusing  without  exciting.  He  never  convinces 
the  reason,  or  fills  the  imagination,  or  touches  the 
heart ;  but  he  keeps  the  mind  of  the  reader  constantly 
attentive,  and  constantly  entertained.  He  had  a 
strange  ingenuity  peculiarly  his  own,  an  ingenuity 
which  appeared  in  all  that  he  did,  in  his  building,  in 
his  gardening,  in  his  upholstery,  in  the  matter  and  in 
the  manner  of  his  writings.  If  we  were  to  adopt  the 
classification,  not  a  very  accurate  classification,  which 
Akenside  has  given  of  the  pleasures  of  the  imagina¬ 
tion,  we  should  say,  that  with  the  Sublime  and  the 
Beautiful  Walpole  had  nothing  to  do,  but  that  the 
third  province,  the  Odd,  was  his  peculiar  domain. 
The  motto  which  he  prefixed  to  his  Catalogue  of 
Royal  and  Noble  Authors  might  have  been  inscribed 
with  perfect  propriety  over  the  door  of  every  room  in 
his  house,  and  on  the  titlepage  of  every  one  of  his 
books ;  “  Dove  diavolo,  Messer  Ludovico,  avete  pig- 
liate  tante  coglionerie  ?  ”  In  his  villa,  every  apart¬ 
ment  is  a  museum ;  every  piece  of  furniture  is  a 
curiosity  ;  there  is  something  strange  in  the  form  of 
the  shovel  ;  there  is  a  long  story  belonging  to  the 
bell-rope.  We  wander  among  a  profusion  of  rarities, 
of  trifling  intrinsic  value,  but  so  quaint  in  fashion,  or 
connected  with  such  remarkable  names  and  events, 
that  they  may  well  detain  our  attention  for  a  moment. 
A  moment  is  enough.  Some  new  relic,  some  new 
unique,  some  new  carved  work,  some  new  enamel,  is 
forthcoming  in  an  instant.  One  cabinet  of  trinkets 
is  no  sooner  closed  than  another  is  opened.  It  is  the 
same  with  Walpole’s  writings.  It  is  not  in  their 
utility,  it  is  not  in  their  beauty,  that  their  attraction 
lies.  1  hey  are  to  the  works  of  great  historians  and 
poets,  what  Strawberry  Hill  is  to  the  Museum  of  Sir 
Hans  Sloane  or  to  the  Gallery  of  Florence.  Walpole 
is  constantly  showing  us  things,  not  of  very  great  value 
indeed,  yet  things  which  we  are  pleased  to  see,  and 
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which  we  can  see  nowhere  else.  They  are  baubles  ; 
but  they  are  made  curiosities  either  by  his  grotesque 
workmanship  or  by  some  association  belonging  to 
them.  His  style  is  one  of  those  peculiar  styles  by 
which  everybody  is  attracted,  and  which  nobody 
can  safely  venture  to  imitate.  He  is  a  mannerist  whose 
manner  has  become  perfectly  easy  to  him.  His 
affectation  is  so  habitual  and  so  universal  that  it  can 
hardly  be  called  affectation.  The  affectation  is  the 
essence  of  the  man.  It  pervades  all  his  thoughts  and 
all  his  expressions.  If  it  were  taken  away,  nothing 
would  be  left.  He  coins  new  words,  distorts  the 
senses  of  old  words,  and  twists  sentences  into  forms 
which  make  grammarians  stare.  But  all  this  he  does, 
not  only  with  an  air  of  ease,  but  as  if  he  could  not 
help  doing  it.  His  wit  was,  in  its  essential  properties, 
of  the  same  kind  with  that  of  Cowley  and  Donne. 
Like  theirs,  it  consisted  in  an  exquisite  perception  of 
points  of  analogy  and  points  of  contrast  too  subtile 
for  common  observation.  Like  them,  Walpole  per¬ 
petually  startles  us  by  the  ease  with  which  he  yokes 
together  ideas  between  which  there  would  seem,  at 
first  sight,  to  be  no  connection.  But  he  did  not,  like 
them,  affect  the  gravity  of  a  lecture,  and  draw  his 
illustrations  from  the  laboratory  and  from  the  schools. 
His  tone  was  light  and  fleering  ;  his  topics  were  the 
topics  of  the  club  and  the  ball-room  ;  and  therefore 
his  strange  combinations  and  far-fetched  allusions, 
though  very  closely  resembling  those  which  tire  us  to 
death  in  the  poems  of  the  time  of  Charles  the  First, 
are  read  with  pleasure  constantly  new. 

No  man  who  has  written  so  much  is  so  seldom 
tiresome.  In  his  books  there  are  scarcely  any  of 
those  passages  which,  in  our  school  days,  we  used  to 
call  skip.  Yet  he  often  wrote  on  subjects  which  are 
generally  considered  as  dull,  on  subjects  which  men 
of  great  talents  have  in  vain  endeavoured  to  render 
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popular.  When  we  compare  the  Historic  Doubts 
about  Richard  the  Third  with  Whitaker’s  and  Chal- 
mer’s  books  on  a  far  more  interesting  question,  the 
character  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots ;  when  we  compare 
the  Anecdotes  of  Painting  with  the  works  of  Anthony 
Wood,  of  Nichols,  of  Granger,  we  at  once  see  Wal¬ 
pole’s  superiority,  not  in  industry,  not  in  learning,  not 
in  accuracy,  not  in  logical  power,  but  in  the  art  of 
writing  what  people  will  like  to  read.  He  rejects  all 
but  the  attractive  parts  of  his  subject.  He  keeps 
only  what  is  in  itself  amusing,  or  what  can  be  made 
so  by  the  artifice  of  his  diction.  The  coarser  morsels 
of  antiquarian  learning  he  abandons  to  others,  and 
sets  out  an  entertainment  worthy  of  a  Roman  epi¬ 
cure,  an  entertainment  consisting  of  nothing  but  deli¬ 
cacies,  the  brains  of  singing  birds,  the  roe  of  mullets, 
the  sunny  halves  of  peaches.  This  we  think  is  the 
great  merit  of  his  romance.  There  is  little  skill  in 
the  delineation  of  the  characters.  Manfred  is  as  com¬ 
monplace  a  tyrant,  Jerome  as  commonplace  a  con¬ 
fessor,  Theodore  as  commonplace  a  young  gentleman, 
Isabella  and  Matilda  as  commonplace  a  pair  of  young 
ladies,  as  are  to  be  found  in  any  of  the  thousand 
Italian  castles  in  which  condottieri  have  revelled  or  in 
which  imprisoned  duchesses  have  pined.  We  cannot 
say  that  we  much  admire  the  big  man  whose  sword 
is  dug  up  in  one  quarter  of  the  globe,  whose  helmet 
drops  from  the  clouds  in  another,  and  who,  after  clat¬ 
tering  and  rustling  for  some  days,  ends  by  kicking 
the  house  down.  But  the  story,  whatever  its  value 
may  be,  never  flags  for  a  single  moment.  There  are 
no  digressions,  or  unseasonable  descriptions,  or  long 
speeches.  Every  sentence  carries  the  action  forward. 
The  excitement  is  constantly  renewed.  Absurd  as  is 
the  machinery,  insipid  as  are  the  human  actors,  no 
reader  probably  ever  thought  the  book  dull. 

Walpole’s  Letters  are  generally  considered  as  his 
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best  performances,  and,  we  think,  with  reason.  His 
faults  are  far  less  offensive  to  us  in  his  correspondence 
than  in  his  books.  His  wild,  absurd,  and  ever-changing 
opinions  about  men  and  things  are  easily  pardoned  in 
familiar  letters.  His  bitter,  scoffing,  depreciating  dis¬ 
position  does  not  show  itself  in  so  unmitigated  a 
manner  as  in  his  Memoirs.  A  writer  of  letters  must 
in  general  be  civil  and  friendly  to  his  correspondent 
at  least,  if  to  no  other  person. 

He  loved  letter-writing,  and  had  evidently  studied 
it  as  an  art.  It  was,  in  truth,  the  very  kind  of  writing 
for  such  a  man,  for  a  man  very  ambitious  to  rank 
among  wits,  yet  nervously  afraid  that,  while  obtaining 
the  reputation  of  a  wit,  he  might  lose  caste  as  a  gentle¬ 
man.  There  was  nothing  vulgar  in  writing  a  letter. 
Not  even  Ensign  Northerton,  not  even  the  Captain 
described  in  Hamilton’s  Bawn, — and  Walpole,  though 
the  author  of  many  quartos,  had  some  feelings  in 
common  with  those  gallant  officers, — would  have 
denied  that  a  gentleman  might  sometimes  correspond 
with  a  friend.  Whether  Walpole  bestowed  much 
labour  on  the  composition  of  his  letters,  it  is  impos¬ 
sible  to  judge  from  internal  evidence.  There  are 
passages  which  seem  perfectly  unstudied.  But  the 
appearance  of  ease  may  be  the  effect  of  labour. 
There  are  passages  which  have  a  very  artificial  air. 
But  they  may  have  been  produced  without  effort  by 
a  mind  of  which  the  natural  ingenuity  had  been  im¬ 
proved  into  morbid  quickness  by  constant  exercise. 
We  are  never  sure  that  we  see  him  as  he  was.  We 
are  never  sure  that  what  appears  to  be  nature  is  not 
disguised  art.  We  are  never  sure  that  what  appears 
to  be  art  is  not  merely  habit  which  has  become  second 
nature. 

In  wit  and  animation  the  present  collection  is 
not  superior  to  those  which  have  preceded  it.  But  it 
has  one  great  advantage  over  them  all.  It  forms  a 
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connected  whole,  a  regular  journal  of  what  appeared 
to  Walpole  the  most  important  transactions  of  the  last 
twenty  years  of  George  the  Second’s  reign.  It  fur¬ 
nishes  much  new  information  concerning  the  history 
of  that  time,  the  portion  of  English  history  of  which 
common  readers  know  the  least 

The  earlier  letters  contain  the  most  lively  and  in¬ 
teresting  account  which  we  possess  of  that  “  great 
Walpolean  battle,”  to  use  the  words  of  Junius,  which 
terminated  in  the  retirement  of  Sir  Robert.  Horace 
entered  the  House  of  Commons  just  in  time  to  wit¬ 
ness  the  last  desperate  struggle  which  his  father,  sur¬ 
rounded  by  enemies  and  traitors,  maintained,  with  a 
spirit  as  brave  as  that  of  the  column  of  Fontenoy, 
first  for  victory,  and  then  for  honourable  retreat. 
Horace  was,  of  course,  on  the  side  of  his  family. 
Lord  Dover  seems  to  have  been  enthusiastic  on  the 
same  side,  and  goes  so  far  as  to  call  Sir  Robert  “  the 
glory  of  the  Whigs.” 

Sir  Robert  deserved  this  high  eulogium,  we 
think,  as  little  as  he  deserved  the  abusive  epithets 
which  have  often  been  coupled  with  his  name.  A 
fair  character  of  him  still  remains  to  be  drawn  :  and, 
whenever  it  shall  be  drawn,  it  will  be  equally  unlike 
the  portrait  by  Coxe  and  the  portrait  by  Smollett. 

He  had,  undoubtedly,  great  talents  and  great 
virtues.  He  was  not,  indeed,  like  the  leaders  of  the 
party  which  opposed  his  Government,  a  brilliant 
orator.  He  was  not  a  profound  scholar,  like  Carteret, 
or  a  wit  and  a  fine  gentleman,  like  Chesterfield.  In 
all  these  respects  his  deficiencies  were  remarkable. 
His  literature  consisted  of  a  scrap  or  two  of  Horace 
and  an  anecdote  or  two  from  the  end  of  the  Dic¬ 
tionary.  His  knowledge  of  history  was  so  limited 
that,  in  the  great  debate  on  the  Excise  Bill,  he  was 
forced  to  ask  Attorney-General  Yorke  who  Empson 
and  Dudley  were.  His  manners  were  a  little  too 
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coarse  and  boisterous  even  for  that  age  of  Westerns 
and  Topehalls.  When  he  ceased  to  talk  of  politics, 
he  could  talk  of  nothing  but  women  ;  and  he  dilated 
on  his  favourite  theme  with  a  freedom  which  shocked 
even  that  plain-spoken  generation,  and  which  was 
quite  unsuited  to  his  age  and  station.  The  noisy 
revelry  of  his  summer  festivities  at  Houghton  gave 
much  scandal  to  grave  people,  and  annually  drove 
his  kinsman  and  colleague,  Lord  Townshend,  from 
the  neighbouring  mansion  of  Rainham. 

But,  however  ignorant  Walpole  might  be  of 
general  history  and  of  general  literature,  he  was 
better  acquainted  than  any  man  of  his  day  with  what 
it  concerned  him  most  to  know,  mankind,  the  Eng¬ 
lish  nation,  the  Court,  the  House  of  Commons,  and 
the  Treasury.  Of  foreign  affairs  he  knew  little  ;  but 
his  judgment  was  so  good  that  his  little  knowledge 
went  very  far.  He  was  an  excellent  parliamentary 
debater,  an  excellent  parliamentary  tactician,  an  ex¬ 
cellent  man  of  business.  No  man  ever  brought  more 
industry  or  more  method  to  the  transacting  of  affairs. 
No  minister  in  his  time  did  so  much ;  yet  no  minister 
had  so  much  leisure. 

He  was  a  good-natured  man  who  had  during 
thirty  years  seen  nothing  but  the  worst  parts  of 
human  nature  in  other  men.  He  was  familiar  with 
the  malice  of  kind  people,  and  the  perfidy  of  honour¬ 
able  people.  Proud  men  had  licked  the  dust  before 
him.  Patriots  had  begged  him  to  come  up  to  the 
price  of  their  puffed  and  advertised  integrity.  He 
said  after  his  fall  that  it  was  a  dangerous  thing  to 
be  a  minister,  that  there  were  few  minds  which  would 
not  be  injured  by  the  constant  spectacle  of  meanness 
and  depravity.  To  his  honour  it  must  be  confessed 
that  few  minds  have  come  out  of  such  a  trial  so  little 
damaged  in  the  most  important  parts.  He  retired, 
after  more  than  twenty  years  of  supreme  power,  with 
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a  temper  not  soured,  with  a  heart  not  hardened,  with 
simple  tastes,  with  frank  manners,  and  with  a  capa¬ 
city  for  friendship.  No  stain  of  treachery,  of  in¬ 
gratitude,  or  of  cruelty  rests  on  his  memory.  Factious 
hatred,  while  flinging  on  his  name  every  other  foul 
aspersion,  was  compelled  to  own  that  he  was  not  a 
man  of  blood.  This  would  scarcely  seem  a  high 
eulogium  on  a  statesman  of  our  times.  It  was  then 
a  rare  and  honourable  distinction.  The  contests  of 
parties  in  England  had  long  been  carried  on  with  a 
ferocity  unworthy  of  a  civilised  people.  Sir  Robert 
Walpole  was  the  minister  who  gave  to  our  Govern¬ 
ment  that  character  of  lenity  which  it  has  since  gene¬ 
rally  preserved.  It  was  perfectly  known  to  him  that 
many  of  his  opponents  had  dealings  with  the  Pre¬ 
tender.  The  lives  of  some  were  at  his  mercy.  He 
wanted  neither  Whig  nor  Tory  precedents  for  using 
his  advantage  unsparingly.  But,  with  a  clemency  to 
which  posterity  has  never  done  justice,  he  suffered 
himself  to  be  thwarted,  vilified,  and  at  last  over¬ 
thrown,  by  a  party  which  included  many  men  whose 
necks  were  in  his  power. 

That  he  practised  corruption  on  a  large  scale  is, 
we  think,  indisputable.  But  whether  he  deserves  all 
the  invectives  which  have  been  uttered  against  him 
on  that  account  may  be  questioned.  No  man  ought 
to  be  severely  censured  for  not  being  beyond  his 
age  in  virtue.  To  buy  the  votes  of  constituents  is 
as  immoral  as  to  buy  the  votes  of  representatives. 
The  candidate  who  gives  five  guineas  to  the  free¬ 
man  is  as  culpable  as  the  man  who  gives  three  hun¬ 
dred  guineas  to  the  member.  Yet  we  know  that,  in 
our  own  time,  no  man  is  thought  wicked  or  dishonour¬ 
able,  no  man  is  cut,  no  man  is  black-balled,  because, 
under  the  old  system  of  election,  he  was  returned,  in 
the  only  way  in  which  he  could  be  returned,  for  East 
Retford,  for  Liverpool,  or  for  Stafford.  Walpole 


to  Sir  Horace  Mann 


337 


governed  by  corruption  because,  in  his  time,  it  was 
impossible  to  govern  otherwise.  Corruption  was  un¬ 
necessary  to  the  Tudors  ;  for  their  Parliaments  were 
feeble.  The  publicity  which  has  of  late  years  been 
given  to  parliamentary  proceedings  has  raised  the 
standard  of  morality  among  public  men.  The  power 
of  public  opinion  is  so  great  that,  even  before  the 
reform  of  the  representation,  a  faint  suspicion  that  a 
minister  had  given  pecuniary  gratifications  to  Mem¬ 
bers  of  Parliament  in  return  for  their  votes  would 
have  been  enough  to  ruin  him.  But,  during  the  cen¬ 
tury  which  followed  the  Restoration,  the  House  of 
Commons  was  in  that  situation  in  which  assemblies 
must  be  managed  by  corruption,  or  cannot  be 
managed  at  all.  It  was  not  held  in  awe,  as  in  the 
sixteenth  century,  by  the  throne.  It  was  not  held  in 
awe,  as  in  the  nineteenth  century,  by  the  opinion  of 
the  people.  Its  constitution  was  oligarchical.  Its 
deliberations  were  secret.  Its  power  in  the  State  was 
immense.  The  Government  had  every  conceivable 
motive  to  offer  bribes.  Many  of  the  members,  if 
they  were  not  men  of  strict  honour  and  probity,  had 
no  conceivable  motive  to  refuse  what  the  Govern¬ 
ment  offered.  In  the  reign  of  Charles  the  Second, 
accordingly,  the  practice  of  buying  votes  in  the 
House  of  Commons  was  commenced  by  the  daring 
Clifford,  and  carried  to  a  great  extent  by  the  crafty 
and  shameless  Danby.  The  Revolution,  great  and 
manifold  as  were  the  blessings  of  which  it  was 
directly  or  remotely  the  cause,  at  first  aggravated 
this  evil.  The  importance  of  the  House  of  Commons 
was  now  greater  than  ever.  The  prerogatives  of  the 
Crown  were  more  strictly  limited  than  ever  ;  and 
those  associations  in  which,  more  than  in  its  legal 
prerogatives,  its  power  had  consisted,  were  com¬ 
pletely  broken.  No  prince  was  ever  in  so  helpless 
and  distressing  a  situation  as  William  the  Third. 

VOL.  VIII  2 
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The  party  which  defended  his  title  was,  on  general 
grounds,  disposed  to  curtail  his  prerogative.  The 
party  which  was,  on  general  grounds,  friendly  to 
prerogative,  was  adverse  to  his  title.  There  was 
no  quarter  in  which  both  his  office  and  his  per¬ 
son  could  find  favour.  But  while  the  influence  of 
the  House  of  Commons  in  the  Government  was 
becoming  paramount,  the  influence  of  the  people 
over  the  House  of  Commons  was  declining.  It 
mattered  little  in  the  time  of  Charles  the  First 
whether  that  House  were  or  were  not  chosen  by 
the  people  :  it  was  certain  to  act  for  the  people,  be¬ 
cause  it  would  have  been  at  the  mercy  of  the  Court 
but  for  the  support  of  the  people.  Now  that  the 
Court  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  House  of  Commons, 
those  members  who  were  not  returned  by  popular 
election  had  nobody  to  please  but  themselves.  Even 
those  who  were  returned  by  popular  election  did  not 
live,  as  now,  under  a  constant  sense  of  responsibility. 
The  constituents  were  not,  as  now,  daily  apprised 
of  the  votes  and  speeches  of  their  representatives. 
The  privileges  which  had  in  old  times  been  indis¬ 
pensably  necessary  to  the  security  and  efficiency  of 
Parliaments  were  now  superfluous.  But  they  were 
still  carefully  maintained,  by  honest  legislators  from 
superstitious  veneration,  by  dishonest  legislators  for 
their  own  selfish  ends.  They  had  been  an  useful 
defence  to  the  Commons  during  a  long  and  doubtful 
conflict  with  powerful  sovereigns.  They  were  now 
no  longer  necessary  for  that  purpose  ;  and  they  be¬ 
came  a  defence  to  the  members  against  their  con¬ 
stituents.  That  secrecy  which  had  been  absolutely 
necessary  in  times  when  the  Privy  Council  was  in 
the  habit  of  sending  the  leaders  of  Opposition  to  the 
Tower  was  preserved  in  times  when  a  vote  of  the 
House  of  Commons  was  sufficient  to  hurl  the  most 
powerful  minister  from  his  post. 
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The  Government  could  not  go  on  unless  the  Par¬ 
liament  could  be  kept  in  order.  And  how  was  the 
Parliament  to  be  kept  in  order?  Three  hundred 
years  ago  it  would  have  been  enough  for  a  statesman 
to  have  the  support  of  the  Crown.  It  would  now, 
we  hope  and  believe,  be  enough  for  him  to  enjoy  the 
confidence  and  approbation  of  the  great  body  of  the 
middle  class.  A  hundred  years  ago  it  would  not 
have  been  enough  to  have  both  Crown  and  people  on 
his  side.  The  Parliament  had  shaken  off  the  control 
of  the  Royal  prerogative.  It  had  not  yet  fallen 
under  the  control  of  public  opinion.  A  large  pro¬ 
portion  of  the  members  had  absolutely  no  motive  to 
support  any  administration  except  their  own  interest, 
in  the  lowest  sense  of  the  word.  Under  these  circum¬ 
stances,  the  country  could  be  governed  only  by  cor¬ 
ruption.  Bolingbroke,  who  was  the  ablest  and  the 
most  vehement  of  those  who  raised  the  clamour 
against  corruption,  had  no  better  remedy  to  propose 
than  that  the  Royal  prerogative  should  be  strength¬ 
ened.  The  remedy  would  no  doubt  have  been  effi¬ 
cient.  The  only  question  is,  whether  it  would  not 
have  been  worse  than  the  disease.  The  fault  was  in 
the  constitution  of  the  Legislature ;  and  to  blame 
those  ministers  who  managed  the  Legislature  in  the 
only  way  in  which  it  could  be  managed  is  gross  in¬ 
justice.  They  submitted  to  extortion  because  they 
could  not  help  themselves.  We  might  as  well  ac¬ 
cuse  the  poor  Lowland  farmers  who  paid  black  mail 
to  Rob  Roy  of  corrupting  the  virtue  of  the  High¬ 
landers,  as  accuse  Sir  Robert  Walpole  of  corrupting 
the  virtue  of  Parliament.  His  crime  was  merely  this, 
that  he  employed  his  money  more  dexterously,  and 
got  more  support  in  return  for  it,  than  any  of  those 
who  preceded  or  followed  him. 

He  was  himself  incorruptible  by  money.  His 
dominant  passion  was  the  love  of  power  :  and  the 
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heaviest  charge  which  can  be  brought  against  him  is 
that  to  this  passion  he  never  scrupled  to  sacrifice  the 
interests  of  his  country. 

One  of  the  maxims  which,  as  his  son  tells  us,  he 
was  most  in  the  habit  of  repeating  was,  quieta  non 
movere.  It  was  indeed  the  maxim  by  which  he  gene¬ 
rally  regulated  his  public  conduct.  It  is  the  maxim 
of  a  man  more  solicitous  to  hold  power  long  than  to 
use  it  well.  It  is  remarkable  that,  though  he  was  at 
the  head  of  affairs  during  more  than  twenty  years, 
not  one  great  measure,  not  one  important  change  for 
the  better  or  for  the  worse  in  any  part  of  our  institu¬ 
tions,  marks  the  period  of  his  supremacy.  Nor  was 
this  because  he  did  not  clearly  see  that  many  changes 
were  very  desirable.  He  had  been  brought  up  in  the 
school  of  toleration,  at  the  feet  of  Somers  and  of  Burnet. 
He  disliked  the  shameful  laws  against  Dissenters. 
But  he  never  could  be  induced  to  bring  forward  a 
proposition  for  repealing  them.  The  sufferers  repre¬ 
sented  to  him  the  injustice  with  which  they  were 
treated,  boasted  of  their  firm  attachment  to  the 
House  of  Brunswick  and  to  the  Whig  party,  and  re¬ 
minded  him  of  his  own  repeated  declarations  of  good 
will  to  their  cause.  He  listened,  assented,  promised, 
and  did  nothing.  At  length,  the  question  was 
brought  forward  by  others,  and  the  Minister,  after  a 
hesitating  and  evasive  speech,  voted  against  it.  The 
truth  was  that  he  remembered  to  the  latest  day  of 
his  life  that  terrible  explosion  of  high-church  feeling 
which  the  foolish  prosecution  of  a  foolish  parson  had 
occasioned  in  the  days  of  Queen  Anne.  If  the  Dis¬ 
senters  had  been  turbulent  he  would  probably  have 
relieved  them  :  but  while  he  apprehended  no  danger 
from  them,  he  would  not  run  the  slightest  risk  for 
their  sake.  He  acted  in  the  same  manner  with  re¬ 
spect  to  other  questions.  He  knew  the  state  of  the 
Scotch  Highlands.  He  was  constantly  predicting 
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another  insurrection  in  that  part  of  the  empire.  Yet, 
during  his  long  tenure  of  power,  he  never  attempted 
to  perform  what  was  then  the  most  obvious  and 
pressing  duty  of  a  British  Statesman,  to  break  the 
power  of  the  Chiefs,  and  to  establish  the  authority  of 
law  through  the  furthest  corners  of  the  Island.  No¬ 
body  knew  better  than  he  that,  if  this  were  not  done, 
great  mischiefs  would  follow.  But  the  Highlands 
were  tolerably  quiet  in  his  time.  He  was  content  to 
meet  daily  emergencies  by  daily  expedients :  and  he 
left  the  rest  to  his  successors.  They  had  to  conquer 
the  Highlands  in  the  midst  of  a  war  with  France  and 
Spain,  because  he  had  not  regulated  the  Highlands 
in  a  time  of  profound  peace. 

Sometimes,  in  spite  of  all  his  caution,  he  found 
that  measures  which  he  had  hoped  to  carry  through 
quietly  had  caused  great  agitation.  When  this  was 
the  case  he  generally  modified  or  withdrew  them.  It 
was  thus  that  he  cancelled  Wood’s  patent  in  com¬ 
pliance  with  the  absurd  outcry  of  the  Irish,  It  was 
thus  that  he  frittered  away  the  Porteous  Bill  to  nothing, 
for  fear  of  exasperating  the  Scotch.  It  was  thus  that 
he  abandoned  the  Excise  Bill,  as  soon  as  he  found 
that  it  was  offensive  to  all  the  great  towns  of  Eng¬ 
land.  The  language  which  he  held  about  that 
measure  in  a  subsequent  session  is  strikingly  cha¬ 
racteristic.  Pulteney  had  insinuated  that  the  scheme 
would  be  again  brought  forward.  “  As  to  the  wicked 
scheme,”  said  Walpole,  “  as  the  gentleman  is  pleased 
to  call  it,  which  he  would  persuade  gentlemen  is  not 
yet  laid  aside,  I  for  my  part  assure  this  House  I  am 
not  so  mad  as  ever  again  to  engage  in  any  thing  that 
looks  like  an  Excise  ;  though,  in  my  private  opinion, 
I  still  think  it  was  a  scheme  that  would  have  tended 
very  much  to  the  interest  of  the  nation.” 

The  conduct  of  Walpole  with  regard  to  the 
Spanish  war  is  the  great  blemish  of  his  public  life. 


342  Walpole’s  Letters 

Archdeacon  Coxe  imagined  that  he  had  discovered 
one  grand  principle  of  action  to  which  the  whole 
public  conduct  of  his  hero  ought  to  be  referred. 
“Did  the  administration  of  Walpole,”  says  the  bio¬ 
grapher,  “  present  any  uniform  principle  which  may 
be  traced  in  every  part,  and  which  gave  combination 
and  consistency  to  the  whole?  Yes,  and  that  prin¬ 
ciple  was,  The  Love  of  Peace.”  It  would  be  diffi¬ 
cult,  we  think,  to  bestow  a  higher  eulogium  on  any 
statesman.  But  the  eulogium  is  far  too  high  for  the 
merits  of  Walpole.  The  great  ruling  principle  of  his 
public  conduct  was  indeed  a  love  of  peace,  but  not  in 
the  sense  in  which  Archdeacon  Coxe  uses  the  phrase. 
The  peace  which  Walpole  sought  was  not  the  peace 
of  the  country,  but  the  peace  of  his  own  administra¬ 
tion.  During  the  greater  part  of  his  public  life, 
indeed,  the  two  objects  were  inseparably  connected. 
At  length  he  was  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  choos¬ 
ing  between  them,  of  plunging  the  State  into  hos¬ 
tilities  for  which  there  was  no  just  ground,  and  by 
which  nothing  was  to  be  got,  or  of  facing  a  violent 
opposition  in  the  country',  in  Parliament,  and  even  in 
the  royal  closet.  No  person  was  more  thoroughly 
convinced  than  he  of  the  absurdity  of  the  cry  against 
Spain.  But  his  darling  power  was  at  stake,  and  his 
choice  was  soon  made.  He  preferred  an  unjust  war 
to  a  stormy  session.  It  is  impossible  to  say  of  a 
Minister  who  acted  thus  that  the  love  of  peace  was 
the  one  grand  principle  to  which  all  his  conduct  is  to 
be  referred.  The  governing  principle  of  his  conduct 
was  neither  love  of  peace  nor  love  of  war,  but  love  of 
power. 

The  praise  to  which  he  is  fairly  entitled  is  this, 
that  he  understood  the  true  interest  of  his  country 
better  than  any  of  his  contemporaries,  and  that  he 
pursued  that  interest  whenever  it  was  not  incompatible 
with  the  interest  of  his  own  intense  and  grasping 
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ambition.  It  was  only  in  matters  of  public  moment 
that  he  shrank  from  agitation  and  had  recourse  to 
compromise.  In  his  contests  for  personal  influence 
there  was  no  timidity,  no  flinching.  He  would  have 
all  or  none.  Every  member  of  the  Government  who 
would  not  submit  to  his  ascendency  was  turned  out 
or  forced  to  resign.  Liberal  of  every  thing  else  he 
was  avaricious  of  power.  Cautious  everywhere  else, 
when  power  was  at  stake  he  had  all  the  boldness  of 
Richelieu  or  Chatham.  He  might  easily  have  se¬ 
cured  his  authority  if  he  could  have  been  induced  to 
divide  it  with  others.  But  he  would  not  part  with 
one  fragment  of  it  to  purchase  defenders  for  all  the 
rest.  The  effect  of  this  policy  was  that  he  had  able 
enemies  and  feeble  allies.  His  most  distinguished 
coadjutors  left  him  one  by  one,  and  joined  the  ranks 
of  the  Opposition.  He  faced  the  increasing  array  of 
his  enemies  with  unbroken  spirit,  and  thought  it  far 
better  that  they  should  attack  his  power  than  that 
they  should  share  it. 

The  Opposition  was  in  every  sense  formidable. 
At  its  head  were  two  royal  personages,  the  exiled 
head  of  the  House  of  Stuart,  the  disgraced  heir  of 
the  House  of  Brunswick.  One  set  of  members  re¬ 
ceived  directions  from  Avignon.  Another  set  held 
their  consultations  and  banquets  at  Norfolk  House. 
The  majority  of  the  landed  gentry,  the  majority  of 
the  parochial  clergy,  one  of  the  universities,  and  a 
strong  party  in  the  City  of  London  and  in  the  other 
great  towns,  were  decidedly  adverse  to  the  govern¬ 
ment.  Of  the  men  of  letters,  some  were  exasperated 
by  the  neglect  with  which  the  minister  treated  them, 
a  neglect  which  was  the  more  remarkable,  because 
his  predecessors,  both  Whig  and  Tory,  had  paid  court 
with  emulous  munificence  to  the  wits  and  the  poets ; 
others  were  honestly  inflamed  by  party  zeal :  almost 
all  lent  their  aid  to  the  Opposition.  In  truth,  all 
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that  was  alluring  to  ardent  and  imaginative  minds 
was  on  that  side ;  old  associations,  new  visions  of 
political  improvement,  high-flown  theories  of  loyalty, 
high-flown  theories  of  liberty,  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
Cavalier,  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Roundhead.  The 
Tory  gentleman,  fed  in  the  common-rooms  of  Oxford 
with  the  doctrines  of  Filmer  and  Sacheverell,  and 
proud  of  the  exploits  of  his  great  grandfather,  who 
had  charged  with  Rupert  at  Marston,  who  had  held 
out  the  old  manor-house  against  Fairfax,  and  who, 
after  the  King’s  return,  had  been  set  down  for  a 
Knight  of  the  Royal  Oak,  flew  to  that  section  of  the 
Opposition  which,  under  pretence  of  assailing  the 
existing  administration,  was  in  truth  assailing  the 
reigning  dynasty.  The  young  republican  fresh  from 
his  Livy  and  his  Lucan,  and  glowing  with  admiration 
of  Hampden,  of  Russell,  and  of  Sydney,  hastened 
with  equal  eagerness  to  those  benches  from  which 
eloquent  voices  thundered  nightly  against  the  tyranny 
and  perfidy  of  courts.  So  many  young  politicians 
were  caught  by  these  declamations  that  Sir  Robert, 
in  one  of  his  best  speeches,  observed  that  the  Oppo¬ 
sition  consisted  of  three  bodies,  the  Tories,  the  dis¬ 
contented  Whigs,  who  were  known  by  the  name  of 
the  Patriots,  and  the  Boys.  In  fact  almost  every 
young  man  of  warm  temper  and  lively  imagination, 
whatever  his  political  bias  might  be,  was  drawn 
into  the  party  adverse  to  the  Government ;  and  some 
of  the  most  distinguished  among  them,  Pitt,  for 
example,  among  public  men,  and  Johnson,  among 
men  of  letters,  afterwards  openly  acknowledged  their 
mistake. 

The  aspect  of  the  Opposition,  even  while  it  was 
still  a  minority  in  the  House  of  Commons,  was  very 
imposing.  Among  those  who,  in  Parliament  or  out 
of  Parliament,  assailed  the  administration  of  Wal¬ 
pole,  were  Bolingbroke,  Carteret,  Chesterfield,  Argyle, 
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Pulteney,  Wyndham,  Doddington,  Pitt,  Lyttelton, 
Barnard,  Pope,  Swift,  Gay,  Arbuthnot,  Fielding, 
Johnson,  Thomson,  Akenside,  Glover. 

The  circumstance  that  the  Opposition  was  divided 
into  two  parties,  diametrically  opposed  to  each  other 
in  political  opinions,  was  long  the  safety  of  Walpole. 
It  was  at  last  his  ruin.  The  leaders  of  the  minority 
knew  that  it  would  be  difficult  for  them  to  bring  for¬ 
ward  any  important  measure  without  producing  an 
immediate  schism  in  their  party.  It  was  with  very 
great  difficulty  that  the  Whigs  in  opposition  had  been 
induced  to  give  a  sullen  and  silent  vote  for  the  repeal 
of  the  Septennial  Act.  The  Tories,  on  the  other 
hand,  could  not  be  induced  to  support  Pulteney’s 
motion  for  an  addition  to  the  income  of  Prince 
Frederic.  The  two  parties  had  cordially  joined  in  call¬ 
ing  out  for  a  war  with  Spain  :  but  they  now  had  their 
war.  Hatred  of  Walpole  was  almost  the  only  feel¬ 
ing  which  was  common  to  them.  On  this  one  point, 
therefore,  they  concentrated  their  whole  strength. 
With  gross  ignorance,  or  gross  dishonesty,  they  repre¬ 
sented  the  Minister  as  the  main  grievance  of  the  State. 
His  dismissal,  his  punishment,  would  prove  the  cer¬ 
tain  cure  for  all  the  evils  which  the  nation  suffered. 
What  was  to  be  done  after  his  fall,  how  misgovern- 
ment  was  to  be  prevented  in  future,  were  questions  to 
which  there  were  as  many  answers  as  there  were 
noisy  and  ill-informed  members  of  the  Opposition. 
The  only  cry  in  which  all  could  join  was,  “  Down  with 
Walpole  !  ”  So  much  did  they  narrow  the  disputed 
ground,  so  purely  personal  did  they  make  the  ques¬ 
tion,  that  they  threw  out  friendly  hints  to  the  other 
members  of  the  Administration,  and  declared  that 
they  refused  quarter  to  the  Prime  Minister  alone. 
His  tools  might  keep  their  heads,  their  fortunes,  even 
their  places,  if  only  the  great  father  of  corruption 
were  given  up  to  the  just  vengeance  of  the  nation. 
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If  the  fate  of  Walpole’s  colleagues  had  been  in¬ 
separably  bound  up  with  his,  he  probably  would,  even 
after  the  unfavourable  elections  of  1741,  have  been 
able  to  weather  the  storm.  But  as  soon  as  it  was 
understood  that  the  attack  was  directed  against  him 
alone,  and  that,  if  he  were  sacrificed,  his  associates 
might  expect  advantageous  and  honourable  terms,  the 
ministerial  ranks  began  to  waver,  and  the  murmur  of 
sauve  qui  pent  was  heard.  That  Walpole  had  foul 
play  is  almost  certain,  but  to  what  extent  it  is  diffi¬ 
cult  to  say.  Lord  Islay  was  suspected  ;  the  Duke 
of  Newcastle  something  more  than  suspected.  It 
would  have  been  strange,  indeed,  if  his  Grace  had 
been  idle  when  treason  was  hatching. 

“  Ch’  i’  ho  de’  traditor’  sempre  sospetto, 

E  Gan  fu  traditor  prima  che  nato.” 

“  His  name,”  said  Sir  Robert,  “is  perfidy.” 

Never  was  a  battle  more  manfully  fought  out  than 
the  last  struggle  of  the  old  statesman.  His  clear 
judgment,  his  long  experience,  and  his  fearless  spirit, 
enabled  him  to  maintain  a  defensive  war  through  half 
the  session.  To  the  last  his  heart  never  failed  him  ; 
and,  when  at  last  he  yielded,  he  yielded  not  to  the 
threats  of  his  enemies,  but  to  the  entreaties  of  his 
dispirited  and  refractory  followers.  When  he  could 
no  longer  retain  his  power,  he  compounded  for  honour 
and  security,  and  retired  to  his  garden  and  his  paint¬ 
ings,  leaving  to  those  who  had  overthrown  him  shame, 
discord,  and  ruin. 

Every  thing  was  in  confusion.  It  has  been  said 
that  the  confusion  was  produced  by  the  dexterous 
policy  of  Walpole  ;  and,  undoubtedly,  he  did  his  best 
to  sow  dissension  amongst  his  triumphant  enemies. 
But  there  was  little  for  him  to  do.  Victory  had 
completely  dissolved  the  hollow  truce,  which  the  two 
sections  of  the  Opposition  had  but  imperfectly  ob- 
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served,  even  while  the  event  of  the  contest  was  still 
doubtful.  A  thousand  questions  were  opened  in  a 
moment.  A  thousand  conflicting  claims  were  pre¬ 
ferred.  It  was  impossible  to  follow  any  line  of  policy 
which  would  not  have  been  offensive  to  a  large  portion 
of  the  successful  party.  It  was  impossible  to  find 
places  for  a  tenth  part  of  those  who  thought  that  they 
had  a  right  to  office.  While  the  parliamentary  leaders 
were  preaching  patience  and  confidence,  while  their 
followers  were  clamouring  for  reward,  a  still  louder 
voice  was  heard  from  without,  the  terrible  cry  of  a 
people  angry,  they  hardly  knew  with  whom,  and  im¬ 
patient,  they  hardly  knew  for  what.  The  day  of  re¬ 
tribution  had  arrived.  The  Opposition  reaped  that 
which  they  had  sown.  Inflamed  with  hatred  and 
cupidity,  despairing  of  success  by  any  ordinary  mode 
of  political  warfare,  and  blind  to  consequences  which, 
though  remote,  were  certain,  they  had  conjured  up  a 
devil  whom  they  could  not  lay.  They  had  made  the 
public  mind  drunk  with  calumny  and  declamation. 
They  had  raised  expectations  which  it  was  impos¬ 
sible  to  satisfy.  The  downfall  of  Walpole  was  to  be 
the  beginning  of  a  political  millennium  ;  and  every 
enthusiast  had  figured  to  himself  that  millennium 
according  to  the  fashion  of  his  own  wishes.  The  re¬ 
publican  expected  that  the  power  of  the  Crown  would 
be  reduced  to  a  mere  shadow,  the  high  Tory  that  the 
Stuarts  would  be  restored,  the  moderate  Tory  that 
the  golden  days  which  the  Church  and  the  landed 
interest  had  enjoyed  during  the  last  years  of  Queen 
Anne,  would  immediately  return.  It  would  have  been 
impossible  to  satisfy  everybody.  The  conquerors 
satisfied  nobody. 

We  have  no  reverence  for  the  memory  of  those 
who  were  then  called  the  Patriots.  We  are  for  the 
principles  of  good  government  against  Walpole,  and 
for  Walpole  against  the  Opposition.  It  was  most 


348  Walpole’s  Letters 

desirable  that  a  purer  system  should  be  introduced ; 
but,  if  the  old  system  was  to  be  retained,  no  man  was 
so  fit  as  Walpole  to  be  at  the  head  of  affairs.  There 
were  grievous  abuses  in  the  government,  abuses  more 
than  sufficient  to  justify  a  strong  opposition.  But  the 
party  opposed  to  Walpole,  wffiile  they  stimulated  the 
popular  fury  to  the  highest  point,  were  at  no  pains  to 
direct  it  aright.  Indeed  they  studiously  misdirected 
it.  They  misrepresented  the  evil.  They  prescribed 
inefficient  and  pernicious  remedies.  They  held  up  a 
single  man  as  the  sole  cause  of  all  the  vices  of  a  bad 
system  which  had  been  in  full  operation  before  his 
entrance  into  public  life,  and  which  continued  to  be  in 
full  operation  when  some  of  these  very  brawlers  had 
succeeded  to  his  power.  They  thwarted  his  best 
measures.  They  drove  him  into  an  unjustifiable  war 
against  his  will.  Constantly  talking  in  magnificent 
language  about  tyranny,  corruption,  wicked  ministers, 
servile  courtiers,  the  liberty  of  Englishmen,  the  Great 
Charter,  the  rights  for  which  our  fathers  bled,  Timo- 
leoh,  Brutus,  Hampden,  Sydney,  they  had  absolutely 
nothing  to  propose  which  would  have  been  an  im¬ 
provement  on  our  institutions.  Instead  of  directing 
the  public  mind  to  definite  reforms  which  might  have 
completed  the  work  of  the  revolution,  which  might 
have  brought  the  Legislature  into  harmony  with  the 
nation,  and  which  might  have  prevented  the  Crown 
from  doing  by  influence  what  it  could  no  longer  do 
by  prerogative,  they  excited  a  vague  craving  for 
change,  by  which  they  profited  for  a  single  moment, 
and  of  which,  as  they  well  deserved,  they  were  soon 
the  victims. 

Among  the  reforms  which  the  State  then  required, 
there  were  two  of  paramount  importance,  two  which 
would  alone  have  remedied  almost  every  gross  abuse, 
and  without  which  all  other  remedies  would  have 
been  unavailing,  the  publicity  of  parliamentary  pro- 
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ceedings,  and  the  abolition  of  the  rotten  boroughs. 
Neither  of  these  was  thought  of.  It  seems  to  us  clear 
that,  if  these  were  not  adopted,  all  other  measures 
would  have  been  illusory.  Some  of  the  patriots  sug¬ 
gested  changes  which  would,  beyond  all  doubt,  have 
increased  the  existing  evils  a  hundredfold.  These 
men  wished  to  transfer  the  disposal  of  employments 
and  the  command  of  the  army  from  the  Crown  to 
the  Parliament ;  and  this  on  the  very  ground  that 
the  Parliament  had  long  been  a  grossly  corrupt  body. 
The  security  against  malpractices  was  to  be  that  the 
members,  instead  of  having  a  portion  of  the  public 
plunder  doled  out  to  them  by  a  minister,  were  to  help 
themselves. 

The  other  schemes  of  which  the  public  mind  was 
full  were  less  dangerous  than  this.  Some  of  them 
were  in  themselves  harmless.  But  none  of  them 
would  have  done  much  good,  and  most  of  them  were 
extravagantly  absurd.  What  they  were  we  may  learn 
from  the  instructions  which  many  constituent  bodies, 
immediately  after  the  change  of  administration,  sent 
up  to  their  representatives.  A  more  deplorable  col¬ 
lection  of  follies  can  hardly  be  imagined.  There  is, 
in  the  first  place,  a  general  cry  for  Walpole’s  head. 
Then  there  are  bitter  complaints  of  the  decay  of  trade, 
a  decay  which,  in  the  judgment  of  these  enlightened 
politicians,  was  brought  about  by  Walpole  and  cor¬ 
ruption.  They  would  have  been  nearer  to  the  truth 
if  they  had  attributed  their  sufferings  to  the  war  into 
which  they  had  driven  Walpole  against  his  better 
judgment.  He  had  foretold  the  effects  of  his  un¬ 
willing  concession.  On  the  day  when  hostilities 
against  Spain  were  proclaimed,  when  the  heralds 
were  attended  into  the  city  by  the  chiefs  of  the  Op¬ 
position,  when  the  Prince  of  Wales  himself  stopped 
at  Temple-Bar  to  drink  success  to  the  English  arms, 
the  Minister  heard  all  the  steeples  of  the  city  jingling 
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with  a  merry  peal,  and  muttered,  “  They  may  ring 
the  bells  now  :  they  will  be  wringing  their  hands 
before  long.” 

Another  grievance,  for  which  of  course  Walpole 
and  corruption  were  answerable,  was  the  great  ex¬ 
portation  of  English  wool.  In  the  judgment  of  the 
sagacious  electors  of  several  large  towns,  the  remedy¬ 
ing  of  this  evil  was  a  matter  second  only  in  import¬ 
ance  to  the  hanging  of  Sir  Robert.  There  were  also 
earnest  injunctions  that  the  members  should  vote 
against  standing  armies  in  time  of  peace,  injunctions 
which  were,  to  say  the  least,  ridiculously  unseasonable 
in  the  midst  of  a  war  which  was  likely  to  last,  and 
which  did  actually  last,  as  long  as  the  Parliament. 
The  repeal  of  the  Septennial  Act,  as  was  to  be  ex¬ 
pected,  was  strongly  pressed.  Nothing  was  more 
natural  than  that  the  voters  should  wish  for  a  trien¬ 
nial  recurrence  of  their  bribes  and  their  ale.  We  feel 
firmly  convinced  that  the  repeal  of  the  Septennial 
Act,  unaccompanied  by  a  complete  reform  of  the 
constitution  of  the  elective  body,  would  have  been  an 
unmixed  curse  to  the  country.  The  only  rational 
recommendation  which  we  can  find  in  all  these  in¬ 
structions  is,  that  the  number  of  placemen  in  Parlia¬ 
ment  should  be  limited,  and  that  pensioners  should 
not  be  allowed  to  sit  there.  It  is  plain,  however,  that 
this  cure  was  far  from  going  to  the  root  of  the  evil, 
and  that,  if  it  had  been  adopted  without  other  re¬ 
forms,  secret  bribery  w'ould  probably  have  been  more 
practised  than  ever. 

We  will  give  one  more  instance  of  the  absurd  ex¬ 
pectations  which  the  declamations  of  the  Opposition 
had  raised  in  the  country.  Akenside  was  one  of  the 
fiercest  and  most  uncompromising  of  the  young 
patriots  out  of  Parliament.  When  he  found  that  the 
change  of  administration  had  produced  no  change 
of  system,  he  gave  vent  to  his  indignation  in  the 
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“  Epistle  to  Curio,”  the  best  poem  that  he  ever  wrote, 
a  poem,  indeed,  which  seems  to  indicate,  that,  if  he 
had  left  lyric  composition  to  Gray  and  Collins,  and 
had  employed  his  powers  in  grave  and  elevated 
satire,  he  might  have  disputed  the  preeminence  of 
Dryden.  But,  whatever  be  the  literary  merits  of  the 
epistle,  we  can  say  nothing  in  praise  of  the  political 
doctrines  which  it  inculcates.  The  poet,  in  a  rap¬ 
turous  apostrophe  to  the  spirits  of  the  great  men  of 
antiquity,  tells  us  what  he  expected  from  Pulteney  at 
the  moment  of  the  fall  of  the  tyrant. 

“  See  private  life  by  wisest  arts  reclaimed, 

See  ardent  youth  to  noblest  manners  framed, 

See  us  achieve  whate’er  was  sought  by  you, 

If  Curio — only  Curio — will  be  true.” 

It  was  Pulteney’s  business,  it  seems,  to  abolish  faro 
and  masquerades,  to  stint  the  young  Duke  of  Marl¬ 
borough  to  a  bottle  of  brandy  a  day,  and  to  prevail 
on  Lady  Vane  to  be  content  with  three  lovers  at  a 
time. 

Whatever  the  people  wanted,  they  certainly  got 
nothing.  Walpole  retired  in  safety ;  and  the  mul¬ 
titude  were  defrauded  of  the  expected  show  on 
Tower  Hill.  The  Septennial  Act  was  not  repealed. 
The  placemen  were  not  turned  out  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  Wool,  we  believe,  was  still  exported. 
“Private  life”  afforded  as  much  scandal  as  if  the 
reign  of  Walpole  and  corruption  had  continued ; 
and  “  ardent  youth  ”  fought  with  watchmen  and 
betted  with  blacklegs  as  much  as  ever. 

The  colleagues  of  Walpole  had,  after  his  retreat, 
admitted  some  of  the  chiefs  of  the  Opposition  into 
the  Government,  and  soon  found  themselves  com¬ 
pelled  to  submit  to  the  ascendency  of  one  of  their 
new  allies.  This  was  Lord  Carteret,  afterwards  Earl 
Granville.  No  public  man  of  that  age  had  greater 
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courage,  greater  ambition,  greater  activity,  greater 
talents  for  debate  or  for  declamation.  No  public  man 
had  such  profound  and  extensive  learning.  He  was 
familiar  with  the  ancient  writers,  and  loved  to  sit  up 
till  midnight  discussing  philological  and  metrical 
questions  with  Bentley.  His  knowledge  of  modern 
languages  was  prodigious.  The  Privy  Council,  when 
he  was  present,  needed  no  interpreter.  He  spoke 
and  wrote  French,  Italian,  Spanish,  Portuguese,  Ger¬ 
man,  even  Swedish.  He  had  pushed  his  researches 
into  the  most  obscure  nooks  of  literature.  He  was 
as  familiar  with  Canonists  and  Schoolmen  as  with 
orators  and  poets.  He  had  read  all  that  the  univer¬ 
sities  of  Saxony  and  Holland  had  produced  on  the 
most  intricate  questions  of  public  law.  Harte,  in  the 
preface  to  the  second  edition  of  his  History  of  Gus- 
tavus  Adolphus,  bears  a  remarkable  testimony  to  the 
extent  and  accuracy  of  Lord  Carteret’s  knowledge. 
“It  was  my  good  fortune  or  prudence  to  keep  the 
main  body  of  my  army  (or  in  other  words  my  matters 
of  fact)  safe  and  entire.  The  late  Earl  of  Granville 
was  pleased  to  declare  himself  of  this  opinion  ;  es¬ 
pecially  when  he  found  that  I  had  made  Chemnitius 
one  of  my  principal  guides  ;  for  his  Lordship  was 
apprehensive  I  might  not  have  seen  that  valuable 
and  authentic  book,  which  is  extremely  scarce.  I 
thought  myself  happy  to  have  contented  his  Lord- 
ship  even  in  the  lowest  degree  ;  for  he  understood 
the  German  and  Swedish  histories  to  the  highest 
perfection.” 

With  all  this  learning,  Carteret  was  far  from  being 
a  pedant.  He  was  not  one  of  those  cold  spirits  of 
which  the  fire  is  put  out  by  the  fuel.  In  council,  in 
debate,  in  society,  he  was  all  life  and  energy.  His 
measures  were  strong,  prompt,  and  daring,  his  oratory 
animated  and  glowing.  His  spirits  were  constantly 
high.  No  misfortune,  public  or  private,  could  depress 
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him.  He  was  at  once  the  most  unlucky  and  the 
happiest  public  man  of  his  time. 

He  had  been  Secretary  of  State  in  Walpole’s  ad¬ 
ministration,  and  had  acquired  considerable  influence 
over  the  mind  of  George  the  First.  The  other  Minis¬ 
ters  could  speak  no  German.  The  King  could  speak 
no  English.  All  the  communication  that  Walpole 
held  with  his  master  was  in  very  bad  Latin.  Carteret 
dismayed  his  colleagues  by  the  volubility  with  which 
he  addressed  his  Majesty  in  German.  They  listened 
with  envy  and  terror  to  the  mysterious  gutturals 
which  might  possibly  convey  suggestions  very  little 
in  unison  with  their  wishes. 

Walpole  was  not  a  man  to  endure  such  a  colleague 
as  Carteret.  The  King  was  induced  to  give  up  his 
favourite.  Carteret  joined  the  Opposition,  and  sig¬ 
nalised  himself  at  the  head  of  that  party  till,  after 
the  retirement  of  his  old  rival,  he  again  became 
Secretary  of  State. 

During  some  months  he  was  chief  Minister,  indeed 
sole  Minister.  He  gained  the  confidence  and  regard 
of  George  the  Second.  He  was  at  the  same  time  in 
high  favour  with  the  Prince  of  Wales.  As  a  debater 
in  the  House  of  Lords,  he  had  no  equal  among  his 
colleagues.  Among  his  opponents  Chesterfield  alone 
could  be  considered  as  his  match.  Confident  in  his 
talents  and  in  the  royal  favour,  he  neglected  all  those 
means  by  which  the  power  of  Walpole  had  been 
created  and  maintained.  His  head  was  full  of  treaties 
and  expeditions,  of  schemes  for  supporting  the  Queen 
of  Hungary  and  for  humbling  the  House  of  Bourbon. 
He  contemptuously  abandoned  to  others  all  the  drud¬ 
gery,  and,  with  the  drudgery,  all  the  fruits  of  corrup¬ 
tion.  The  patronage  of  the  Church  and  of  the  Bar 
he  left  to  the  Pelhams  as  a  trifle  unworthy  of  his  care. 
One  of  the  judges,  Chief  Justice  Willes,  if  we  remem¬ 
ber  rightly,  went  to  him  to  beg  some  ecclesiastical 
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preferment  for  a  friend.  Carteret  said,  that  he  was 
too  much  occupied  with  continental  politics  to  think 
about  the  disposal  of  places  and  benefices.  “You 
may  rely  on  it,  then,”  said  the  Chief  Justice,  “that 
people  who  want  places  and  benefices  will  go  to  those 
who  have  more  leisure.”  The  prediction  was  accom¬ 
plished.  It  would  have  been  a  busy  time  indeed  in 
which  the  Pelhams  had  wanted  leisure  for  jobbing  ; 
and  to  the  Pelhams  the  whole  cry  of  place-hunters 
and  pension-hunters  resorted.  The  Parliamentary 
influence  of  the  two  brothers  became  stronger  every 
day,  till  at  length  they  were  at  the  head  of  a  decided 
majority  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Their  rival, 
meanwhile,  conscious  of  his  powers,  sanguine  in  his 
hopes,  and  proud  of  the  storm  which  he  had  conjured 
up  on  the  Continent,  would  brook  neither  superior 
nor  equal.  “  His  rants,”  says  Horace  Walpole,  “  are 
amazing ;  so  are  his  parts  and  his  spirits.”  He  en¬ 
countered  the  opposition  of  his  colleagues,  not  with 
the  fierce  haughtiness  of  the  first  Pitt,  or  the  cold 
unbending  arrogance  of  the  second,  but  with  a  gay 
vehemence,  a  good-humoured  imperiousness,  that  bore 
every  thing  down  before  it.  The  period  of  his  ascen¬ 
dency  was  known  by  the  name  of  the  “  Drunken  Ad¬ 
ministration  ;  ”  and  the  expression  was  not  altogether 
figurative.  His  habits  were  extremely  convivial ;  and 
champagne  probably  lent  its  aid  to  keep  him  in  that 
state  of  joyous  excitement  in  which  his  life  was  passed. 

That  a  rash  and  impetuous  man  of  genius  like 
Carteret  should  not  have  been  able  to  maintain  his 
ground  in  Parliament  against  the  crafty  and  selfish 
Pelhams  is  not  strange.  But  it  is  less  easy  to  under¬ 
stand  why  he  should  have  been  generally  unpopular 
throughout  the  country.  His  brilliant  talents,  his  bold 
and  open  temper,  ought,  it  should  seem,  to  have  made 
him  a  favourite  with  the  public.  But  the  people  had 
been  bitterly  disappointed  ;  and  he  had  to  face  the 
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first  burst  of  their  rage.  His  close  connection  with 
Pulteney,  now  the  most  detested  man  in  the  nation, 
was  an  unfortunate  circumstance.  He  had,  indeed, 
only  three  partisans,  Pulteney,  the  King,  and  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  a  most  singular  assemblage. 

He  was  driven  from  his  office.  He  shortly  after 
made  a  bold,  indeed  a  desperate,  attempt  to  recover 
power.  The  attempt  failed.  From  that  time  he  re¬ 
linquished  all  ambitious  hopes,  and  retired  laughing 
to  his  books  and  his  bottle.  No  statesman  ever  en¬ 
joyed  success  with  so  exquisite  a  relish,  or  submitted 
to  defeat  with  so  genuine  and  unforced  a  cheerfulness. 
Ill  as  he  had  been  used,  he  did  not  seem,  says  Horace 
Walpole,  to  have  any  resentment,  or  indeed  any  feel¬ 
ing  except  thirst. 

These  letters  contain  many  good  stories,  some  of 
them  no  doubt  grossly  exaggerated,  about  Lord  Car¬ 
teret  ;  how,  in  the  height  of  his  greatness,  he  fell  in 
love  at  first  sight  on  a  birthday  with  Lady  Sophia 
Fermor,  the  handsome  daughter  of  Lord  Pomfret ; 
how  he  plagued  the  Cabinet  every  day  with  read¬ 
ing  to  them  her  ladyship’s  letters  ;  how  strangely  he 
brought  home  his  bride ;  what  fine  jewels  he  gave 
her ;  how  he  fondled  her  at  Ranelagh ;  and  what 
queen-like  state  she  kept  in  Arlington  Street.  Horace 
Walpole  has  spoken  less  bitterly  of  Carteret  than  of 
any  public  man  of  that  time,  Fox,  perhaps,  excepted  ; 
and  this  is  the  more  remarkable,  because  Carteret  was 
one  of  the  most  inveterate  enemies  of  Sir  Robert. 
In  the  Memoirs,  Horace  Walpole,  after  passing  in 
review  all  the  great  men  whom  England  had  produced 
within  his  memory,  concludes  by  saying,  that  in  genius 
none  of  them  equalled  Lord  Granville.  Smollett,  in 
Humphrey  Clinker,  pronounces  a  similar  judgment 
in  coarser  language.  “Since  Granville  was  turned 
out,  there  has  been  no  minister  in  this  nation  worth 
the  meal  that  whitened  his  periwig.” 
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Carteret  fell ;  and  the  reign  of  the  Pelhams  com¬ 
menced.  It  was  Carteret’s  misfortune  to  be  raised  to 
power  when  the  public  mind  was  still  smarting  from 
recent  disappointment.  The  nation  had  been  duped, 
and  was  eager  for  revenge.  A  victim  was  necessary, 
and  on  such  occasions  the  victims  of  popular  rage  are 
selected  like  the  victim  of  Jephthah.  The  first  person 
who  comes  in  the  way  is  made  the  sacrifice.  The 
wrath  of  the  people  had  now  spent  itself ;  and  the 
unnatural  excitement  was  succeeded  by  an  unnatural 
calm.  To  an  irrational  eagerness  for  something  new, 
succeeded  an  equally  irrational  disposition  to  acquiesce 
in  every  thing  established.  A  few  months  back  the 
people  had  been  disposed  to  impute  every  crime  to 
men  in  power,  and  to  lend  a  ready  ear  to  the  high 
professions  of  men  in  opposition.  They  were  now 
disposed  to  surrender  themselves  implicitly  to  the 
management  of  Ministers,  and  to  look  with  suspicion 
and  contempt  on  all  who  pretended  to  public  spirit. 
The  name  of  patriot  had  become  a  by-word  of  deri¬ 
sion.  Horace  Walpole  scarcely  exaggerated  when  he 
said  that,  in  those  times,  the  most  popular  declaration 
which  a  candidate  could  make  on  the  hustings  was 
that  he  had  never  been  and  never  would  be  a  patriot. 
At  this  conjuncture  took  place  the  rebellion  of  the 
Highland  clans.  The  alarm  produced  by  that  event 
quieted  the  strife  of  internal  factions.  The  suppres¬ 
sion  of  the  insurrection  crushed  for  ever  the  spirit  of 
the  Jacobite  party.  Room  was  made  in  the  Govern¬ 
ment  for  a  few  Tories.  Peace  was  patched  up  with 
France  and  Spain.  Death  removed  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  who  had  contrived  to  keep  together  a  small 
portion  of  that  formidable  opposition  of  which  he  had 
been  the  leader  in  the  time  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole. 
Almost  every  man  of  weight  in  the  House  of  Commons 
was  officially  connected  with  the  Government.  The 
even  tenor  of  the  session  of  Parliament  was  ruffled 
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only  by  an  occasional  harangue  from  Lord  Egmont 
on  the  army  estimates.  For  the  first  time  since  the 
accession  of  the  Stuarts  there  was  no  opposition.  This 
singular  good  fortune,  denied  to  the  ablest  statesmen, 
to  Salisbury,  to  Strafford,  to  Clarendon,  to  Somers,  to 
Walpole,  had  been  reserved  for  the  Pelhams. 

Henry  Pelham,  it  is  true,  was  by  no  means  a 
contemptible  person.  His  understanding  was  that 
of  Walpole  on  a  somewhat  smaller  scale.  Though 
not  a  brilliant  orator,  he  was,  like  his  master,  a  good 
debater,  a  good  parliamentary  tactician,  a  good  man 
of  business.  Like  his  master,  he  distinguished  him¬ 
self  by  the  neatness  and  clearness  of  his  financial 
expositions.  Here  the  resemblance  ceased.  Their 
characters  were  altogether  dissimilar.  Walpole  was 
good-humoured,  but  would  have  his  way :  his  spirits 
were  high,  and  his  manners  frank  even  to  coarseness. 
The  temper  of  Pelham  was  yielding,  but  peevish : 
his  habits  were  regular,  and  his  deportment  strictly 
decorous.  Walpole  was  constitutionally  fearless, 
Pelham  constitutionally  timid.  Walpole  had  to  face 
a  strong  opposition  ;  but  no  man  in  the  Government 
durst  wag  a  finger  against  him.  Almost  all  the 
opposition  which  Pelham  had  to  encounter  was  from 
members  of  the  Government  of  which  he  was  the 
head.  His  own  paymaster  spoke  against  his  esti¬ 
mates.  His  own  secretary-at-war  spoke  against  his 
Regency  Bill.  In  one  day  Walpole  turned  Lord 
Chesterfield,  Lord  Burlington,  and  Lord  Clinton  out 
of  the  royal  household,  dismissed  the  highest  digni¬ 
taries  of  Scotland  from  their  posts,  and  took  away 
the  regiments  of  the  Duke  of  Bolton  and  Lord 
Cobham,  because  he  suspected  them  of  having  en¬ 
couraged  the  resistance  to  his  Excise  Bill.  He  would 
far  rather  have  contended  with  the  strongest  minority, 
under  the  ablest  leaders,  than  have  tolerated  mutiny 
in  his  own  party.  It  would  have  gone  hard  with  any 
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of  his  colleagues  who  had  ventured,  on  a  government 
question,  to  divide  the  House  of  Commons  against 
him.  Pelham,  on  the  other  hand,  was  disposed  to 
bear  any  thing  rather  than  drive  from  office  any  man 
round  whom  a  new  opposition  could  form.  He  there¬ 
fore  endured  with  fretful  patience  the  insubordination 
of  Pitt  and  Fox.  He  thought  it  far  better  to  connive 
at  their  occasional  infractions  of  discipline  than  to 
hear  them,  night  after  night,  thundering  against  cor¬ 
ruption  and  wicked  ministers  from  the  other  side  of 
the  House. 

We  wonder  that  Sir  Walter  Scott  never  tried  his 
hand  on  the  Duke  of  Newcastle.  An  interview 
between  his  Grace  and  Jeanie  Deans  would  have 
been  delightful,  and  by  no  means  unnatural.  There 
is  scarcely  any  public  man  in  our  history  of  whose 
manners  and  conversation  so  many  particulars  have 
been  preserved.  Single  stories  may  be  unfounded  or 
exaggerated.  But  all  the  stories  about  him,  whether 
told  by  people  who  were  perpetually  seeing  him  in 
Parliament  and  attending  his  levee  in  Lincoln’s  Inn 
Fields,  or  by  Grub  Street  writers  who  never  had  more 
than  a  glimpse  of  his  star  through  the  windows  of 
his  gilded  coach,  are  of  the  same  character.  Horace 
Walpole  and  Smollett  differed  in  their  tastes  and 
opinions  as  much  as  two  human  beings  could  differ. 
They  kept  quite  different  society.  Walpole  played 
at  cards  with  countesses  and  corresponded  with  am¬ 
bassadors.  Smollett  passed  his  life  surrounded  by 
printers’  devils  and  famished  scribblers.  Yet  Wal¬ 
pole’s  Duke  and  Smollett’s  Duke  are  as  like  as  if  they 
were  both  from  one  hand.  Smollett’s  Newcastle  runs 
out  of  his  dressing-room,  with  his  face  covered  with 
soap-suds,  to  embrace  the  Moorish  envoy.  Walpole’s 
Newcastle  pushes  his  way  into  the  Duke  of  Grafton’s 
sickroom  to  kiss  the  old  nobleman’s  plasters.  No 
man  was  ever  so  unmercifully  satirised.  But  in  truth 
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he  was  himself  a  satire  ready  made.  All  that  the  art 
of  the  satirist  does  for  other  men,  nature  had  done  for 
him.  Whatever  was  absurd  about  him  stood  out  with 
grotesque  prominence  from  the  rest  of  the  character. 
He  was  a  living,  moving,  talking  caricature.  His  gait 
was  a  shuffling  trot ;  his  utterance  a  rapid  stutter ; 
he  was  always  in  a  hurry  ;  he  was  never  in  time ;  he 
abounded  in  fulsome  caresses  and  in  hysterical  tears. 
His  oratory  resembled  that  of  Justice  Shallow.  It 
was  nonsense  effervescent  with  animal  spirits  and 
impertinence.  Of  his  ignorance,  many  anecdotes  re¬ 
main,  some  well  authenticated,  some  probably  invented 
at  coffee-houses,  but  all  exquisitely  characteristic. 
“Oh — yes — yes — to  be  sure — Annapolis  must  be  de¬ 
fended — troops  must  be  sent  to  Annapolis — Pray 
where  is  Annapolis?” — “  Cape  Breton  an  island!  won¬ 
derful  ! — show  it  me  in  the  map.  So  it  is,  sure  enough. 
My  dear  sir,  you  always  bring  us  good  news.  I  must 
go  and  tell  the  King  that  Cape  Breton  is  an  island.” 

And  this  man  was,  during  near  thirty  years, 
Secretary  of  State,  and,  during  near  ten  years,  First 
Lord  of  the  Treasury  !  His  large  fortune,  his  strong 
hereditary  connection,  his  great  parliamentary  in¬ 
terest,  will  not  alone  explain  this  extraordinary  fact. 
His  success  is  a  signal  instance  of  what  may  be 
effected  by  a  man  who  devotes  his  whole  heart  and 
soul  without  reserve  to  one  object.  He  was  eaten  up 
by  ambition.  His  love  of  influence  and  authority 
resembled  the  avarice  of  the  old  usurer  in  the  Fortunes 
of  Nigel.  It  was  so  intense  a  passion  that  it  supplied 
the  place  of  talents,  that  it  inspired  even  fatuity  with 
cunning.  “  Have  no  money  dealings  with  my  father,” 
says  Martha  to  Lord  Glenvarloch  ;  “  for,  dotard  as  he 
is,  he  will  make  an  ass  of  you.”  It  was  as  dangerous 
to  have  any  political  connection  with  Newcastle  as  to 
buy  and  sell  with  old  Trapbois.  He  was  greedy  after 
power  with  a  greediness  all  his  own.  He  was  jealous 
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of  all  his  colleagues  and  even  of  his  own  brother. 
Under  the  disguise  of  levity  he  was  false  beyond  all 
example  of  political  falsehood.  All  the  able  men  of 
his  time  ridiculed  him  as  a  dunce,  a  driveller,  a  child 
who  never  knew  his  own  mind  for  an  hour  together ; 
and  he  overreached  them  all  round. 

If  the  country  had  remained  at  peace,  it  is  not 
impossible  that  this  man  would  have  continued  at  the 
head  of  affairs  without  admitting  any  other  person  to 
a  share  of  his  authority  until  the  throne  was  filled  by 
a  new  Prince,  who  brought  with  him  new  maxims  of 
Government,  new  favourites,  and  a  strong  will.  But 
the  inauspicious  commencement  of  the  Seven  Years’ 
War  brought  on  a  crisis  to  which  Newcastle  was 
altogether  unequal.  After  a  calm  of  fifteen  years  the 
spirit  of  the  nation  was  again  stirred  to  its  inmost 
depths.  In  a  few  days  the  whole  aspect  of  the 
political  world  was  changed. 

But  that  change  is  too  remarkable  an  event  to  be 
discussed  at  the  end  of  an  article  already  more  than 
sufficiently  long.  It  is  probable  that  we  may  at  no 
remote  time  resume  the  subject. 


WILLIAM  PITT,  EARL  OF  CHATHAM. 
(January,  1834.) 

A  History  of  the  Right  Honourable  William  Pitt \  Earl  oj 
Chatham ,  containing  his  Speeches  in  Parliament ,  a  con¬ 
siderable  Portion  of  his  Correspondence  when  Secretary 
of  State ,  upon  French ,  Spanish ,  and  American  Affairs , 
never  before  published ;  and  an  Account  of  the  principal 
Events  and  Persons  of  his  Time ,  connected  with  his  Life , 
Sentiments ,  and  Administration.  By  the  Rev.  Francis 
Thackeray,  A.M.  2  vols.  4to.  London:  1827. 

Though  several  years  have  elapsed  since  the  publi¬ 
cation  of  this  work,  it  is  still,  we  believe,  a  new  publi¬ 
cation  to  most  of  our  readers.  Nor  are  we  surprised 
at  this.  The  book  is  large,  and  the  style  heavy. 
The  information  which  Mr.  Thackeray  has  obtained 
from  the  State  Paper  Office  is  new  :  but  much  of  it 
is  very  uninteresting.  The  rest  of  his  narrative  is 
very  little  better  than  Gifford’s  or  Tomline’s  Life  of 
the  second  Pitt,  and  tells  us  little  or  nothing  that 
may  not  be  found  quite  as  well  told  in  the  Parlia¬ 
mentary  History,  the  Annual  Register,  and  other 
works  equally  common. 

Almost  every  mechanical  employment,  it  is  said, 
has  a  tendency  to  injure  some  one  or  other  of  the 
bodily  organs  of  the  artisan.  Grinders  of  cutlery  die 
of  consumption  ;  weavers  are  stunted  in  their  growth  ; 
smiths  become  blear-eyed.  In  the  same  manner 
almost  every  intellectual  employment  has  a  tendency 
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to  produce  some  intellectual  malady.  Biographers, 
translators,  editors,  all,  in  short,  who  employ  them¬ 
selves  in  illustrating  the  lives  or  the  writings  of  others, 
are  peculiarly  exposed  to  the  Lues  Boswelliana ,  or 
disease  of  admiration.  But  we  scarcely  remember 
ever  to  have  seen  a  patient  so  far  gone  in  this  dis¬ 
temper  as  Mr.  Thackeray.  He  is  not  satisfied  with 
forcing  us  to  confess  that  Pitt  was  a  great  orator,  3 
vigorous  minister,  an  honourable  and  high-spirited 
gentleman.  He  will  have  it  that  all  virtues  and  all 
accomplishments  met  in  his  hero.  In  spite  of  Gods, 
men,  and  columns,  Pitt  must  be  a  poet,  a  poet  capable 
of  producing  a  heroic  poem  of  the  first  order ;  and 
we  are  assured  that  we  ought  to  find  many  charms  in 
such  lines  as  these : — 

“  Midst  all  the  tumults  of  the  warring  sphere, 

My  light-charged  bark  may  haply  glide  ; 

Some  gale  may  waft,  some  conscious  thought  shall  cheer, 

And  the  small  freight  unanxious  glide."  1 

Pitt  was  in  the  army  for  a  few  months  in  time  of 
peace.  Mr.  Thackeray  accordingly  insists  on  our 
confessing  that,  if  the  young  cornet  had  remained  in 
the  service,  he  would  have  been  one  of  the  ablest 
commanders  that  ever  lived.  But  this  is  not  all. 
Pitt,  it  seems,  was  not  merely  a  great  poet  in  esse, 
and  a  great  general  in  posse ,  but  a  finished  example 
of  moral  excellence,  the  just  man  made  perfect.  He 
was  in  the  right  when  he  attempted  to  establish  an 
inquisition,  and  to  give  bounties  for  perjury,  in  order 
to  get  Walpole’s  head.  He  was  in  the  right  when  he 
declared  Walpole  to  have  been  an  excellent  minister. 
He  was  in  the  right  when,  being  in  opposition,  he 
maintained  that  no  peace  ought  to  be  made  with 
Spain,  till  she  should  formally  renounce  the  right  of 

1  The  quotation  is  faithfully  made  from  Mr.  Thackeray.  Perhaps 
Pitt  wrote  guide  in  the  fourth  line. 
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search.  He  was  in  the  right  when,  being  in  office,  he 
silently  acquiesced  in  a  treaty  by  which  Spain  did 
not  renounce  the  right  of  search.  When  he  left  the 
Duke  of  Newcastle,  when  he  coalesced  with  the  Duke 
of  Newcastle,  when  he  thundered  against  subsidies, 
when  he  lavished  subsidies  with  unexampled  pro¬ 
fusion,  when  he  execrated  the  Hanoverian  connection, 
when  he  declared  that  Hanover  ought  to  be  as  dear 
to  us  as  Hampshire,  he  was  still  invariably  speaking 
the  language  of  a  virtuous  and  enlightened  statesman. 

The  truth  is  that  there  scarcely  ever  lived  a  person 
who  had  so  little  claim  to  this  sort  of  praise  as  Pitt. 
He  was  undoubtedly  a  great  man.  But  his  was  not 
a  complete  and  well-proportioned  greatness.  The 
public  life  of  Hampden  or  of  Somers  resembles  a 
regular  drama,  which  can  be  criticised  as  a  whole, 
and  every  scene  of  which  is  to  be  viewed  in  con¬ 
nection  with  the  main  action.  The  public  life  of  Pitt, 
on  the  other  hand,  is  a  rude  though  striking  piece, 
a  piece  abounding  in  incongruities,  a  piece  without 
any  unity  of  plan,  but  redeemed  by  some  noble 
passages,  the  effect  of  which  is  increased  by  the 
tameness  or  extravagance  of  what  precedes  and  of 
what  follows.  His  opinions  were  unfixed.  His  con¬ 
duct  at  some  of  the  most  important  conjunctures  of 
his  life  was  evidently  determined  by  pride  and  resent¬ 
ment.  He  had  one  fault,  which  of  all  human  faults 
is  most  rarely  found  in  company  with  true  greatness. 
He  was  extremely  affected.  He  was  an  almost 
solitary  instance  of  a  man  of  real  genius,  and  of  a 
brave,  lofty,  and  commanding  spirit,  without  sim¬ 
plicity  of  character.  He  was  an  actor  in  the  Closet, 
an  actor  at  Council,  an  actor  in  Parliament ;  and  even 
in  private  society  he  could  not  lay  aside  his  theatrical 
tones  and  attitudes.  We  know  that  one  of  the  most 
distinguished  of  his  partisans  often  complained  that 
he  could  never  obtain  admittance  to  Lord  Chatham’s 
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room  till  every  thing  was  ready  for  the  representation, 
till  the  dresses  and  properties  were  all  correctly  dis¬ 
posed,  till  the  light  was  thrown  with  Rembrandt-like 
effect  on  the  head  of  the  illustrious  performer,  till  the 
flannels  had  been  arranged  with  the  air  of  a  Grecian 
drapery,  and  the  crutch  placed  as  gracefully  as  that 
of  Belisarius  or  Lear. 

Yet  with  all  his  faults  and  affectations,  Pitt  had,  in 
a  very  extraordinary  degree,  many  of  the  elements  of 
greatness.  He  had  genius,  strong  passions,  quick 
sensibility,  and  vehement  enthusiasm  for  the  grand 
and  the  beautiful.  There  was  something  about  him 
which  ennobled  tergiversation  itself.  He  often  w’ent 
wrong,  very  wrong.  But  to  quote  the  language  of 
Wordsworth, 

“  He  still  retained, 

’Mid  such  abasement,  what  he  had  received 

From  nature,  an  intense  and  glowing  mind.’ 

In  an  age  of  low  and  dirty  prostitution,  in  the  age  of 
Dodington  and  Sandys,  it  was  something  to  have  a 
man  who  might  perhaps,  under  some  strong  excite¬ 
ment,  have  been  tempted  to  ruin  his  country,  but 
who  never  would  have  stooped  to  pilfer  from  her,  a 
man  whose  errors  arose,  not  from  a  sordid  desire  of 
gain,  but  from  a  fierce  thirst  for  power,  for  glory,  and 
for  vengeance.  History  owes  to  him  this  attestation, 
that,  at  a  time  when  any  thing  short  of  direct  em¬ 
bezzlement  of  the  public  money  was  considered  as 
quite  fair  in  public  men,  he  showed  the  most  scrupu¬ 
lous  disinterestedness  ;  that,  at  a  time  when  it  seemed 
to  be  generally  taken  for  granted  that  Government 
could  be  upheld  only  by  the  basest  and  most  im¬ 
moral  arts,  he  appealed  to  the  better  and  nobler 
parts  of  human  nature  ;  that  he  made  a  brave  and 
splendid  attempt  to  do,  by  means  of  public  opinion, 
what  no  other  statesman  of  his  day  thought  it  pos- 
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sible  to  do,  except  by  means  of  corruption  ;  that  he 
looked  for  support,  not,  like  the  Pelhams,  to  a  strong 
aristocratical  connection,  not,  like  Bute,  to  the  per¬ 
sonal  favour  of  the  Sovereign,  but  to  the  middle  class 
of  Englishmen  ;  that  he  inspired  that  class  with  a 
firm  confidence  in  his  integrity  and  ability  ;  that, 
backed  by  them,  he  forced  an  unwilling  court  and  an 
unwilling  oligarchy  to  admit  him  to  an  ample  share 
of  power ;  and  that  he  used  his  power  in  such  a 
manner  as  clearly  proved  him  to  have  sought  it,  not 
for  the  sake  of  profit  or  patronage,  but  from  a  wish 
to  establish  for  himself  a  great  and  durable  reputation 
by  means  of  eminent  services  rendered  to  the  State. 

The  family  of  Pitt  was  wealthy  and  respectable. 
His  grandfather  was  Governor  of  Madras,  and  brought 
back  from  India  that  celebrated  diamond  which  the 
Regent  Orleans,  by  the  advice  of  Saint-Simon,  pur¬ 
chased  for  upwards  of  two  millions  of  livres,  and  which 
is  still  considered  as  the  most  precious  of  the  crown 
jewels  of  France.  Governor  Pitt  bought  estates  and 
rotten  boroughs,  and  sat  in  the  House  of  Commons 
for  Old  Sarum.  His  son  Robert  was  at  one  time 
member  for  Old  Sarum,  and  at  another  for  Oak- 
hampton.  Robert  had  two  sons.  Thomas,  the  elder, 
inherited  the  estates  and  the  parliamentary  interest 
of  his  father.  The  second  was  the  celebrated  Wil¬ 
liam  Pitt. 

He  was  born  in  November,  1708.  About  the 
early  part  of  his  life  little  more  is  known  than  that 
he  was  educated  at  Eton,  and  that  at  seventeen  he 
was  entered  at  Trinity  College,  Oxford.  During  the 
second  year  of  his  residence  at  the  University,  George 
the  First  died  ;  and  the  event  was,  after  the  fashion 
of  that  generation,  celebrated  by  the  Oxonians  in 
many  middling  copies  of  verses.  On  this  occasion 
Pitt  published  some  Latin  lines,  which  Mr.  Thackeray 
has  preserved.  They  prove  that  the  young  student 
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had  but  a  very  limited  knowledge  even  of  the 
mechanical  part  of  his  art.  All  true  Etonians  will 
hear  with  concern  that  their  illustrious  schoolfellow 
is  guilty  of  making  the  first  syllable  in  labenti  short1 
The  matter  of  the  poem  is  as  worthless  as  that  of 
any  college  exercise  that  was  ever  written  before  or 
since.  There  is,  of  course,  much  about  Mars,  Themis, 
Neptune,  and  Cocytus.  The  Muses  are  earnestly 
entreated  to  weep  over  the  urn  of  Caesar  ;  for  Caesar, 
says  the  Poet,  loved  the  Muses  ;  Caesar,  who  could 
not  read  a  line  of  Pope,  and  who  loved  nothing  but 
punch  and  fat  women. 

Pitt  had  been,  from  his  school-days,  cruelly  tor¬ 
mented  by  gout,  and  was  advised  to  travel  for  his 
health.  He  accordingly  left  Oxford  without  taking 
a  degree,  and  visited  France  and  Italy.  He  returned, 
however,  without  having  received  much  benefit  from 
his  excursion,  and  continued,  till  the  close  of  his  life, 
to  suffer  most  severely  from  his  constitutional  malady. 

His  father  was  now  dead,  and  had  left  very  little 
to  the  younger  children.  It  was  necessary  that 
William  should  choose  a  profession.  He  decided  for 
the  army,  and  a  cornet’s  commission  was  procured  for 
him  in  the  Blues. 

But,  small  as  his  fortune  was,  his  family  had  both 
the  power  and  the  inclination  to  serve  him.  At  the 
general  election  of  1734,  his  elder  brother  Thomas 
was  chosen  both  for  Old  Sarum  and  for  Oakhamp- 
ton.  When  Parliament  met  in  1735,  Thomas  made 
his  election  to  serve  for  Oakhampton,  and  William 
was  returned  for  Old  Sarum. 

Walpole  had  now  been,  during  fourteen  years,  at 
the  head  of  affairs.  He  had  risen  to  power  under  the 
most  favourable  circumstances.  The  whole  of  the 
Whig  party,  of  that  party  which  professed  peculiar 

1  So  Mr.  Thackeray  has  printed  the  poem.  But  it  may  be  chari¬ 
tably  hoped  that  Pitt  wrote  labanti. 
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attachment  to  the  principles  of  the  Revolution,  and 
which  exclusively  enjoyed  the  confidence  of  the 
reigning  house,  had  been  united  in  support  of  his 
administration.  Happily  for  him,  he  had  been  out 
of  office  when  the  South-Sea  Act  was  passed  ;  and, 
though  he  does  not  appear  to  have  foreseen  all  the 
consequences  of  that  measure,  he  had  strenuously 
opposed  it,  as  he  had  opposed  all  the  measures,  good 
and  bad,  of  Sunderland’s  administration.  When  the 
South-Sea  Company  were  voting  dividends  of  fifty 
per  cent.,  when  a  hundred  pounds  of  their  stock  were 
selling  for  eleven  hundred  pounds,  when  Threadneedle 
Street  was  daily  crowded  with  the  coaches  of  dukes 
and  prelates,  when  divines  and  philosophers  turned 
gamblers,  when  a  thousand  kindred  bubbles  were 
daily  blown  into  existence,  the  periwig-company,  and 
the  Spanish-jackass-company,  and  the  quicksilver- 
fixation-company,  Walpole’s  calm  good  sense  pre¬ 
served  him  from  the  general  infatuation.  He  con¬ 
demned  the  prevailing  madness  in  public,  and  turned 
a  considerable  sum  by  taking  advantage  of  it  in 
private.  When  the  crash  came,  when  ten  thousand 
families  were  reduced  to  beggary  in  a  day,  when  the 
people,  in  the  frenzy  of  their  rage  and  despair, 
clamoured,  not  only  against  the  lower  agents  in  the 
juggle,  but  against  the  Hanoverian  favourites,  against 
the  English  ministers,  against  the  King  himself,  when 
Parliament  met,  eager  for  confiscation  and  blood, 
when  members  of  the  House  of  Commons  proposed 
that  the  directors  should  be  treated  like  parricides  in 
ancient  Rome,  tied  up  in  sacks,  and  thrown  into  the 
Thames,  Walpole  was  the  man  on  whom  all  parties 
turned  their  eyes.  Four  years  before  he  had  been 
driven  from  power  by  the  intrigues  of  Sunderland 
and  Stanhope ;  and  the  lead  in  the  House  of  Com¬ 
mons  had  been  entrusted  to  Craggs  and  Aislabie. 
Stanhope  was  no  more.  Aislabie  was  expelled  from 
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Parliament  on  account  of  his  disgraceful  conduct 
regarding  the  South-Sea  scheme.  Craggs  was  per¬ 
haps  saved  by  a  timely  death  from  a  similar  mark  of 
infamy.  A  large  minority  in  the  House  of  Commons 
voted  for  a  severe  censure  on  Sunderland,  who,  find¬ 
ing  it  impossible  to  withstand  the  force  of  the  pre¬ 
vailing  sentiment,  retired  from  office,  and  outlived 
his  retirement  but  a  very  short  time.  The  schism 
which  had  divided  the  Whig  party  was  now  com¬ 
pletely  healed.  Walpole  had  no  opposition  to  en¬ 
counter  except  that  of  the  Tories  ;  and  the  Tories 
were  naturally  regarded  by  the  King  with  the  strongest 
suspicion  and  dislike. 

For  a  time  business  went  on  with  a  smoothness 
and  a  despatch  such  as  had  not  been  known  since 
the  days  of  the  Tudors.  During  the  session  of  1724, 
for  example,  there  was  hardly  a  single  division  except 
on  private  bills.  It  is  not  impossible  that,  by  taking 
the  course  which  Pelham  afterwards  took,  by  admit¬ 
ting  into  the  Government  all  the  rising  talents  and 
ambition  of  the  Whig  party,  and  by  making  room 
here  and  there  for  a  Tory  not  unfriendly  to  the 
House  of  Brunswick,  Walpole  might  have  averted 
the  tremendous  conflict  in  which  he  passed  the  later 
years  of  his  administration,  and  in  which  he  was  at 
length  vanquished.  The  Opposition  which  overthrew 
him  was  an  Opposition  created  by  his  own  policy,  by 
his  own  insatiable  love  of  power. 

In  the  very  act  of  forming  his  Ministry  he  turned 
one  of  the  ablest  and  most  attached  of  his  supporters 
into  a  deadly  enemy.  Pulteney  had  strong  public  and 
private  claims  to  a  high  situation  in  the  new  arrange¬ 
ment.  His  fortune  was  immense.  His  private  charac¬ 
ter  was  respectable.  He  was  already  a  distinguished 
speaker.  He  had  acquired  official  experience  in  an 
important  post.  He  had  been,  through  all  changes 
of  fortune,  a  consistent  Whig.  When  the  Whig  party 
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was  split  into  two  sections,  Pulteney  had  resigned 
a  valuable  place,  and  had  followed  the  fortunes  of 
Walpole.  Yet,  when  Walpole  returned  to  power, 
Pulteney  was  not  invited  to  take  office.  An  angry 
discussion  took  place  between  the  friends.  The  Mini¬ 
ster  offered  a  peerage.  It  was  impossible  for  Pulteney 
not  to  discern  the  motive  of  such  an  offer.  He  indig¬ 
nantly  refused  to  accept  it.  For  some  time  he  con¬ 
tinued  to  brood  over  his  wrongs,  and  to  watch  for  an 
opportunity  of  revenge.  As  soon  as  a  favourable  con¬ 
juncture  arrived  he  joined  the  minority,  and  became 
the  greatest  leader  of  Opposition  that  the  House  of 
Commons  had  ever  seen. 

Of  all  the  members  of  the  Cabinet  Carteret  was 
the  most  eloquent  and  accomplished.  His  talents  for 
debate  were  of  the  first  order ;  his  knowledge  of 
foreign  affairs  was  superior  to  that  of  any  living 
statesman  ;  his  attachment  to  the  Protestant  succes¬ 
sion  was  undoubted.  But  there  was  not  room  in  one 
Government  for  him  and  Walpole.  Carteret  retired, 
and  was,  from  that  time  forward,  one  of  the  most 
persevering  and  formidable  enemies  of  his  old  col¬ 
league. 

If  there  was  any  man  with  whom  Walpole  could 
have  consented  to  make  a  partition  of  power,  that 
man  was  Lord  Townshend.  They  were  distant  kins¬ 
men  by  birth,  near  kinsmen  by  marriage.  They  had 
been  friends  from  childhood.  They  had  been  school¬ 
fellows  at  Eton.  They  were  country  neighbours  in 
Norfolk.  They  had  been  in  office  together  under 
Godolphin.  They  had  gone  into  opposition  together 
when  Harley  rose  to  power.  They  had  been  perse¬ 
cuted  by  the  same  House  of  Commons.  They  had, 
after  the  death  of  Anne,  been  recalled  together  to 
office.  They  had  again  been  driven  out  together  by 
Sunderland,  and  had  again  come  back  together  when 
the  influence  of  Sunderland  had  declined.  Their 
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opinions  on  public  affairs  almost  always  coincided. 
They  were  both  men  of  frank,  generous,  and  compas¬ 
sionate  natures.  Their  intercourse  had  been  for 
many  years  affectionate  and  cordial.  But  the  ties  of 
blood,  of  marriage,  and  of  friendship,  the  memory  of 
mutual  services,  the  memory  of  common  triumphs 
and  common  disasters,  were  insufficient  to  restrain 
that  ambition  which  domineered  over  all  the  virtues 
and  vices  of  Walpole.  He  was  resolved,  to  use  his 
own  metaphor,  that  the  firm  of  the  house  should  be, 
not  Townshend  and  Walpole,  but  Walpole  and  Town- 
shend.  At  length  the  rivals  proceeded  to  personal 
abuse  before  a  large  company,  seized  each  other  by 
the  collar,  and  grasped  their  swords.  The  women 
squalled.  The  men  parted  the  combatants.  By 
friendly  intervention  the  scandal  of  a  duel  between 
cousins,  brothers-in-law,  old  friends,  and  old  colleagues, 
was  prevented.  But  the  disputants  could  not  long 
continue  to  act  together.  Townshend  retired,  and, 
with  rare  moderation  and  public  spirit,  refused  to  take 
any  part  in  politics.  He  could  not,  he  said,  trust  his 
temper.  He  feared  that  the  recollection  of  his  private 
wrongs  might  impel  him  to  follow  the  example  of 
Pulteney,  and  to  oppose  measures  which  he  thought 
generally  beneficial  to  the  country.  He  therefore 
never  visited  London  after  his  resignation,  but  passed 
the  closing  years  of  his  life  in  dignity  and  repose 
among  his  trees  and  pictures  at  Rainham. 

Next  went  Chesterfield.  He  too  was  a  Whig  and 
a  friend  of  the  Protestant  succession.  He  was  an 
orator,  a  courtier,  a  wit,  and  a  man  of  letters.  He 
was  at  the  head  of  ton  in  days  when,  in  order  to  be 
at  the  head  of  ton,  it  was  not  sufficient  to  be  dull  and 
supercilious.  It  was  evident  that  he  submitted  im¬ 
patiently  to  the  ascendency  of  Walpole.  He  mur¬ 
mured  against  the  Excise  Bill.  His  brothers  voted 
against  it  in  the  House  of  Commons.  The  Minister 
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acted  with  characteristic  caution  and  characteristic 
energy  ;  caution  in  the  conduct  of  public  affairs  ; 
energy  where  his  own  supremacy  was  concerned.  He 
withdrew  his  Bill,  and  turned  out  all  his  hostile  or 
wavering  colleagues.  Chesterfield  was  stopped  on 
the  great  staircase  of  St.  James’s,  and  summoned  to 
deliver  up  the  staff  which  he  bore  as  Lord  Steward  of 
the  Household.  A  crowd  of  noble  and  powerful  func¬ 
tionaries,  the  Dukes  of  Montrose  and  Bolton,  Lord 
Burlington,  Lord  Stair,  Lord  Cobham,  Lord  March- 
mont,  Lord  Clinton,  were  at  the  same  time  dismissed 
from  the  service  of  the  Crown. 

Not  long  after  these  events  the  Opposition  was 
reinforced  by  the  Duke  of  Argyle,  a  man  vainglorious 
indeed  and  fickle,  but  brave,  eloquent,  and  popular. 
It  was  in  a  great  measure  owing  to  his  exertions  that 
the  Act  of  Settlement  had  been  peaceably  carried 
into  effect  in  England  immediately  after  the  death  of 
Anne,  and  that  the  Jacobite  rebellion  which,  during 
the  following  year,  broke  out  in  Scotland,  had  been 
suppressed.  He  too  carried  over  to  the  minority  the 
aid  of  his  great  name,  his  talents,  and  his  paramount 
influence  in  his  native  country. 

In  each  of  these  cases  taken  separately,  a  skilful 
defender  of  Walpole  might  perhaps  make  out  a  case 
for  him.  But  when  we  see  that  during  a  long  course 
of  years  all  the  footsteps  are  turned  the  same  way, 
that  all  the  most  eminent  of  those  public  men  who 
agreed  with  the  Minister  in  their  general  views  of 
policy  left  him,  one  after  another,  with  sore  and  irri¬ 
tated  minds,  we  find  it  impossible  not  to  believe  that 
the  real  explanation  of  the  phenomenon  is  to  be 
found  in  the  words  of  his  son,  “  Sir  Robert  Walpole 
loved  power  so  much  that  he  would  not  endure  a 
rival.”  Hume  has  described  this  famous  minister  with 
great  felicity  in  one  short  sentence, — “  moderate  in 
exercising  power,  not  equitable  in  engrossing  it.” 
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Kind-hearted,  jovial,  and  placable  as  Walpole  was,  he 
was  yet  a  man  with  whom  no  person  of  high  preten¬ 
sions  and  high  spirit  could  long  continue  to  act.  He 
had,  therefore,  to  stand  against  an  Opposition  con¬ 
taining  all  the  most  accomplished  statesmen  of  the  age, 
with  no  better  support  than  that  which  he  received 
from  persons  like  his  brother  Horace  or  Henry  Pel¬ 
ham,  whose  industrious  mediocrity  gave  no  cause  for 
jealousy,  or  from  clever  adventurers,  whose  situation 
and  character  diminished  the  dread  which  their  talents 
might  have  inspired.  To  this  last  class  belonged 
Fox,  who  was  too  poor  to  live  without  office ;  Sir 
William  Yonge,  of  whom  Walpole  himself  said,  that 
nothing  but  such  parts  could  buoy  up  such  a  character, 
and  that  nothing  but  such  a  character  could  drag 
down  such  parts  ;  and  Winnington,  whose  private 
morals  lay,  justly  or  unjustly,  under  imputations  of 
the  worst  kind. 

The  discontented  Whigs  were,  not  perhaps  in  num¬ 
ber,  but  certainly  in  ability,  experience,  and  weight,  by 
far  the  most  important  part  of  the  Opposition.  The 
Tories  furnished  little  more  than  rows  of  ponderous 
foxhunters,  fat  with  Staffordshire  or  Devonshire  ale, 
men  who  drank  to  the  King  over  the  water,  and  be¬ 
lieved  that  all  the  fundholders  were  Jews,  men  whose 
religion  consisted  in  hating  the  Dissenters,  and  whose 
political  researches  had  led  them  to  fear,  like  Squire 
Western,  that  their  land  might  be  sent  over  to  Hanover 
to  be  put  in  the  sinking  fund.  The  eloquence  of  these 
zealous  squires,  the  remnant  of  the  once  formidable 
October  Club,  seldom  went  beyond  a  hearty  Aye  or 
No.  Very  few  members  of  this  party  had  distin¬ 
guished  themselves  much  in  Parliament,  or  could, 
under  any  circumstances,  have  been  called  to  fill  any 
high  office  ;  and  those  few  had  generally,  like  Sir 
William  Wyndham,  learned  in  the  company  of  their 
new  associates  the  doctrines  of  toleration  and  political 
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liberty,  and  might  indeed  with  strict  propriety  be 
called  Whigs. 

It  was  to  the  Whigs  in  Opposition,  the  Patriots, 
as  they  were  called,  that  the  most  distinguished  of 
the  English  youth  who  at  this  season  entered  into 
public  life  attached  themselves.  These  inexperienced 
politicians  felt  all  the  enthusiasm  which  the  name  of 
liberty  naturally  excites  in  young  and  ardent  minds. 
They  conceived  that  the  theory  of  the  Tory  Opposi¬ 
tion  and  the  practice  of  Walpole’s  Government  were 
alike  inconsistent  with  the  principles  of  liberty.  They 
accordingly  repaired  to  the  standard  which  Pulteney 
had  set  up.  While  opposing  the  Whig  minister,  they 
professed  a  firm  adherence  to  the  purest  doctrines  of 
Whiggism.  He  was  the  schismatic  :  they  were  the 
true  Catholics,  the  peculiar  people,  the  depositaries 
of  the  orthodox  faith  of  Hampden  and  Russell,  the 
one  sect  which,  amidst  the  corruptions  generated  by 
time  and  by  the  long  possession  of  power,  had  pre¬ 
served  inviolate  the  principles  of  the  Revolution.  Of 
the  young  men  who  attached  themselves  to  this  por¬ 
tion  of  the  Opposition  the  most  distinguished  were 
Lyttelton  and  Pitt. 

When  Pitt  entered  Parliament,  the  whole  political 
world  was  attentively  watching  the  progress  of  an 
event  which  soon  added  great  strength  to  the  Opposi¬ 
tion,  and  particularly  to  that  section  of  the  Opposition 
in  which  the  young  statesman  enrolled  himself.  The 
Prince  of  Wales  was  gradually  becoming  more  and 
more  estranged  from  his  father  and  his  father’s 
ministers,  and  more  and  more  friendly  to  the  Patriots. 

Nothing  is  more  natural  than  that,  in  a  monarchy 
where  a  constitutional  Opposition  exists,  the  heir- 
apparent  of  the  throne  should  put  himself  at  the  head 
of  that  Opposition.  He  is  impelled  to  such  a  course 
by  every  feeling  of  ambition  and  of  vanity.  He  can¬ 
not  be  more  than  second  in  the  estimation  of  the 
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party  which  is  in.  He  is  sure  to  be  the  first  member 
of  the  party  which  is  out.  The  highest  favour  which 
the  existing  administration  can  expect  from  him  is 
that  he  will  not  discard  them.  But,  if  he  joins  the 
Opposition,  all  his  associates  expect  that  he  will  pro¬ 
mote  them  ;  and  the  feelings  which  men  entertain 
towards  one  from  whom  they  hope  to  obtain  great 
advantages  which  they  have  not  are  far  warmer  than 
the  feelings  with  which  they  regard  one  who,  at  the 
very  utmost,  can  only  leave  them  in  possession  of 
what  they  already  have.  An  heir-apparent,  therefore, 
who  wishes  to  enjoy,  in  the  highest  perfection,  all  the 
pleasure  that  can  be  derived  from  eloquent  flattery 
and  profound  respect,  will  always  join  those  who  are 
struggling  to  force  themselves  into  power.  This  is, 
we  believe,  the  true  explanation  of  a  fact  which  Lord 
Granville  attributed  to  some  natural  peculiarity  in 
the  illustrious  house  of  Brunswick.  “  This  family,” 
said  he  at  Council,  we  suppose  after  his  daily  half¬ 
gallon  of  Burgundy,  “  always  has  quarrelled,  and 
always  will  quarrel,  from  generation  to  generation.” 
He  should  have  known  something  of  the  matter ;  for 
he  had  been  a  favourite  with  three  successive  genera¬ 
tions  of  the  royal  house.  We  cannot  quite  admit  his 
explanation  ;  but  the  fact  is  indisputable.  Since  the 
accession  of  George  the  First,  there  have  been  four 
Princes  of  Wales,  and  they  have  all  been  almost 
constantly  in  Opposition. 

Whatever  might  have  been  the  motives  which  in¬ 
duced  Prince  Frederick  to  join  the  party  opposed  to 
the  government,  his  support  infused  into  many  mem¬ 
bers  of  that  party  a  courage  and  an  energy  of  which 
they  stood  greatly  in  need.  Hitherto  it  had  been 
impossible  for  the  discontented  Whigs  not  to  feel 
some  misgivings  when  they  found  themselves  divid- 
ing,  night  after  night,  with  uncompromising  Jacobites 
who  were  known  to  be  in  constant  communication 
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with  the  exiled  family,  or  with  Tories  who  had  im¬ 
peached  Somers,  who  had  murmured  against  Harley 
and  St.  John  as  too  remiss  in  the  cause  of  the  Church 
and  the  landed  interest,  and  who,  if  they  were  not 
inclined  to  attack  the  reigning  family,  yet  considered 
the  introduction  of  that  family  as,  at  best,  only  the 
less  of  two  great  evils,  as  a  necessary  but  painful  and 
humiliating  preservative  against  Popery.  The  Minister 
might  plausibly  say  that  Pulteney  and  Carteret,  in 
the  hope  of  gratifying  their  own  appetite  for  office 
and  for  revenge,  did  not  scruple  to  serve  the  purposes 
of  a  faction  hostile  to  the  Protestant  succession.  The 
appearance  of  Frederick  at  the  head  of  the  Patriots 
silenced  this  reproach.  The  leaders  of  the  Opposition 
might  now  boast  that  their  course  was  sanctioned  by 
a  person  as  deeply  interested  as  the  King  himself  in 
maintaining  the  Act  of  Settlement,  and  that,  instead 
of  serving  the  purposes  of  the  Tory  party,  they  had 
brought  that  party  over  to  the  side  of  Whiggism. 
It  must  indeed  be  admitted  that,  though  both  the 
King  and  the  Prince  behaved  in  a  manner  little  to 
their  honour,  though  the  father  acted  harshly,  the  son 
disrespectfully,  and  both  childishly,  the  royal  family 
was  rather  strengthened  than  weakened  by  the  dis¬ 
agreement  of  its  two  most  distinguished  members. 
A  large  class  of  politicians,  who  had  considered  them¬ 
selves  as  placed  under  sentence  of  perpetual  exclusion 
from  office,  and  who,  in  their  despair,  had  been  almost 
ready  to  join  in  a  counter-revolution,  as  the  only 
mode  of  removing  the  proscription  under  which  they 
lay,  now  saw  with  pleasure  an  easier  and  safer  road 
to  power  opening  before  them,  and  thought  it  far 
better  to  wait  till,  in  the  natural  course  of  things,  the 
Crown  should  descend  to  the  heir  of  the  House  of 
Brunswick,  than  to  risk  their  lands  and  their  necks 
in  a  rising  for  the  House  of  Stuart.  The  situation 
of  the  royal  family  resembled  the  situation  of  those 
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Scotch  families  in  which  father  and  son  took  opposite 
sides  during  the  rebellion,  in  order  that,  come  what 
might,  the  estate  might  not  be  forfeited. 

In  April,  1736,  Frederick  was  married  to  the 
Princess  of  Saxe  Gotha,  with  whom  he  afterwards 
lived  on  terms  very  similar  to  those  on  which  his 
father  had  lived  with  Queen  Caroline.  The  Prince 
adored  his  wife,  and  thought  her  in  mind  and  person 
the  most  attractive  of  her  sex.  But  he  thought  that 
conjugal  fidelity  was  an  unprincely  virtue ;  and,  in 
order  to  be  like  Henry  the  Fourth  and  the  Regent 
Orleans,  he  affected  a  libertinism  for  which  he  had 
no  taste,  and  frequently  quitted  the  only  woman 
whom  he  loved  for  ugly  and  disagreeable  mistresses. 

The  address  which  the  House  of  Commons  pre¬ 
sented  to  the  King  on  occasion  of  the  Prince’s 
marriage  was  moved,  not  by  the  Minister,  but  by 
Pulteney,  the  leader  of  the  Whigs  in  opposition.  It 
was  on  this  motion  that  Pitt,  who  had  not  broken 
silence  during  the  session  in  which  he  took  his  seat, 
addressed  the  House  for  the  first  time.  “  A  contem¬ 
porary  historian,”  says  Mr.  Thackeray,  “  describes 
Mr.  Pitt’s  first  speech  as  superior  even  to  the  models 
of  ancient  eloquence.  According  to  Tindal,  it  wras 
more  ornamented  than  the  speeches  of  Demosthenes, 
and  less  diffuse  than  those  of  Cicero.”  This  unmean¬ 
ing  phrase  has  been  a  hundred  times  quoted.  That 
it  should  ever  have  been  quoted,  except  to  be  laughed 
at,  is  strange.  The  vogue  which  it  has  obtained  may 
serve  to  show  in  how  slovenly  a  way  most  people  are 
content  to  think.  Did  Tindal,  who  first  used  it,  or 
Archdeacon  Coxe  and  Mr.  Thackeray,  who  have 
borrowed  it,  ever  in  their  lives  hear  any  speaking 
which  did  not  deserve  the  same  compliment?  Did 
they  ever  hear  speaking  less  ornamented  than  that 
of  Demosthenes,  or  more  diffuse  than  that  of  Cicero  ? 
We  know  no  living  orator,  from  Lord  Brougham 
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down  to  Mr.  Hunt,  who  is  not  entitled  to  the  same 
eulogy.  It  would  be  no  very  flattering  compliment 
to  a  man’s  figure  to  say,  that  he  was  taller  than  the 
Polish  Count,  and  shorter  than  Giant  O’Brien,  fatter 
than  the  Anatomie  Vivante ,  and  more  slender  than 
Daniel  Lambert. 

Pitt’s  speech,  as  it  is  reported  in  the  Gentleman’s 
Magazine,  certainly  deserves  Tindal’s  compliment, 
and  deserves  no  other.  It  is  just  as  empty  and  wordy 
as  a  maiden  speech  on  such  an  occasion  might  be 
expected  to  be.  But  the  fluency  and  the  personal 
advantages  of  the  young  orator  instantly  caught  the 
ear  and  eye  of  his  audience.  He  was  from  the  day 
of  his  first  appearance,  always  heard  with  attention  ; 
and  exercise  soon  developed  the  great  powers  which 
he  possessed. 

In  our  time,  the  audience  of  a  member  of  Parlia¬ 
ment  is  the  nation.  The  three  or  four  hundred  per¬ 
sons  who  may  be  present  while  a  speech  is  delivered 
may  be  pleased  or  disgusted  by  the  voice  and  action 
of  the  orator ;  but,  in  the  reports  which  are  read  the 
next  day  by  hundreds  of  thousands,  the  difference 
between  the  noblest  and  the  meanest  figure,  between 
the  richest  and  the  shrillest  tones,  between  the  most 
graceful  and  the  most  uncouth  gesture,  altogether 
vanishes.  A  hundred  years  ago,  scarcely  any  report 
of  what  passed  within  the  walls  of  the  House  of 
Commons  was  suffered  to  get  abroad.  In  those  times, 
therefore,  the  impression  which  a  speaker  might 
make  on  the  persons  who  actually  heard  him  was 
every  thing.  His  fame  out  of  doors  depended  entirely 
on  the  report  of  those  who  were  within  the  doors. 
In  the  Parliaments  of  that  time,  therefore,  as  in  the 
ancient  commonwealths,  those  qualifications  which 
enhance  the  immediate  effect  of  a  speech,  were  far 
more  important  ingredients  in  the  composition  of  an 
orator  than  at  present.  All  those  qualifications  Pitt 
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possessed  in  the  highest  degree.  On  the  stage,  he 
would  have  been  the  finest  Brutus  or  Coriolanus  ever 
seen.  Those  who  saw  him  in  his  decay,  when  his 
health  was  broken,  when  his  mind  was  untuned, 
when  he  had  been  removed  from  that  stormy  assembly 
of  which  he  thoroughly  knew  the  temper,  and  over 
which  he  possessed  unbounded  influence,  to  a  small, 
a  torpid,  and  an  unfriendly  audience,  say  that  his 
speaking  was  then,  for  the  most  part,  a  low,  mono¬ 
tonous  muttering,  audible  only  to  those  who  sat  close 
to  him,  that  when  violently  excited,  he  sometimes 
raised  his  voice  for  a  few  minutes,  but  it  soon  sank 
again  into  an  unintelligible  murmur.  Such  was  the 
Earl  of  Chatham  ;  but  such  was  not  William  Pitt 
His  figure,  when  he  first  appeared  in  Parliament,  was 
strikingly  graceful  and  commanding,  his  features 
high  and  noble,  his  eye  full  of  fire.  His  voice,  even 
when  it  sank  to  a  whisper,  was  heard  to  the  remotest 
benches ;  and  when  he  strained  it  to  its  full  extent, 
the  sound  rose  like  the  swell  of  the  organ  of  a  great 
cathedral,  shook  the  house  with  its  peal,  and  was 
heard  through  lobbies  and  down  staircases,  to  the 
Court  of  Requests  and  the  precincts  of  Westminster 
Hall.  He  cultivated  all  these  eminent  advantages 
with  the  most  assiduous  care.  His  action  is  described 
by  a  very  malignant  observer  as  equal  to  that  of 
Garrick.  His  play  of  countenance  was  wonderful ; 
he  frequently  disconcerted  a  hostile  orator  by  a  single 
glance  of  indignation  or  scorn.  Every  tone,  from  the 
impassioned  cry  to  the  thrilling  aside,  was  perfectly 
at  his  command.  It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that 
the  pains  which  he  took  to  improve  his  great  personal 
advantages  had,  in  some  respects,  a  prejudicial  opera¬ 
tion,  and  tended  to  nourish  in  him  that  passion  for 
theatrical  effect  which,  as  we  have  already  remarked, 
was  one  of  the  most  conspicuous  blemishes  in  his 
character. 
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But  it  was  not  solely  or  principally  to  outward 
accomplishments  that  Pitt  owed  the  vast  influence 
which,  during  nearly  thirty  years,  he  exercised  over 
the  House  of  Commons.  He  was  undoubtedly  a 
great  orator ;  and  from  the  descriptions  given  by  his 
contemporaries,  and  the  fragments  of  his  speeches 
which  still  remain,  it  is  not  difficult  to  discover  the 
nature  and  extent  of  his  oratorical  powers. 

He  was  no  speaker  of  set  speeches.  His  few 
prepared  discourses  were  complete  failures.  The 
elaborate  panegyric  which  he  pronounced  on  General 
Wolfe  was  considered  as  the  very  worst  of  all  his 
performances.  “No  man,”  says  a  critic  who  had 
often  heard  him,  “  ever  knew  so  little  what  he  was 
going  to  say.”  Indeed  his  facility  amounted  to  a 
vice.  He  was  not  the  master,  but  the  slave  of  his 
own  speech.  So  little  self-command  had  he  when 
once  he  felt  the  impulse,  that  he  did  not  like  to  take 
part  in  a  debate  when  his  mind  was  full  of  an  im¬ 
portant  secret  of  state.  “  I  must  sit  still,”  he  once 
said  to  Lord  Shelburne  on  such  an  occasion  ;  “  for, 
when  once  I  am  up,  every  thing  that  is  in  my  mind 
comes  out.” 

Yet  he  was  not  a  great  debater.  That  he  should 
not  have  been  so  when  first  he  entered  the  House  of 
Commons  is  not  strange.  Scarcely  any  person  has 
ever  become  so  without  long  practice  and  many 
failures.  It  was  by  slow  degrees,  as  Burke  said,  that 
Charles  Fox  became  the  most  brilliant  and  powerful 
debater  that  ever  lived.  Charles  Fox  himself  attri¬ 
buted  his  own  success  to  the  resolution  which  he 
formed  when  very  young,  of  speaking,  well  or  ill,  at 
least  once  every  night.  “  During  five  whole  sessions,” 
he  used  to  say,  “  I  spoke  every  night  but  one ;  and 
I  regret  only  that  I  did  not  speak  on  that  night  too.” 
Indeed,  with  the  exception  of  Mr.  Stanley,  whose 
knowledge  of  the  science  of  parliamentary  defence 
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resembles  an  instinct,  it  would  be  difficult  to  name 
any  eminent  debater  who  has  not  made  himself  a 
master  of  his  art  at  the  expense  of  his  audience. 

But,  as  this  art  is  one  which  even  the  ablest  men 
have  seldom  acquired  without  long  practice,  so  it  is 
one  which  men  of  respectable  abilities,  with  assiduous 
and  intrepid  practice,  seldom  fail  to  acquire.  It  is 
singular  that,  in  such  an  art,  Pitt,  a  man  of  great 
parts,  of  great  fluency,  of  great  boldness,  a  man  whose 
whole  life  was  passed  in  parliamentary  conflict,  a  man 
who,  during  several  years,  was  the  leading  minister 
of  the  Crown  in  the  House  of  Commons,  should  never 
have  attained  to  high  excellence.  He  spoke  without 
premeditation  ;  but  his  speech  followed  the  course  of 
his  own  thoughts,  and  not  the  course  of  the  previous 
discussion.  He  could,  indeed,  treasure  up  in  his 
memory  some  detached  expression  of  an  opponent, 
and  make  it  the  text  for  lively  ridicule  or  solemn 
reprehension.  Some  of  the  most  celebrated  bursts  of 
his  eloquence  were  called  forth  by  an  unguarded 
word,  a  laugh,  or  a  cheer.  But  this  was  the  only  sort 
of  reply  in  which  he  appears  to  have  excelled.  He 
was  perhaps  the  only  great  English  orator  who  did 
not  think  it  any  advantage  to  have  the  last  word,  and 
who  generally  spoke  by  choice  before  his  most 
formidable  antagonists.  His  merit  was  almost  en¬ 
tirely  rhetorical.  He  did  not  succeed  either  in  ex¬ 
position  or  in  refutation  ;  but  his  speeches  abounded 
with  lively  illustrations,  striking  apophthegms,  well 
told  anecdotes,  happy  allusions,  passionate  appeals. 
His  invective  and  sarcasm  were  terrific.  Perhaps  no 
English  orator  was  ever  so  much  feared. 

But  that  which  gave  most  effect  to  his  declamation 
was  the  air  of  sincerity,  of  vehement  feeling,  of  moral 
elevation,  which  belonged  to  all  that  he  said.  His 
style  was  not  always  in  the  purest  taste.  Several  con¬ 
temporary  judges  pronounced  it  too  florid,  Walpole, 
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in  the  midst  of  the  rapturous  eulogy  which  he  pro¬ 
nounces  on  one  of  Pitt’s  greatest  orations,  owns  that 
some  of  the  metaphors  were  too  forced.  Some  of 
Pitt’s  quotations  and  classical  stories  are  too  trite 
for  a  clever  schoolboy.  But  these  were  niceties  for 
which  the  audience  cared  little.  The  enthusiasm  of 
the  orator  infected  all  who  heard  him  ;  his  ardour 
and  his  noble  bearing  put  fire  into  the  most  frigid 
conceit,  and  gave  dignity  to  the  most  puerile  allu¬ 
sion. 

His  powers  soon  began  to  give  annoyance  to  the 
Government ;  and  Walpole  determined  to  make  an 
example  of  the  patriotic  cornet.  Pitt  was  accordingly 
dismissed  from  the  service.  Mr.  Thackeray  says  that 
the  Minister  took  this  step,  because  he  plainly  saw 
that  it  would  have  been  vain  to  think  of  buying  over 
so  honourable  and  disinterested  an  opponent.  We 
do  not  dispute  Pitt’s  integrity  ;  but  we  do  not  know 
what  proof  he  had  given  of  it  when  he  was  turned  out 
of  the  army  ;  and  we  are  sure  that  Walpole  was  not 
likely  to  give  credit  for  inflexible  honesty  to  a  young 
adventurer  who  had  never  had  an  opportunity  of 
refusing  any  thing.  The  truth  is,  that  it  was  not 
Walpole’s  practice  to  buy  off  enemies.  Mr.  Burke 
truly  says,  in  the  Appeal  to  the  Old  Whigs,  that 
Walpole  gained  very  few  over  from  the  Opposition. 
Indeed  that  great  minister  knew  his  business  far  too 
well.  He  knew  that,  for  one  mouth  which  is  stopped 
with  a  place,  fifty  other  mouths  will  be  instantly 
opened.  He  knew  that  it  would  have  been  very  bad 
policy  in  him  to  give  the  world  to  understand  that 
more  was  to  be  got  by  thwarting  his  measures  than 
by  supporting  them.  These  maxims  are  as  old  as 
the  origin  of  parliamentary  corruption  in  England. 
Pepys  learned  them,  as  he  tells  us,  from  the  coun¬ 
sellors  of  Charles  the  Second. 

Pitt  was  no  loser.  He  was  made  Groom  of  the 
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Bedchamber  to  the  Prince  of  Wales,  and  continued 
to  declaim  against  the  ministers  with  unabated 
violence  and  with  increasing  ability.  The  question 
of  maritime  right,  then  agitated  between  Spain  and 
England,  called  forth  all  his  powers.  He  clamoured 
for  war  with  a  vehemence  which  it  is  not  easy  to 
reconcile  with  reason  or  humanity,  but  which  appears 
to  Mr.  Thackeray  worthy  of  the  highest  admiration. 
We  will  not  stop  to  argue  a  point  on  which  we  had 
long  thought  that  all  well  informed  people  were 
agreed.  We  could  easily  show,  we  think,  that,  if  any 
respect  be  due  to  international  law,  if  right,  where 
societies  of  men  are  concerned,  be  any  thing  but 
another  name  for  might,  if  we  do  not  adopt  the 
doctrine  of  the  Buccaneers,  which  seems  to  be  also  the 
doctrine  of  Mr.  Thackeray,  that  treaties  mean  nothing 
within  thirty  degrees  of  the  line,  the  war  with  Spain 
was  altogether  unjustifiable.  But  the  truth  is,  that 
the  promoters  of  that  war  have  saved  the  historian 
the  trouble  of  trying  them.  They  have  pleaded 
guilty.  “  I  have  seen,”  says  Burke,  “  and  with  some 
care  examined,  the  original  documents  concerning 
certain  important  transactions  of  those  times.  They 
perfectly  satisfied  me  of  the  extreme  injustice  of  that 
war,  and  of  the  falsehood  of  the  colours  which 
Walpole,  to  his  ruin,  and  guided  by  a  mistaken 
policy,  suffered  to  be  daubed  over  that  measure. 
Some  years  after,  it  was  my  fortune  to  converse  with 
many  of  the  principal  actors  against  that  minister, 
and  with  those  who  principally  excited  that  clamour. 
None  of  them,  no  not  one,  did  in  the  least  defend  the 
measure,  or  attempt  to  justify  their  conduct.  They 
condemned  it  as  freely  as  they  would  have  done  in 
commenting  upon  any  proceeding  in  history  in  which 
they  were  totally  unconcerned.”  Pitt,  on  subsequent 
occasions,  gave  ample  proof  that  he  was  one  of  these 
penitents.  But  his  conduct,  even  where  it  appeared 


the  Earl  of  Chatham  383 

most  criminal  to  himself,  appears  admirable  to  his 
biographer. 

The  elections  of  1741  were  unfavourable  to  Wal¬ 
pole  ;  and  after  a  long  and  obstinate  struggle  he 
found  it  necessary  to  resign.  The  Duke  of  Newcastle 
and  Lord  Hardwicke  opened  a  negotiation  with  the 
leading  Patriots,  in  the  hope  of  forming  an  adminis¬ 
tration  on  a  Whig  basis.  At  this  conjuncture,  Pitt  and 
those  persons  who  were  most  nearly  connected  with 
him  acted  in  a  manner  very  little  to  their  honour. 
They  attempted  to  come  to  an  understanding  with 
Walpole,  and  offered,  if  he  would  use  his  influence 
with  the  King  in  their  favour,  to  screen  him  from 
prosecution.  They  even  went  so  far  as  to  engage  for 
the  concurrence  of  the  Prince  of  Wales.  But  Walpole 
knew  that  the  assistance  of  the  Boys,  as  he  called  the 
young  Patriots,  would  avail  him  nothing  if  Pulteney 
and  Carteret  should  prove  intractable,  and  would 
be  superfluous  if  the  great  leaders  of  the  Opposition 
could  be  gained.  He,  therefore,  declined  the  pro¬ 
posal.  It  is  remarkable  that  Mr.  Thackeray,  who  has 
thought  it  worth  while  to  preserve  Pitt’s  bad  college 
verses,  has  not  even  alluded  to  this  story,  a  story 
which  is  supported  by  strong  testimony,  and  which 
may  be  found  in  so  common  a  book  as  Coxe’s  Life  of 
Walpole. 

The  new  arrangements  disappointed  almost  every 
member  of  the  Opposition,  and  none  more  than  Pitt. 
He  was  not  invited  to  become  a  placeman  ;  and  he 
therefore  stuck  firmly  to  his  old  trade  of  patriot. 
Fortunate  it  was  for  him  that  he  did  so.  Had  he 
taken  office  at  this  time,  he  would  in  all  probability 
have  shared  largely  in  the  unpopularity  of  Pulteney, 
Sandys,  and  Carteret.  He  was  now  the  fiercest  and 
most  implacable  of  those  who  called  for  vengeance  on 
Walpole.  He  spoke  with  great  energy  and  ability 
in  favour  of  the  most  unjust  and  violent  propositions 
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which  the  enemies  of  the  fallen  minister  could  invent 
He  urged  the  House  of  Commons  to  appoint  a  secret 
tribunal  for  the  purpose  of  investigating  the  conduct 
of  the  late  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury.  This  was 
done.  The  great  majority  of  the  inquisitors  were 
notoriously  hostile  to  the  accused  statesman.  Yet 
they  were  compelled  to  own  that  they  could  find  no 
fault  in  him.  They  therefore  called  for  new  powers, 
for  a  bill  of  indemnity  to  witnesses,  or,  in  plain  words, 
for  a  bill  to  reward  all  who  might  give  evidence, 
true  or  false,  against  the  Earl  of  Orford.  This  bill 
Pitt  supported,  Pitt,  who  had  himself  offered  to  be 
a  screen  between  Lord  Orford  and  public  justice. 
These  are  melancholy  facts.  Mr.  Thackeray  omits 
them,  or  hurries  over  them  as  fast  as  he  can  ;  and,  as 
eulogy  is  his  business,  he  is  in  the  right  to  do  so. 
But,  though  there  are  many  parts  of  the  life  of  Pitt, 
which  it  is  more  agreeable  to  contemplate,  we  know 
none  more  instructive.  What  must  have  been  the 
general  state  of  political  morality,  when  a  young  man 
considered,  and  justly  considered,  as  the  most  public- 
spirited  and  spotless  statesman  of  his  time,  could 
attempt  to  force  his  way  into  office  by  means  so 
disgraceful ! 

The  Bill  of  Indemnity  was  rejected  by  the  Lords. 
Walpole  withdrew  himself  quietly  from  the  public 
eye ;  and  the  ample  space  which  he  had  left  vacant 
was  soon  occupied  by  Carteret.  Against  Carteret 
Pitt  began  to  thunder  with  as  much  zeal  as  he  had 
ever  manifested  against  Sir  Robert.  To  Carteret  he 
transferred  most  of  the  hard  names  which  were 
familiar  to  his  eloquence,  sole  minister,  wicked  min¬ 
ister,  odious  minister,  execrable  minister.  The  chief 
topic  of  Pitt’s  invective  was  the  favour  shown  to  the 
German  dominions  of  the  House  of  Brunswick.  He 
attacked  with  great  violence,  and  with  an  ability 
which  raised  him  to  the  very  first  rank  among  the 
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parliamentary  speakers,  the  practice  of  paying  Hano¬ 
verian  troops  with  English  money.  The  House  of 
Commons  had  lately  lost  some  of  its  most  distin¬ 
guished  ornaments.  Walpole  and  Pulteney  had 
accepted  peerages  ;  Sir  William  Wyndham  was  dead  ; 
and  among  the  rising  men  none  could  be  considered 
as,  on  the  whole,  a  match  for  Pitt. 

During  the  recess  of  1744,  the  old  Duchess  of 
Marlborough  died.  She  carried  to  her  grave  the 
reputation  of  being  decidedly  the  best  hater  of  her 
time.  Yet  her  love  had  been  infinitely  more  destruc¬ 
tive  than  her  hatred.  More  than  thirty  years  before, 
her  temper  had  ruined  the  party  to  which  she  belonged 
and  the  husband  whom  she  adored.  Time  had  made 
her  neither  wiser  nor  kinder.  Whoever  was  at  any 
moment  great  and  prosperous  was  the  object  of  her 
fiercest  detestation.  She  had  hated  Walpole  :  she 
now  hated  Carteret.  Pope,  long  before  her  death, 
predicted  the  fate  of  her  vast  property. 

“To  heirs  unknown  descends  the  unguarded  store, 

Or  wanders,  heaven-directed,  to  the  poor.” 

Pitt  was  then  one  of  the  poor  ;  and  to  him  Heaven 
directed  a  portion  of  the  wealth  of  the  haughty  Dow¬ 
ager.  She  left  him  a  legacy  of  ten  thousand  pounds, 
in  consideration  of  “  the  noble  defence  he  had  made 
for  the  support  of  the  laws  of  England,  and  to  pre¬ 
vent  the  ruin  of  his  country.” 

The  will  was  made  in  August.  The  Duchess  died 
in  October.  In  November  Pitt  was  a  courtier.  The 
Pelhams  had  forced  the  King,  much  against  his  will, 
to  part  with  Lord  Carteret,  who  had  now  become 
Earl  Granville.  They  proceeded,  after  this  victory, 
to  form  the  Government  on  that  basis,  called  by  the 
cant  name  of  “  the  broad  bottom.”  Lyttelton  had 
a  seat  at  the  Treasury,  and  several  other  friends  of 
Pitt  were  provided  for.  But  Pitt  himself  was,  for  the 
VOL.  VIII  C  C 
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present,  forced  to  be  content  with  promises.  The 
King  resented  most  highly  some  expressions  which 
the  ardent  orator  had  used  in  the  debate  on  the  Hano¬ 
verian  troops.  But  Newcastle  and  Pelham  expressed 
the  strongest  confidence  that  time  and  their  exertions 
would  soften  the  royal  displeasure. 

Pitt,  on  his  part,  omitted  nothing  that  might 
facilitate  his  admission  to  office.  He  resigned  his 
place  in  the  household  of  Prince  Frederick,  and,  when 
Parliament  met,  exerted  his  eloquence  in  support  of 
the  Government.  The  Pelhams  were  really  sincere 
in  their  endeavours  to  remove  the  strong  prejudices 
which  had  taken  root  in  the  King’s  mind.  They 
knew  that  Pitt  was  not  a  man  to  be  deceived  with 
ease  or  offended  with  impunity.  They  were  afraid 
that  they  should  not  be  long  able  to  put  him  off  with 
promises.  Nor  was  it  their  interest  so  to  put  him  off. 
There  was  a  strong  tie  between  him  and  them.  He 
was  the  enemy  of  their  enemy.  The  brothers  hated 
and  dreaded  the  eloquent,  aspiring,  and  imperious 
Granville.  They  had  traced  his  intrigues  in  many 
quarters.  They  knew  his  influence  over  the  royal 
mind.  They  knew  that,  as  soon  as  a  favourable  oppor¬ 
tunity  should  arrive,  he  would  be  recalled  to  the  head 
of  affairs.  They  resolved  to  bring  things  to  a  crisis  ; 
and  the  question  on  which  they  took  issue  with  their 
master  was,  whether  Pitt  should  or  should  not  be 
admitted  to  office.  They  chose  their  time  with  more 
skill  than  generosity.  It  was  when  rebellion  was 
actually  raging  in  Britain,  when  the  Pretender  was 
master  of  the  northern  extremity  of  the  island,  that 
they  tendered  their  resignations.  The  King  found 
himself  deserted,  in  one  day,  by  the  whole  strength 
of  that  party  which  had  placed  his  family  on  the 
throne.  Lord  Granville  tried  to  form  a  government  ; 
but  it  soon  appeared  that  the  parliamentary  interest 
of  the  Pelhams  was  irresistible,  and  that  the  Kind’s 
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favourite  statesman  could  count  only  on  about  thirty 
Lords  and  eighty  members  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
The  scheme  was  given  up.  Granville  went  away 
laughing.  The  ministers  came  back  stronger  than 
ever ;  and  the  King  was  now  no  longer  able  to  refuse 
any  thing  that  they  might  be  pleased  to  demand. 
He  could  only  mutter  that  it  was  very  hard  that 
Newcastle,  who  was  not  fit  to  be  chamberlain  to  the 
most  insignificant  prince  in  Germany,  should  dictate 
to  the  King  of  England. 

One  concession  the  ministers  graciously  made. 
They  agreed  that  Pitt  should  not  be  placed  in  a 
situation  in  which  it  would  be  necessary  for  him  to 
have  frequent  interviews  with  the  King.  Instead, 
therefore,  of  making  their  new  ally  Secretary-at- 
War,  as  they  had  intended,  they  appointed  him 
Vice-Treasurer  of  Ireland,  and  in  a  few  months 
promoted  him  to  the  office  of  Paymaster  of  the 
Forces. 

This  was,  at  that  time,  one  of  the  most  lucrative 
offices  in  the  Government.  The  salary  was  but  a 
small  part  of  the  emolument  which  the  Paymaster 
derived  from  his  place.  He  was  allowed  to  keep  a 
large  sum,  which,  even  in  time  of  peace,  was  seldom 
less  than  one  hundred  thousand  pounds,  constantly 
in  his  hands  ;  and  the  interest  on  this  sum  he  might 
appropriate  to  his  own  use.  This  practice  was  not 
secret,  nor  was  it  considered  as  disreputable.  It  was 
the  practice  of  men  of  undoubted  honour,  both  before 
and  after  the  time  of  Pitt.  He,  however,  refused  to 
accept  one  farthing  beyond  the  salary  which  the  law 
had  annexed  to  his  office.  It  had  been  usual  for 
foreign  princes  who  received  the  pay  of  England 
to  give  to  the  Paymaster  of  the  Forces  a  small  per¬ 
centage  on  the  subsidies.  These  ignominious  vails  Pitt 
resolutely  declined. 

Disinterestedness  of  this  kind  was,  in  his  days, 
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very  rare.  His  conduct  surprised  and  amused  politi¬ 
cians.  It  excited  the  warmest  admiration  throughout 
the  body  of  the  people.  In  spite  of  the  inconsistencies 
of  which  Pitt  had  been  guilty,  in  spite  of  the  strange 
contrast  between  his  violence  in  Opposition  and  his 
tameness  in  office,  he  still  possessed  a  large  share  of 
the  public  confidence.  The  motives  which  may  lead 
a  politician  to  change  his  connexions  or  his  general 
line  of  conduct  are  often  obscure ;  but  disinterested¬ 
ness  in  pecuniary  matters  every  body  can  understand. 
Pitt  was  thenceforth  considered  as  a  man  who  was 
proof  to  all  sordid  temptations.  If  he  acted  ill,  it 
might  be  from  an  error  in  judgment ;  it  might  be  from 
resentment :  it  might  be  from  ambition.  But,  poor 
as  he  was,  he  had  vindicated  himself  from  all  sus¬ 
picion  of  covetousness. 

Eight  quiet  years  followed,  eight  years  during 
which  the  minority,  which  had  been  feeble  ever  since 
Lord  Granville  had  been  overthrown,  continued  to 
dwindle  till  it  became  almost  invisible.  Peace  was 
made  with  France  and  Spain  in  1748.  Prince  Fred¬ 
erick  died  in  1751  ;  and  with  him  died  the  very 
semblance  of  opposition.  All  the  most  distinguished 
survivors  of  the  party  which  had  supported  Walpole 
and  of  the  party  which  had  opposed  him  were 
united  under  his  successor.  The  fiery  and  vehement 
spirit  of  Pitt  had  for  a  time  been  laid  to  rest.  He 
silently  acquiesced  in  that  very  system  of  continental 
measures  which  he  had  lately  condemned.  He  ceased 
to  talk  disrespectfully  about  Hanover.  He  did  not 
object  to  the  treaty  with  Spain,  though  that  treaty 
left  us  exactly  where  we  had  been  when  he  uttered 
his  spirit-stirring  harangues  against  the  pacific  policy 
of  Walpole.  Nowand  then  glimpses  of  his  former 
self  appeared  ;  but  they  were  few  and  transient. 
Pelham  knew  with  whom  he  had  to  deal,  and  felt  that 
an  ally,  so  little  used  to  control,  and  so  capable  of 
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inflicting  injury,  might  well  be  indulged  in  an  occa¬ 
sional  fit  of  waywardness. 

Two  men,  little,  if  at  all,  inferior  to  Pitt  in  powers 
of  mind,  held,  like  him,  subordinate  offices  in  the 
government.  One  of  these,  Murray,  was  successively 
Solicitor-General  and  Attorney-General.  This  dis¬ 
tinguished  person  far  surpassed  Pitt  in  correctness 
of  taste,  in  power  of  reasoning,  in  depth  and  variety 
of  knowledge.  His  parliamentary  eloquence  never 
blazed  into  sudden  flashes  of  dazzling  brilliancy  ;  but 
its  clear,  placid,  and  mellow  splendour  was  never  for 
an  instant  overclouded.  Intellectually  he  was,  we 
believe,  fully  equal  to  Pitt ;  but  he  was  deficient  in 
the  moral  qualities  to  which  Pitt  owed  most  of  his 
success.  Murray  wanted  the  energy,  the  courage,  the 
all-grasping  and  all-risking  ambition,  which  make 
men  great  in  stirring  times.  His  heart  was  a  little 
cold,  his  temper  cautious  even  to  timidity,  his  man¬ 
ners  decorous  even  to  formality.  He  never  exposed 
his  fortunes  or  his  fame  to  any  risk  which  he  could 
avoid.  At  one  time  he  might,  in  all  probability,  have 
been  Prime  Minister.  But  the  object  of  his  wishes 
was  the  judicial  bench.  The  situation  of  Chief 
Justice  might  not  be  so  splendid  as  that  of  First  Lord 
of  the  Treasury  :  but  it  was  dignified  ;  it  was  quiet ; 
it  was  secure  ;  and  therefore  it  was  the  favourite 
situation  of  Murray. 

Fox,  the  father  of  the  great  man  whose  mighty 
efforts  in  the  cause  of  peace,  of  truth,  and  of  liberty, 
have  made  that  name  immortal,  was  Secretary-at-War. 
He  was  a  favourite  with  the  King,  with  the  Duke  of 
Cumberland,  and  with  some  of  the  most  powerful 
members  of  the  great  Whig  connexion.  His  parlia¬ 
mentary  talents  were  of  the  highest  order.  As  a 
speaker  he  was  in  almost  all  respects  the  very  opposite 
to  Pitt,  His  figure  was  ungraceful ;  his  face,  as  Rey¬ 
nolds  and  Nollekens  have  preserved  it  to  us,  indicated 
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a  strong  understanding  ;  but  the  features  were  coarse, 
and  the  general  aspect  dark  and  lowering.  His  man¬ 
ner  was  awkward  ;  his  delivery  was  hesitating ;  he 
was  often  at  a  stand  for  want  of  a  word  ;  but  as  a 
debater,  as  a  master  of  that  keen,  weighty,  manly 
logic,  which  is  suited  to  the  discussion  of  political 
questions,  he  has  perhaps  never  been  surpassed  except 
by  his  son.  In  reply  he  was  as  decidedly  superior 
to  Pitt  as  in  declamation  he  was  Pitt’s  inferior.  In¬ 
tellectually  the  balance  was  nearly  even  between  the 
rivals.  But  here,  again,  the  moral  qualities  of  Pitt 
turned  the  scale.  Fox  had  undoubtedly  many  vir¬ 
tues.  In  natural  disposition  as  well  as  in  talents,  he 
bore  a  great  resemblance  to  his  more  celebrated  son. 
He  had  the  same  sweetness  of  temper,  the  same 
strong  passions,  the  same  openness,  boldness,  and 
impetuosity,  the  same  cordiality  towards  friends,  the 
same  placability  towards  enemies.  No  man  was  more 
warmly  or  justly  beloved  by  his  family  or  by  his 
associates.  But  unhappily  he  had  been  trained  in  a 
bad  political  school,  in  a  school,  the  doctrines  of  which 
were,  that  political  virtue  is  the  mere  coquetry  of 
political  prostitution,  that  every  patriot  has  his  price, 
that  Government  can  be  carried  on  only  by  means  of 
corruption,  and  that  the  state  is  given  as  a  prey  to 
statesmen.  These  maxims  were  too  much  in  vogue 
throughout  the  lower  ranks  of  Walpole’s  party,  and 
were  too  much  encouraged  by  Walpole  himself,  who, 
from  contempt  of  what  is  in  our  day  vulgarly  called 
humbug ,  often  ran  extravagantly  and  offensively  into 
the  opposite  extreme.  The  loose  political  morality 
of  Fox  presented  a  remarkable  contrast  to  the  osten¬ 
tatious  purity  of  Pitt.  The  nation  distrusted  the 
former,  and  placed  implicit  confidence  in  the  latter. 
But  almost  all  the  statesmen  of  the  age  had  still  to 
learn  that  the  confidence  of  the  nation  was  worth 
having.  While  things  went  on  quietly,  while  there 
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was  no  opposition,  while  every  thing  was  given  by 
the  favour  of  a  small  ruling  junto,  Fox  had  a  decided 
advantage  over  Pitt ;  but  when  dangerous  times  came, 
when  Europe  was  convulsed  with  war,  when  Parlia¬ 
ment  was  broken  up  into  factions,  when  the  public 
mind  was  violently  excited,  the  favourite  of  the  people 
rose  to  supreme  power,  while  his  rival  sank  into  insig¬ 
nificance. 

Early  in  the  year  1754  Henry  Pelham  died  un¬ 
expectedly.  “Now  I  shall  have  no  more  peace,” 
exclaimed  the  old  King,  when  he  heard  the  news. 
He  was  in  the  right.  Pelham  had  succeeded  in 
bringing  together  and  keeping  together  all  the 
talents  of  the  kingdom.  By  his  death,  the  highest 
post  to  which  an  English  subject  can  aspire  was  left 
vacant ;  and,  at  the  same  moment,  the  influence 
which  had  yoked  together  and  reined  in  so  many 
turbulent  and  ambitious  spirits  was  withdrawn. 

Within  a  week  after  Pelham’s  death,  it  was  deter¬ 
mined  that  the  Duke  of  Newcastle  should  be  placed 
at  the  head  of  the  Treasury  ;  but  the  arrangement 
was  still  far  from  complete.  Who  was  to  be  the 
leading  Minister  of  the  Crown  in  the  House  of  Com¬ 
mons?  Was  the  office  to  be  entrusted  to  a  man  of 
eminent  talents  ?  And  would  not  such  a  man  in  such 
a  place  demand  and  obtain  a  larger  share  of  power 
and  patronage  than  Newcastle  would  be  disposed  to 
concede  ?  Was  a  mere  drudge  to  be  employed  ?  And 
what  probability  was  there  that  a  mere  drudge  would 
be  able  to  manage  a  large  and  stormy  assembly, 
abounding  with  able  and  experienced  men  ? 

Pope  has  said  of  that  wretched  miser  Sir  John 
Cutler, 

“  Cutler  saw  tenants  break  and  houses  fall, 

For  very  want :  he  could  not  build  a  wall.” 

Newcastle’s  love  of  power  resembled  Cutler’s  love  of 
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money.  It  was  an  avarice  which  thwarted  itself,  a 
penny-wise  and  pound-foolish  cupidity.  An  immedi¬ 
ate  outlay  was  so  painful  to  him  that  he  would  not 
venture  to  make  the  most  desirable  improvement. 
If  he  could  have  found  it  in  his  heart  to  cede  at  once 
a  portion  of  his  authority,  he  might  probably  have 
ensured  the  continuance  of  what  remained.  But  he 
thought  it  better  to  construct  a  weak  and  rotten 
government,  which  tottered  at  the  smallest  breath, 
and  fell  in  the  first  storm,  than  to  pay  the  necessary 
price  for  sound  and  durable  materials.  He  wished  to 
find  some  person  who  would  be  willing  to  accept  the 
lead  of  the  House  of  Commons  on  terms  similar  to 
those  on  which  Secretary  Craggs  had  acted  under 
Sunderland,  five-and-thirty  years  before.  Craggs  could 
hardly  be  called  a  minister.  He  was  a  mere  agent 
for  the  Minister.  He  was  not  trusted  with  the  higher 
secrets  of  state,  but  obeyed  implicitly  the  directions  of 
his  superior,  and  was,  to  use  Dodington’s  expression, 
merely  Lord  Sunderland’s  man.  But  times  were 
changed.  Since  the  days  of  Sunderland,  the  impor¬ 
tance  of  the  House  of  Commons  had  been  constantly 
on  the  increase.  During  many  years,  the  person  who 
conducted  the  business  of  the  Government  in  that 
House  had  almost  always  been  Prime  Minister.  In 
these  circumstances,  it  was  not  to  be  supposed  that 
any  person  who  possessed  the  talents  necessary  for  the 
situation  would  stoop  to  accept  it  on  such  terms  as 
Newcastle  was  disposed  to  offer. 

Pitt  was  ill  at  Bath  ;  and  had  he  been  well  and 
in  London,  neither  the  King  nor  Newcastle  would 
have  been  disposed  to  make  any  overtures  to  him. 
The  cool  and  wary  Murray  had  set  his  heart  on 
professional  objects.  Negotiations  were  opened  with 
Fox.  Newcastle  behaved  like  himself,  that  is  to 
say,  childishly  and  basely.  The  proposition  which  he 
made  was  that  Fox  should  be  Secretary  of  State, 
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with  the  lead  of  the  House  of  Commons  ;  that  the 
disposal  of  the  secret-^service-money,  or,  in  plain 
words,  the  business  of  buying  members  of  Parliament, 
should  be  left  to  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  ;  but 
that  Fox  should  be  exactly  informed  of  the  way  in 
which  this  fund  was  employed. 

To  these  conditions  Fox  assented.  But  the  next 
day  every  thing  was  in  confusion.  Newcastle  had 
changed  his  mind.  The  conversation  which  took 
place  between  Fox  and  the  Duke  is  one  of  the  most 
curious  in  English  history.  “  My  brother,”  said 
Newcastle,  “  when  he  was  at  the  Treasury,  never  told 
anybody  what  he  did  with  the  secret-service-money. 
No  more  will  I.”  The  answer  was  obvious.  Pelham 
had  been,  not  only  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  but 
also  manager  of  the  House  of  Commons  ;  and  it  was 
therefore  unnecessary  for  him  to  confide  to  any  other 
person  his  dealings  with  the  members  of  that  House. 
“  But  how,”  said  Fox,  “  can  I  lead  in  the  Commons 
without  information  on  this  head  ?  How  can  I  talk 
to  gentlemen  when  I  do  not  know  which  of  them 
have  received  gratifications  and  which  have  not  ? 
And  who,”  he  continued,  “is  to  have  the  disposal  of 
places  ?  ” — “  I  myself,”  said  the  Duke. — “  How  then 
am  I  to  manage  the  House  of  Commons  ?  ” — “  Oh,  let 
the  members  of  the  House  of  Commons  come  to  me.” 
Fox  then  mentioned  the  general  election  which  was 
approaching,  and  asked  how  the  ministerial  boroughs 
were  to  be  filled  up.  “  Do  not  trouble  yourself,”  said 
Newcastle  ;  “that  is  all  settled.”  This  was  too  much 
for  human  nature  to  bear.  Fox  refused  to  accept 
the  Secretaryship  of  State  on  such  terms  ;  and  the 
Duke  confided  the  management  of  the  House  of 
Commons  to  a  dull,  harmless  man,  whose  name  is 
almost  forgotten  in  our  time,  Sir  Thomas  Robinson. 

When  Pitt  returned  from  Bath  he  affected  great 
moderation,  though  his  haughty  soul  was  boiling  with 
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resentment.  He  did  not  complain  of  the  manner  in 
which  he  had  been  passed  by,  but  said  openly  that, 
in  his  opinion,  Fox  was  the  fittest  man  to  lead  the 
House  of  Commons.  The  rivals,  reconciled  by  their 
common  interest  and  their  common  enmities,  con¬ 
certed  a  plan  of  operations  for  the  next  session. 
“  Sir  Thomas  Robinson  lead  us !  ”  said  Pitt  to  Fox. 
“The  Duke  might  as  well  send  his  jack-boot  to 
lead  us.” 

The  elections  of  1754  were  favourable  to  the 
administration.  But  the  aspect  of  foreign  affairs  was 
threatening.  In  India  the  English  and  the  French 
had  been  employed,  ever  since  the  peace  of  Aix-la- 
Chapelle,  in  cutting  each  other’s  throats.  They  had 
lately  taken  to  the  same  practice  in  America.  It 
might  have  been  foreseen  that  stirring  times  were  at 
hand,  times  which  would  call  for  abilities  very  dif¬ 
ferent  from  those  of  Newcastle  and  Robinson. 

In  November  the  Parliament  met :  and  before  the 
end  of  that  month  the  new  Secretary  of  State  had 
been  so  unmercifully  baited  by  the  Paymaster  of  the 
Forces  and  the  Secretary  at  War  that  he  was 
thoroughly  sick  of  his  situation.  Fox  attacked  him 
with  great  force  and  acrimony.  Pitt  affected  a  kind 
of  contemptuous  tenderness  for  Sir  Thomas,  and 
directed  his  attacks  principally  against  Newcastle. 
On  one  occasion,  he  asked  in  tones  of  thunder 
whether  Parliament  sat  only  to  register  the  edicts  of 
one  too  powerful  subject?  The  Duke  was  scared 
out  of  his  wits.  He  was  afraid  to  dismiss  the 
mutineers  ;  he  was  afraid  to  promote  them  ;  but  it 
was  absolutely  necessary  to  do  something.  Fox,  as 
the  less  proud  and  intractable  of  the  refractory  pair, 
was  preferred.  A  seat  in  the  Cabinet  was  offered  to 
him  on  condition  that  he  would  give  efficient  support 
to  the  ministry  in  Parliament.  In  an  evil  hour  for 
his  fame  and  his  fortunes  he  accepted  the  offer,  and 


the  Earl  of  Chatham 


395 

abandoned  his  connexion  with  Pitt,  who  never  forgave 
this  desertion. 

Sir  Thomas,  assisted  by  Fox,  contrived  to  get 
through  the  business  of  the  year  without  much 
trouble.  Pitt  was  waiting  his  time.  The  negotiations 
pending  between  France  and  England  took  everyday 
a  more  unfavourable  aspect.  Towards  the  close  of 
the  session  the  King  sent  a  message  to  inform  the 
House  of  Commons  that  he  had  found  it  necessary 
to  make  preparations  for  war.  The  House  returned 
an  address  of  thanks,  and  passed  a  vote  of  credit. 
During  the  recess,  the  old  animosity  of  both  nations 
was  inflamed  by  a  series  of  disastrous  events.  An 
English  force  was  cut  off  in  America  ;  and  several 
French  merchantmen  were  taken  in  the  West  Indian 
seas.  It  was  plain  that  an  appeal  to  arms  was  at 
hand. 

The  first  object  of  the  King  was  to  secure 
Hanover  ;  and  Newcastle  was  disposed  to  gratify  his 
master.  Treaties  were  concluded,  after  the  fashion 
of  those  times,  with  several  petty  German  princes, 
who  bound  themselves  to  find  soldiers  if  England 
would  find  money  ;  and,  as  it  was  suspected  that 
Frederic  the  Second  had  set  his  heart  on  the  electoral 
dominions  of  his  uncle,  Russia  was  hired  to  keep 
Prussia  in  awe. 

When  the  stipulations  of  these  treaties  were  made 
known,  there  arose  throughout  the  kingdom  a  murmur 
from  which  a  judicious  observer  might  easily  prog¬ 
nosticate  the  approach  of  a  tempest.  Newcastle 
encountered  strong  opposition,  even  from  those  whom 
he  had  always  considered  as  his  tools.  Legge,  the 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  refused  to  sign  the 
Treasury  warrants  which  were  necessary  to  give  effect 
to  the  treaties.  Those  persons  who  were  supposed 
to  possess  the  confidence  of  the  young  Prince  of 
Wales  and  of  his  mother  held  very  menacing  language. 
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In  this  perplexity  Newcastle  sent  for  Pitt,  hugged 
him,  patted  him,  smirked  at  him,  wept  over  him,  and 
lisped  out  the  highest  compliments  and  the  most 
splendid  promises.  The  King,  who  had  hitherto  been 
as  sulky  as  possible,  would  be  civil  to  him  at  the 
levee ;  he  should  be  brought  into  the  Cabinet ;  he 
should  be  consulted  about  every  thing ;  if  he  would 
only  be  so  good  as  to  support  the  Hessian  subsidy  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  Pitt  coldly  declined  the 
proffered  seat  in  the  Cabinet,  expressed  the  highest 
love  and  reverence  for  the  King,  and  said  that,  if  his 
Majesty  felt  a  strong  personal  interest  in  the  Hessian 
treaty  he  would  so  far  deviate  from  the  line  which 
he  had  traced  out  for  himself  as  to  give  that  treaty 
his  support.  “  Well,  and  the  Russian  subsidy,”  said 
Newcastle.  “No,”  said  Pitt,  “not  a  system  of  sub¬ 
sidies.”  The  Duke  summoned  Lord  Hardwicke  to 
his  aid  ;  but  Pitt  was  inflexible.  Murray  would  do 
nothing.  Robinson  could  do  nothing.  It  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  have  recourse  to  Fox.  He  became  Secretary 
of  State,  with  the  full  authority  of  a  leader  in  the 
House  of  Commons  ;  and  Sir  Thomas  was  pensioned 
off  on  the  Irish  establishment. 

In  November,  1755,  the  Houses  met.  Public  ex¬ 
pectation  was  wound  up  to  the  height.  After  ten 
quiet  years  there  was  to  be  an  Opposition,  counte¬ 
nanced  by  the  heir-apparent  of  the  throne,  and 
headed  by  the  most  brilliant  orator  of  the  age.  The 
debate  on  the  address  was  long  remembered  as  one 
of  the  greatest  parliamentary  conflicts  of  that  genera¬ 
tion.  It  began  at  three  in  the  afternoon,  and  lasted 
till  five  the  next  morning.  It  was  on  this  night 
that  Gerard  Hamilton  delivered  that  single  speech 
from  which  his  nickname  was  derived.  His  elo¬ 
quence  threw  into  the  shade  every  orator  except 
Pitt,  who  declaimed  against  the  subsidies  for  an  hour 
and  a  half  with  extraordinary  energy  and  effect 
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Those  powers  which  had  formerly  spread  terror 
through  the  majorities  of  Walpole  and  Carteret  were 
now  displayed  in  their  highest  perfection  before  an 
audience  long  unaccustomed  to  such  exhibitions. 
One  fragment  of  this  celebrated  oration  remains  in  a 
state  of  tolerable  preservation.  It  is  the  comparison 
between  the  coalition  of  Fox  and  Newcastle,  and  the 
junction  of  the  Rhone  and  the  Saone.  “  At  Lyons,” 
said  Pitt,  “  I  was  taken  to  see  the  place  where  the 
two  rivers  meet,  the  one  gentle,  feeble,  languid,  and, 
though  languid,  yet  of  no  depth,  the  other  a  boisterous 
and  impetuous  torrent ;  but  different  as  they  are,  they 
meet  at  last.”  The  amendment  moved  by  the  Op¬ 
position  was  rejected  by  a  great  majority ;  and  Pitt 
and  Legge  were  immediately  dismissed  from  their 
offices. 

During  several  months  the  contest  in  the  House 
of  Commons  was  extremely  sharp.  Warm  debates 
took  place  on  the  estimates,  debates  still  warmer  on 
the  subsidiary  treaties.  The  Government  succeeded 
in  every  division  ;  but  the  fame  of  Pitt’s  eloquence, 
and  the  influence  of  his  lofty  and  determined  charac¬ 
ter,  continued  to  increase  through  the  Session  ;  and 
the  events  which  followed  the  prorogation  made  it 
utterly  impossible  for  any  other  person  to  manage 
the  Parliament  or  the  country. 

The  war  began  in  every  part  of  the  world  with 
events  disastrous  to  England,  and  even  more  shame¬ 
ful  than  disastrous.  But  the  most  humiliating  of 
these  events  was  the  loss  of  Minorca.  The  Duke 
of  Richelieu,  an  old  fop  who  had  passed  his  life 
from  sixteen  to  sixty  in  seducing  women  for  whom 
he  cared  not  one  straw,  landed  on  that  island,  and 
succeeded  in  reducing  it.  Admiral  Byng  was  sent 
from  Gibraltar  to  throw  succours  into  Port-Mahon  ; 
but  he  did  not  think  fit  to  engage  the  French  squad¬ 
ron,  and  sailed  back  without  having  effected  his 
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purpose.  The  people  were  inflamed  to  madness.  A 
storm  broke  forth,  which  appalled  even  those  who 
remembered  the  days  of  Excise  and  of  South-Sea. 
The  shops  were  filled  with  libels  and  caricatures. 
The  walls  were  covered  with  placards.  The  city  of 
London  called  for  vengeance,  and  the  cry  was  echoed 
from  every  corner  of  the  kingdom.  Dorsetshire, 
Huntingdonshire,  Bedfordshire,  Buckinghamshire, 
Somersetshire,  Lancashire,  Suffolk,  Shropshire,  Sur¬ 
rey,  sent  up  strong  addresses  to  the  throne,  and 
instructed  their  representatives  to  vote  for  a  strict 
inquiry  into  the  causes  of  the  late  disasters.  In  the 
great  towns  the  feeling  was  as  strong  as  in  the 
counties.  In  some  of  the  instructions  it  was  even 
recommended  that  the  supplies  should  be  stopped. 

The  nation  was  in  a  state  of  angry  and  sullen 
despondency,  almost  unparalleled  in  history.  People 
have,  in  all  ages,  been  in  the  habit  of  talking  about 
the  good  old  times  of  their  ancestors,  and  the  de¬ 
generacy  of  their  contemporaries.  This  is  in  general 
merely  a  cant.  But  in  1756  it  was  something  more. 
At  this  time  appeared  Brown’s  Estimate,  a  book  now 
remembered  only  by  the  allusions  in  Cowper’s  Table 
Talk  and  in  Burke’s  Letters  on  a  Regicide  Peace.  It 
was  universally  read,  admired,  and  believed.  The 
author  fully  convinced  his  readers  that  they  were  a 
race  of  cowards  and  scoundrels ;  that  nothing  could 
save  them  ;  that  they  were  on  the  point  of  being 
enslaved  by  their  enemies,  and  that  they  richly  de¬ 
served  their  fate.  Such  were  the  speculations  to  which 
ready  credence  was  given  at  the  outset  of  the  most 
glorious  war  in  which  England  had  ever  been  engaged. 

Newcastle  now  began  to  tremble  for  his  place, 
and  for  the  only  thing  which  was  dearer  to  him  than 
his  place,  his  neck.  The  people  were  not  in  a  mood 
to  be  trifled  with.  Their  cry  was  for  blood.  For 
this  once  they  might  be  contented  with  the  sacrifice 
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of  Byng.  But  what  if  fresh  disasters  should  take 
place  ?  What  if  an  unfriendly  sovereign  should 
ascend  the  throne  ?  What  if  a  hostile  House  of 
Commons  should  be  chosen  ? 

At  length,  in  October,  the  decisive  crisis  came. 
The  new  Secretary  of  State  had  been  long  sick  of 
the  perfidy  and  levity  of  the  First  Lord  of  the 
Treasury,  and  began  to  fear  that  he  might  be  made 
a  scapegoat  to  save  the  old  intriguer  who,  imbecile  as 
he  seemed,  never  wanted  dexterity  where  danger  was 
to  be  avoided.  Fox  threw  up  his  office.  Newcastle 
had  recourse  to  Murray  ;  but  Murray  had  now  within 
his  reach  the  favourite  object  of  his  ambition.  The 
situation  of  Chief- Justice  of  the  King’s  Bench  was 
vacant ;  and  the  Attorney-General  was  fully  resolved 
to  obtain  it,  or  to  go  into  Opposition.  Newcastle 
offered  him  any  terms,  the  Duchy  of  Lancaster  for 
life,  a  tellership  of  the  Exchequer,  any  amount  of 
pension,  two  thousand  a  year,  six  thousand  a  year. 
When  the  Ministers  found  that  Murray’s  mind  was 
made  up,  they  pressed  for  delay,  the  delay  of  a  session, 
a  month,  a  week,  a  day.  Would  he  only  make  his 
appearance  once  more  in  the  House  of  Commons? 
Would  he  only  speak  in  favour  of  the  address  ?  He 
was  inexorable,  and  peremptorily  said  that  they 
might  give  or  withhold  the  Chief  Justiceship,  but  that 
he  would  be  Attorney-General  no  longer. 

Newcastle  now  contrived  to  overcome  the  preju¬ 
dices  of  the  King,  and  overtures  were  made  to  Pitt, 
through  Lord  Hardwicke.  Pitt  knew  his  power,  and 
showed  that  he  knew  it.  He  demanded  as  an  indis¬ 
pensable  condition  that  Newcastle  should  be  altogether 
excluded  from  the  new  arrangement. 

The  Duke  was  in  a  state  of  ludicrous  distress. 
He  ran  about  chattering  and  crying,  asking  advice 
and  listening  to  none.  In  the  meantime,  the  Session 
drew  near.  The  public  excitement  was  unabated. 
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Nobody  could  be  found  to  face  Pitt  and  Fox  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  Newcastle’s  heart  failed  him, 
and  he  tendered  his  resignation. 

The  King  sent  for  Fox,  and  directed  him  to  form 
the  plan  of  an  administration  in  concert  with  Pitt. 
But  Pitt  had  not  forgotten  old  injuries,  and  positively 
refused  to  act  with  Fox. 

The  King  now  applied  to  the  Duke  of  Devon¬ 
shire,  and  this  mediator  succeeded  in  making  an 
arrangement.  He  consented  to  take  the  Treasury. 
Pitt  became  Secretary  of  State,  with  the  lead  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  The  Great  Seal  was  put  into 
commission.  Legge  returned  to  the  Exchequer  ;  and 
Lord  Temple,  whose  sister  Pitt  had  lately  married, 
was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  Admiralty. 

It  was  clear  from  the  first  that  this  administration 
would  last  but  a  very  short  time.  It  lasted  not  quite 
five  months  ;  and,  during  those  five  months,  Pitt  and 
Lord  Temple  were  treated  with  rudeness  by  the  King, 
and  found  but  feeble  support  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  that  the  Opposi¬ 
tion  prevented  the  re-election  of  some  of  the  new 
Ministers.  Pitt,  who  sat  for  one  of  the  boroughs 
which  were  in  the  Pelham  interest,  found  some  diffi¬ 
culty  in  obtaining  a  seat  after  his  acceptance  of  the 
seals.  So  destitute  was  the  new  Government  of 
that  sort  of  influence  without  which  no  government 
could  then  be  durable.  One  of  the  arguments  most 
frequently  urged  against  the  Reform  Bill  was  that, 
under  a  system  of  popular  representation,  men  whose 
presence  in  the  House  of  Commons  was  necessary  to 
the  conducting  of  public  business  might  often  find  it 
impossible  to  find  seats.  Should  this  inconvenience 
ever  be  felt,  there  cannot  be  the  slightest  difficulty 
in  devising  and  applying  a  remedy.  But  those  who 
threatened  us  with  this  evil  ought  to  have  remembered 
that,  under  the  old  system,  a  great  man  called  to 
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power  at  a  great  crisis  by  the  voice  of  the  whole 
nation  was  in  danger  of  being  excluded,  by  an  aristo- 
cratical  cabal,  from  that  House  of  which  he  was  the 
most  distinguished  ornament. 

The  most  important  event  of  this  short  admini¬ 
stration  was  the  trial  of  Byng.  On  that  subject 
public  opinion  is  still  divided.  We  think  the  punish¬ 
ment  of  the  Admiral  altogether  unjust  and  absurd. 
Treachery,  cowardice,  ignorance  amounting  to  what 
lawyers  have  called  crassa  ignorantia ,  are  fit  objects 
of  severe  penal  inflictions.  But  Byng  was  not  found 
guilty  of  treachery,  of  cowardice,  or  of  gross  ignorance 
of  his  profession.  He  died  for  doing  what  the  most 
loyal  subject,  the  most  intrepid  warrior,  the  most  ex¬ 
perienced  seaman,  might  have  done.  He  died  for  an 
error  in  judgment,  an  error  such  as  the  greatest  com¬ 
manders,  Frederic,  Napoleon,  Wellington,  have  often 
committed,  and  have  often  acknowledged.  Such 
errors  are  not  proper  objects  of  punishment,  for  this 
reason,  that  the  punishing  of  such  errors  tends  not  to 
prevent  them,  but  to  produce  them.  The  dread  of 
an  ignominious  death  may  stimulate  sluggishness  to 
exertion,  may  keep  a  traitor  to  his  standard,  may 
prevent  a  coward  from  running  away,  but  it  has  no 
tendency  to  bring  out  those  qualities  which  enable 
men  to  form  prompt  and  judicious  decisions  in  great 
emergencies.  The  best  marksman  may  be  expected 
to  fail  when  the  apple  which  is  to  be  his  mark  is  set 
on  his  child’s  head.  We  cannot  conceive  any  thing 
more  likely  to  deprive  an  officer  of  his  self-possession 
at  the  time  when  he  most  needs  it  than  the  know¬ 
ledge  that,  if  the  judgment  of  his  superiors  should  not 
agree  with  his,  he  will  be  executed  with  every  circum¬ 
stance  of  shame.  Queens,  it  has  often  been  said,  run 
far  greater  risk  in  childbed  than  private  women, 
merely  because  their  medical  attendants  are  more 
anxious.  The  surgeon  who  attended  Marie  Louise 
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was  altogether  unnerved  by  his  emotions.  “  Compose 
yourself,”  said  Bonaparte  ;  “  imagine  that  you  are 
assisting  a  poor  girl  in  the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine.” 
This  was  surely  a  far  wiser  course  than  that  of  the 
Eastern  king  in  the  Arabian  Nights’  Entertainments, 
who  proclaimed  that  the  physicians  who  failed  to  cure 
his  daughter  should  have  their  heads  chopped  off. 
Bonaparte  knew  mankind  well ;  and,  as  he  acted 
towards  this  surgeon,  he  acted  towards  his  officers. 
No  sovereign  was  ever  so  indulgent  to  mere  errors  of 
judgment ;  and  it  is  certain  that  no  sovereign  ever 
had  in  his  service  so  many  military  men  fit  for  the 
highest  commands. 

Pitt  acted  a  brave  and  honest  part  on  this  occa¬ 
sion.  He  ventured  to  put  both  his  power  and  his 
popularity  to  hazard,  and  spoke  manfully  for  Byng, 
both  in  Parliament  and  in  the  royal  presence.  But 
the  King  was  inexorable.  “  The  House  of  Commons, 
Sir,”  said  Pitt,  “  seems  inclined  to  mercy.”  “  Sir,” 
answered  the  King,  “  you  have  taught  me  to  look  for 
the  sense  of  my  people  in  other  places  than  the  House 
of  Commons.”  The  saying  has  more  point  than  most 
of  those  which  are  recorded  of  George  the  Second, 
and  though  sarcastically  meant,  contains  a  high  and 
just  compliment  to  Pitt. 

The  King  disliked  Pitt,  but  absolutely  hated 
Temple.  The  new  Secretary  of  State,  his  Majesty 
said,  had  never  read  Vatel,  and  was  tedious  and 
pompous,  but  respectful.  The  First  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty  was  grossly  impertinent.  Walpole  tells 
one  story,  which,  we  fear,  is  much  too  good  to  be  true. 
He  assures  us  that  Temple  entertained  his  royal 
master  with  an  elaborate  parallel  between  Byng’s 
behaviour  at  Minorca,  and  his  Majesty’s  behaviour 
at  Oudenarde,  in  which  the  advantage  was  all  on  the 
side  of  the  Admiral. 

This  state  of  things  could  not  last.  Early  in 
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April,  Pitt  and  all  his  friends  were  turned  out,  and 
Newcastle  was  summoned  to  St.  James’s.  But  the 
public  discontent  was  not  extinguished  It  had  sub¬ 
sided  when  Pitt  was  called  to  power.  But  it  still 
glowed  under  the  embers ;  and  it  now  burst  at  once 
into  a  flame.  The  stocks  fell.  The  Common  Council 
met.  The  freedom  of  the  city  was  voted  to  Pitt.  All 
the  greatest  corporate  towns  followed  the  example. 
“For  some  weeks,”  says  Walpole,  “it  rained  gold 
boxes.” 

This  was  the  turning  point  of  Pitt’s  life.  It  might 
have  been  expected  that  a  man  of  so  haughty  and 
vehement  a  nature,  treated  so  ungraciously  by  the 
Court,  and  supported  so  enthusiastically  by  the 
people,  would  have  eagerly  taken  the  first  oppor¬ 
tunity  of  showing  his  power  and  gratifying  his  re¬ 
sentment  ;  and  an  opportunity  was  not  wanting. 
The  members  for  many  counties  and  large  towns 
had  been  instructed  to  vote  for  an  inquiry  into  the 
circumstances  which  had  produced  the  miscarriage  of 
the  preceding  year.  A  motion  for  inquiry  had  been 
carried  in  the  House  of  Commons,  without  opposi¬ 
tion  ;  and,  a  few  days  after  Pitt’s  dismissal,  the  investi¬ 
gation  commenced.  Newcastle  and  his  colleagues 
obtained  a  vote  of  acquittal ;  but  the  minority  was 
so  strong  that  they  could  not  venture  to  ask  for  a 
vote  of  approbation,  as  they  had  at  first  intended  ; 
and  it  was  thought  by  some  shrewd  observers  that,  if 
Pitt  had  exerted  himself  to  the  utmost  of  his  power, 
the  inquiry  might  have  ended  in  a  censure,  if  not  in 
an  impeachment. 

Pitt  showed  on  this  occasion  a  moderation  and 
self-government  which  was  not  habitual  to  him.  He 
had  found  by  experience,  that  he  could  not  stand 
alone.  His  eloquence  and  his  popularity  had  done 
much,  very  much  for  him.  Without  rank,  without  for¬ 
tune,  without  borough  interest,  hated  by  the  King,  hated 
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by  the  aristocracy,  he  was  a  person  of  the  first  impor¬ 
tance  in  the  state.  He  had  been  suffered  to  form  a 
ministry,  and  to  pronounce  sentence  of  exclusion  on 
all  his  rivals,  on  the  most  powerful  nobleman  of  the 
Whig  party,  on  the  ablest  debater  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  And  he  now  found  that  he  had  gone  too 
far.  The  English  Constitution  was  not,  indeed,  with¬ 
out  a  popular  element.  But  other  elements  generally 
predominated.  The  confidence  and  admiration  of 
the  nation  might  make  a  statesman  formidable  at  the 
head  of  an  Opposition,  might  load  him  with  framed 
and  glazed  parchments  and  gold  boxes,  might  pos¬ 
sibly,  under  very  peculiar  circumstances,  such  as 
those  of  the  preceding  year,  raise  him  for  a  time  to 
power.  But,  constituted  as  Parliament  then  was, 
the  favourite  of  the  people  could  not  depend  on  a 
majority  in  the  people’s  own  house.  The  Duke  of 
Newcastle,  however  contemptible  in  morals,  manners, 
and  understanding,  was  a  dangerous  enemy.  His 
rank,  his  wealth,  his  unrivalled  parliamentary  interest, 
would  alone  have  made  him  important.  But  this  was 
not  all.  The  Whig  aristocracy  regarded  him  as  their 
leader.  His  long  possession  of  power  had  given  him 
a  kind  of  prescriptive  right  to  possess  it  still.  The 
House  of  Commons  had  been  elected  when  he  was  at 
the  head  of  affairs.  The  members  for  the  ministerial 
boroughs  had  all  been  nominated  by  him.  The  public 
offices  swarmed  with  his  creatures. 

Pitt  desired  power ;  and  he  desired  it,  we  really 
believe,  from  high  and  generous  motives.  He  was, 
in  the  strict  sense  of  the  word,  a  patriot.  He  had 
none  of  that  philanthropy  which  the  great  French 
writers  of  his  time  preached  to  all  the  nations  of 
Europe.  He  loved  England  as  an  Athenian  loved 
the  City  of  the  Violet  Crown,  as  a  Roman  loved  the 
City  of  the  Seven  Hills.  He  saw  his  country  insulted 
and  defeated.  He  saw  the  national  spirit  sinking. 
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Yet  he  knew  what  the  resources  of  the  empire,  vigor¬ 
ously  employed,  could  effect ;  and  he  felt  that  he  was 
the  man  to  employ  them  vigorously.  “  My  Lord,” 
he  said  to  the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  “  I  am  sure  that 
I  can  save  this  country,  and  that  nobody  else  can.” 

Desiring,  then,  to  be  in  power,  and  feeling  that 
his  abilities  and  the  public  confidence  were  not  alone 
sufficient  to  keep  him  in  power  against  the  wishes  of 
the  Court  and  of  the  aristocracy,  he  began  to  think  of 
a  coalition  with  Newcastle. 

Newcastle  was  equally  disposed  to  a  reconcilia¬ 
tion.  He,  too,  had  profited  by  his  recent  experience 
He  had  found  that  the  Court  and  the  aristocracy, 
though  powerful,  were  not  every  thing  in  the  state. 
A  .strong  oligarchical  connexion,  a  great  borough 
interest,  ample  patronage,  and  secret-service-money, 
might,  in  quiet  times,  be  all  that  a  Minister  needed  ; 
but  it  was  unsafe  to  trust  wholly  to  such  support  in 
time  of  war,  of  discontent,  and  of  agitation.  The 
composition  of  the  House  of  Commons  was  not 
wholly  aristocratical  ;  and,  whatever  be  the  composi¬ 
tion  of  large  deliberative  assemblies,  their  spirit  is 
always  in  some  degree  popular.  Where  there  are 
free  debates,  eloquence  must  have  admirers,  and 
reason  must  make  converts.  Where  there  is  a  free 
press,  the  governors  must  live  in  constant  awe  of  the 
opinions  of  the  governed. 

Thus  these  two  men,  so  unlike  in  character,  so 
lately  mortal  enemies,  were  necessary  to  each  other. 
Newcastle  had  fallen  in  November,  for  want  of  that 
public  confidence  which  Pitt  possessed,  and  of  that 
Parliamentary  support  which  Pitt  was  better  qualified 
than  any  man  of  his  time  to  give.  Pitt  had  fallen  in 
April,  for  want  of  that  species  of  influence  which 
Newcastle  had  passed  his  whole  life  in  acquiring  and 
hoarding.  Neither  of  them  had  power  enough  to 
support  himself.  Each  of  them  had  power  enough  to 
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overturn  the  other.  Their  union  would  be  irresistible. 
Neither  the  King  nor  any  party  in  the  state  would  be 
able  to  stand  against  them. 

Under  these  circumstances,  Pitt  was  not  disposed 
to  proceed  to  extremities  against  his  predecessors 
in  office.  Something,  however,  was  due  to  consis¬ 
tency  ;  and  something  was  necessary  for  the  preser¬ 
vation  of  his  popularity.  He  did  little  ;  but  that  little 
he  did  in  such  a  manner  as  to  produce  great  effect. 
He  came  down  to  the  House  in  all  the  pomp  of  gout, 
his  legs  swathed  in  flannels,  his  arm  dangling  in  a 
sling.  He  kept  his  seat  through  several  fatiguing 
days,  in  spite  of  pain  and  languor.  He  uttered  a 
few  sharp  and  vehement  sentences  ;  but  during  the 
greater  part  of  the  discussion,  his  language  was  un¬ 
usually  gentle. 

When  the  inquiry  had  terminated  without  a  vote 
either  of  approbation  or  of  censure,  the  great  obstacle 
to  a  coalition  was  removed.  Many  obstacles,  how¬ 
ever,  remained.  The  King  was  still  rejoicing  in  his 
deliverance  from  the  proud  and  aspiring  Minister 
who  had  been  forced  on  him  by  the  cry  of  the  nation. 
His  Majesty’s  indignation  was  excited  to  the  highest 
point  when  it  appeared  that  Newcastle,  who  had, 
during  thirty  years,  been  loaded  with  marks  of  royal 
favour,  and  who  had  bound  himself,  by  a  solemn 
promise,  never  to  coalesce  with  Pitt,  was  meditating 
a  new  perfidy.  Of  all  the  statesmen  of  that  age,  Fox 
had  the  largest  share  of  royal  favour.  A  coalition 
between  Fox  and  Newcastle  was  the  arrangement 
which  the  King  wished  to  bring  about.  But  the 
Duke  was  too  cunning  to  fall  into  such  a  snare.  As 
a  speaker  in  Parliament,  Fox  might  perhaps  be,  on 
the  whole,  as  useful  to  an  administration  as  his  great 
rival  ;  but  he  was  one  of  the  most  unpopular  men 
in  England.  Then,  again,  Newcastle  felt  all  that 
jealousy  of  Fox  which,  according  to  the  proverb, 
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generally  exists  between  two  of  a  trade.  Fox  would 
certainly  intermeddle  with  that  department  which 
the  Duke  was  most  desirous  to  reserve  entire  to  him¬ 
self,  the  jobbing  department.  Pitt,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  quite  willing  to  leave  the  drudgery  of 
corruption  to  any  who  might  be  inclined  to  under¬ 
take  it. 

During  eleven  weeks  England  remained  without 
a  ministry ;  and  in  the  meantime  Parliament  was 
sitting,  and  a  war  was  raging.  The  prejudices  of  the 
King,  the  haughtiness  of  Pitt,  the  jealousy,  levity, 
and  treachery  of  Newcastle,  delayed  the  settlement. 
Pitt  knew  the  Duke  too  well  to  trust  him  without 
security.  The  Duke  loved  power  too  much  to  be 
inclined  to  give  security.  While  they  were  haggling, 
the  King  was  in  vain  attempting  to  produce  a  final 
rupture  between  them,  or  to  form  a  Government 
without  them.  At  one  time  he  applied  to  Lord 
Waldegrave,  an  honest  and  sensible  man,  but  unprac¬ 
tised  in  affairs.  Lord  Waldegrave  had  the  courage  to 
accept  the  Treasury,  but  soon  found  that  no  adminis¬ 
tration  formed  by  him  had  the  smallest  chance  of 
standing  a  single  week. 

At  length  the  King’s  pertinacity  yielded  to  the 
necessity  of  the  case.  After  exclaiming  with  great 
bitterness,  and  with  some  justice,  against  the  Whigs, 
who  ought,  he  said,  to  be  ashamed  to  talk  about 
liberty  while  they  submitted  to  be  the  footmen  of 
the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  his  Majesty  submitted.  The 
influence  of  Leicester  House  prevailed  on  Pitt  to 
abate  a  little,  and  but  a  little,  of  his  high  demands  ; 
and  all  at  once,  out  of  the  chaos  in  which  parties  had 
for  some  time  been  rising,  falling,  meeting,  separating, 
arose  a  government  as  strong  at  home  as  that  of 
Pelham,  as  successful  abroad  as  that  of  Godolphin. 

Newcastle  took  the  Treasury.  Pitt  was  Secretary 
of  State,  with  the  lead  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
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and  with  the  supreme  direction  of  the  war  and  of 
foreign  affairs.  Fox,  the  only  man  who  could  have 
given  much  annoyance  to  the  new  government,  was 
silenced  with  the  office  of  Paymaster,  which,  during 
the  continuance  of  that  war,  was  probably  the  most 
lucrative  place  in  the  whole  Government.  He  was 
poor,  and  the  situation  was  tempting ;  yet  it  cannot 
but  seem  extraordinary  that  a  man  who  had  played 
a  first  part  in  politics,  and  whose  abilities  had  been 
found  not  unequal  to  that  part,  who  had  sat  in  the 
cabinet,  who  had  led  the  House  of  Commons,  who 
had  been  twice  entrusted  by  the  King  with  the  office 
of  forming  a  ministry,  who  was  regarded  as  the  rival 
of  Pitt,  and  who  at  one  time  seemed  likely  to  be  a 
successful  rival,  should  have  consented,  for  the  sake 
of  emolument,  to  take  a  subordinate  place  and  to  give 
silent  votes  for  all  the  measures  of  a  government  to 
the  deliberations  of  which  he  was  not  summoned. 

The  first  acts  of  the  new  administration  were 
characterized  rather  by  vigour  than  by  judgment. 
Expeditions  were  sent  against  different  parts  of  the 
French  coast  with  little  success.  The  small  island  of 
Aix  was  taken,  Rochefort  threatened,  a  few  ships 
burned  in  the  harbour  of  St.  Maloes,  and  a  few  guns 
and  mortars  brought  home  as  trophies  from  the 
fortifications  of  Cherbourg.  But  soon  conquests  of  a 
very  different  kind  filled  the  kingdom  with  pride  and 
rejoicing.  A  succession  of  victories  undoubtedly 
brilliant,  and,  as  it  was  thought,  not  barren,  raised  to 
the  highest  point  the  fame  of  the  minister  to  whom 
the  conduct  of  the  war  had  been  entrusted.  In  July, 
1758,  Louisburg  fell.  The  whole  island  of  Cape 
Breton  was  reduced.  The  fleet  to  which  the  Court 
of  Versailles  had  confided  the  defence  of  French 
America  was  destroyed.  The  captured  standards 
were  borne  in  triumph  from  Kensington  Palace  to 
the  city,  and  were  suspended  in  St.  Paul’s  Church, 
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amidst  the  roar  of  guns  and  kettle-drums,  and  the 
shouts  of  an  immense  multitude.  Addresses  of  con¬ 
gratulation  came  in  from  all  the  great  towns  of 
England.  Parliament  met  only  to  decree  thanks 
and  monuments,  and  to  bestow,  without  one  murmur, 
supplies  more  than  double  of  those  which  had  been 
given  during  the  war  of  the  Grand  Alliance. 

The  year  1759  opened  with  the  conquest  of  Goree. 
Next  fell  Guadaloupe ;  then  Ticonderoga ;  then 
Niagara.  The  Toulon  squadron  was  completely 
defeated  by  Boscawen  off  Cape  Lagos.  But  the 
greatest  exploit  of  the  year  was  the  achievement  of 
Wolfe  on  the  heights  of  Abraham.  The  news  of  his 
glorious  death  and  of  the  fall  of  Quebec  reached 
London  in  the  very  week  in  which  the  Houses  met. 
All  was  joy  and  triumph.  Envy  and  faction  were 
forced  to  join  in  the  general  applause.  Whigs  and 
Tories  vied  with  each  other  in  extolling  the  genius 
and  energy  of  Pitt  His  colleagues  were  never  talked 
of  or  thought  of.  The  House  of  Commons,  the 
nation,  the  colonies,  our  allies,  our  enemies,  had  their 
eyes  fixed  on  him  alone. 

Scarcely  had  Parliament  voted  a  monument  to 
Wolfe  when  another  great  event  called  for  fresh 
rejoicings.  The  Brest  fleet,  under  the  command  of 
Conflans,  had  put  out  to  sea.  It  was  overtaken  by 
an  English  squadron  under  Hawke.  Conflans  at¬ 
tempted  to  take  shelter  close  under  the  French  coast. 
The  shore  was  rocky  :  the  night  was  black  :  the  wind 
was  furious :  the  waves  of  the  Bay  of  Biscay  ran 
high.  But  Pitt  had  infused  into  every  branch  of  the 
service  a  spirit  which  had  long  been  unknown.  No 
British  seaman  was  disposed  to  err  on  the  same  side 
with  Byng.  The  pilot  told  Hawke  that  the  attack 
could  not  be  made  without  the  greatest  danger. 
“  You  have  done  your  duty  in  remonstrating,” 
answered  Hawke  ;  “  I  will  answer  for  everything.  I 
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command  you  to  lay  me  alongside  the  French  ad¬ 
miral.”  Two  French  ships  of  the  line  struck.  Four 
were  destroyed.  The  rest  hid  themselves  in  the 
rivers  of  Britanny. 

The  year  1760  came  ;  and  still  triumph  followed 
triumph.  Montreal  was  taken  ;  the  whole  province  of 
Canada  was  subjugated  ;  the  French  fleets  undement 
a  succession  of  disasters  in  the  seas  of  Europe  and 
America. 

In  the  meantime  conquests  equalling  in  rapidity, 
and  far  surpassing  in  magnitude,  those  of  Cortes  and 
Pizarro,  had  been  achieved  in  the  East.  In  the  space 
of  three  years  the  English  had  founded  a  mighty 
empire.  The  French  had  been  defeated  in  every 
part  of  India.  Chandernagore  had  surrendered  to 
Clive,  Pondicherry  to  Coote.  Throughout  Bengal, 
Bahar,  Orissa,  and  the  Carnatic,  the  authority  of  the 
East  India  Company  was  more  absolute  than  that  of 
Acbar  or  Aurungzebe  had  ever  been. 

On  the  Continent  of  Europe  the  odds  were  against 
England.  We  had  but  one  important  ally,  the  King 
of  Prussia;  and  he  was  attacked,  not  only  by  France, 
but  also  by  Russia  and  Austria.  Yet  even  on  the 
Continent  the  energy  of  Pitt  triumphed  over  all 
difficulties.  Vehemently  as  he  had  condemned  the 
practice  of  subsidising  foreign  princes,  he  now  carried 
that  practice  farther  than  Carteret  himself  would 
have  ventured  to  do.  The  active  and  able  Sovereign 
of  Prussia  received  such  pecuniary  assistance  as 
enabled  him  to  maintain  the  conflict  on  equal  terms 
against  his  powerful  enemies.  On  no  subject  had 
Pitt  ever  spoken  with  so  much  eloquence  and  ardour 
as  on  the  mischiefs  of  the  Hanoverian  connexion. 
He  now  declared,  not  without  much  show  of  reason, 
that  it  would  be  unworthy  of  the  English  people  to 
suffer  their  King  to  be  deprived  of  his  electoral 
dominions  in  an  English  quarrel.  He  assured  his 
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countrymen  that  they  should  be  no  losers,  and  that 
he  would  conquer  America  for  them  in  Germany. 
By  taking  this  line  he  conciliated  the  King,  and  lost 
no  part  of  his  influence  with  the  nation.  In  Parlia¬ 
ment,  such  was  the  ascendency  which  his  eloquence, 
his  success,  his  high  situation,  his  pride,  and  his  in¬ 
trepidity  had  obtained  for  him,  that  he  took  liberties 
with  the  House  of  which  there  had  been  no  example, 
and  which  have  never  since  been  imitated.  No 
orator  could  there  venture  to  reproach  him  with 
inconsistency.  One  unfortunate  man  made  the  at¬ 
tempt,  and  was  so  much  disconcerted  by  the  scornful 
demeanour  of  the  Minister  that  he  stammered,  stopped, 
and  sat  down.  Even  the  old  Tory  country  gentle¬ 
men,  to  whom  the  very  name  of  Hanover  had  been 
odious,  gave  their  hearty  Ayes  to  subsidy  after  sub¬ 
sidy.  In  a  lively  contemporary  satire,  much  more 
lively  indeed  than  delicate,  this  remarkable  conversion 
is  not  unhappily  described. 

M  No  more  they  make  a  fiddle-faddle 
About  a  Hessian  horse  or  saddle. 

No  more  of  continental  measures  ; 

No  more  of  wasting  British  treasures. 

Ten  millions,  and  a  vote  of  credit, 

’Tis  right.  He  can’t  be  wrong  who  did  it.” 

The  success  of  Pitt’s  continental  measures  was 
such  as  might  have  been  expected  from  their  vigour. 
When  he  came  into  power,  Hanover  was  in  imminent 
danger ;  and  before  he  had  been  in  office  three 
months,  the  whole  electorate  was  in  the  hands  of 
France.  But  the  face  of  affairs  was  speedily  changed. 
The  invaders  were  driven  out.  An  army,  partly 
English,  partly  Hanoverian,  partly  composed  of 
soldiers  furnished  by  the  petty  princes  of  Germany, 
was  placed  under  the  command  of  Prince  Ferdinand 
of  Brunswick.  The  French  were  beaten  in  1758  at 
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Crevelt.  In  1759  they  received  a  still  more  complete 
and  humiliating  defeat  at  Minden. 

In  the  meantime,  the  nation  exhibited  all  the 
signs  of  wealth  and  prosperity.  The  merchants  of 
London  had  never  been  more  thriving.  The  import¬ 
ance  of  several  great  commercial  and  manufacturing 
towns,  of  Glasgow  in  particular,  dates  from  this 
period.  The  fine  inscription  on  the  monument  of 
Lord  Chatham  in  Guildhall  records  the  general 
opinion  of  the  citizens  of  London,  that  under  his 
administration  commerce  has  been  “  united  with  and 
made  to  flourish  by  war.” 

It  must  be  owned  that  these  signs  of  prosperity 
were  in  some  degree  delusive.  It  must  be  owned  that 
some  of  our  conquests  were  rather  splendid  than 
useful.  It  must  be  owned  that  the  expense  of  the 
war  never  entered  into  Pitt’s  consideration.  Perhaps 
it  would  be  more  correct  to  say  that  the  cost  of  his 
victories  increased  the  pleasure  with  which  he  con¬ 
templated  them.  Unlike  other  men  in  his  situation, 
he  loved  to  exaggerate  the  sums  which  the  nation 
was  laying  out  under  his  direction.  He  was  proud  of 
the  sacrifices  and  efforts  which  his  eloquence  and  his 
success  had  induced  his  countrymen  to  make.  The 
price  at  which  he  purchased  faithful  service  and 
complete  victory,  though  far  smaller  than  that  which 
his  son,  the  most  profuse  and  incapable  of  war 
ministers,  paid  for  treachery,  defeat,  and  shame,  was 
long  and  severely  felt  by  the  nation. 

Even  as  a  war  minister,  Pitt  is  scarcely  entitled 
to  all  the  praise  which  his  contemporaries  lavished 
on  him.  We,  perhaps  from  ignorance,  cannot  discern 
in  his  arrangements  any  appearance  of  profound  or 
dexterous  combination.  Several  of  his  expeditions, 
particularly  those  which  were  sent  to  the  coast  of 
France,  were  at  once  costly  and  absurd.  Our  Indian 
conquests,  though  they  add  to  the  splendour  of  the 
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period  during  which  he  was  at  the  head  of  affairs, 
were  not  planned  by  him.  He  had  undoubtedly 
great  energy,  great  determination,  great  means  at 
his  command.  His  temper  was  enterprising ;  and, 
situated  as  he  was,  he  had  only  to  follow  his  temper. 
The  wealth  of  a  rich  nation,  the  valour  of  a  brave 
nation,  were  ready  to  support  him  in  every  attempt. 

In  one  respect,  however,  he  deserved  all  the  praise 
that  he  has  ever  received.  The  success  of  our  arms 
was  perhaps  owing  less  to  the  skill  of  his  dispositions 
than  to  the  national  resources  and  the  national  spirit. 
But  that  the  national  spirit  rose  to  the  emergency, 
that  the  national  resources  were  contributed  with 
unexampled  cheerfulness,  this  was  undoubtedly  his 
work.  The  ardour  of  his  soul  had  set  the  whole 
kingdom  on  fire.  It  inflamed  every  soldier  who 
dragged  the  cannon  up  the  heights  of  Quebec,  and 
every  sailor  who  boarded  the  French  ships  among 
the  rocks  of  Britanny.  The  Minister,  before  he  had 
been  long  in  office,  had  imparted  to  the  commanders 
whom  he  employed  his  own  impetuous,  adventurous, 
and  defying  character.  They,  like  him,  were  disposed 
to  risk  every  thing,  to  play  double  or  quits  to  the  last, 
to  think  nothing  done  while  any  thing  remained 
undone,  to  fail  rather  than  not  to  attempt.  For  the 
errors  of  rashness  there  might  be  indulgence.  For 
over-caution,  for  faults  like  those  of  Lord  George 
Sackville,  there  was  no  mercy.  In  other  times,  and 
against  other  enemies,  this  mode  of  warfare  might 
have  failed.  But  the  state  of  the  French  government 
and  of  the  French  nation  gave  every  advantage  to 
Pitt.  The  fops  and  intriguers  of  Versailles  were 
appalled  and  bewildered  by  his  vigour.  A  panic 
spread  through  all  ranks  of  society.  Our  enemies 
soon  considered  it  as  a  settled  thing  that  they  were 
always  to  be  beaten.  Thus  victory  begot  victory  ; 
till,  at  last,  wherever  the  forces  of  the  two  nations 
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met,  they  met  with  disdainful  confidence  on  one  side, 
and  with  a  craven  fear  on  the  other. 

The  situation  which  Pitt  occupied  at  the  close  of 
the  reign  of  George  the  Second  was  the  most  enviable 
ever  occupied  by  any  public  man  in  English  history. 
He  had  conciliated  the  King  ;  he  domineered  over  the 
House  of  Commons  ;  he  was  adored  by  the  people  ; 
he  was  admired  by  all  Europe.  He  was  the  first 
Englishman  of  his  time  ;  and  he  had  made  England 
the  first  country  in  the  world.  The  Great  Commoner, 
the  name  by  which  he  was  often  designated,  might 
look  down  with  scorn  on  coronets  and  garters.  The 
nation  was  drunk  with  joy  and  pride.  The  Parlia¬ 
ment  was  as  quiet  as  it  had  been  under  Pelham. 
The  old  party  distinctions  were  almost  effaced  ;  nor 
was  their  place  yet  supplied  by  distinctions  of  a  still 
more  important  kind.  A  new  generation  of  country 
squires  and  rectors  had  arisen  who  knew  not  the 
Stuarts.  The  Dissenters  were  tolerated  ;  the  Catholics 
not  cruelly  persecuted.  The  Church  was  drowsy  and 
indulgent.  The  great  civil  and  religious  conflict 
which  began  at  the  Reformation  seemed  to  have 
terminated  in  universal  repose.  Whigs  and  Tories, 
Churchmen  and  Puritans,  spoke  with  equal  reverence 
of  the  constitution,  and  with  equal  enthusiasm  of  the 
talents,  virtues,  and  services  of  the  Minister. 

A  few  years  sufficed  to  change  the  whole  aspect 
of  affairs.  A  nation  convulsed  by  faction,  a  throne 
assailed  by  the  fiercest  invective,  a  House  of  Commons 
hated  and  despised  by  the  nation,  England  set  against 
Scotland,  Britain  set  against  America,  a  rival  legis¬ 
lature  sitting  beyond  the  Atlantic,  English  blood  shed 
by  English  bayonets,  our  armies  capitulating,  our 
conquests  wrested  from  us,  our  enemies  hastening  to 
take  vengeance  for  past  humiliation,  our  flag  scarcely 
able  to  maintain  itself  in  our  own  seas,  such  was  the 
spectacle  which  Pitt  lived  to  see.  But  the  history  of 
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this  great  revolution  requires  far  more  space  than  we 
can  at  present  bestow.  We  leave  the  Great  Commoner 
in  the  zenith  of  his  glory.  It  is  not  impossible  that 
we  may  take  some  other  opportunity  of  tracing  his 
life  to  its  melancholy,  yet  not  inglorious  close. 
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SIR  JAMES  MACKINTOSH.  (July,  1835.) 

History  of  the  Revolution  in  England ,  in  1688.  Comprising 
a  View  of  the  Reign  of  James  the  Second,  from  his  Ac¬ 
cession  to  the  Enterprise  of  the  Prince  of  Orange,  by  the 
late  Right  Honourable  Sir  James  Mackintosh  ;  and 
completed  to  the  Settlement  of  the  Crown,  by  the  Editor. 
To  which  is  prefixed,  a  Notice  of  the  Life ,  Writings, 
and  Speeches  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh.  4to.  London  : 
1834.' 

IT  is  with  unfeigned  diffidence  that  we  venture  to 
give  our  opinion  of  the  last  work  of  Sir  James 
Mackintosh.  We  have  in  vain  tried  to  perform  what 
ought  to  be  to  a  critic  an  easy  and  habitual  act.  We 
have  in  vain  tried  to  separate  the  book  from  the  writer, 
and  to  judge  of  it  as  if  it  bore  some  unknown  name. 
But  it  is  to  no  purpose.  All  the  lines  of  that  vener- 

1  In  this  review,  as  it  originally  stood,  the  editor  of  the  History  of 
the  Revolution  was  attacked  with  an  asperity  which  neither  literary 
defects  nor  speculative  differences  can  justify,  and  which  ought  to  be 
reserved  for  offences  against  the  laws  of  morality  and  honour.  The 
reviewer  was  not  actuated  by  any  feeling  of  personal  malevolence  :  for 
when  he  wrote  this  paper  in  a  distant  country,  he  did  not  know,  or 
even  guess,  whom  he  was  assailing.  His  only  motive  was  regard  for 
the  memory  of  an  eminent  man  whom  he  loved  and  honoured,  and  who 
appeared  to  him  to  have  been  unworthily  treated. 

The  editor  is  now  dead  ;  and,  while  living,  declared  that  he  had 
been  misunderstood,  and  that  he  had  written  in  no  spirit  of  enmity  to 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  for  whom  he  professed  the  highest  respect. 

Many  passages  have  therefore  been  softened,  and  some  wholly 
omitted.  The  severe  censure  passed  on  the  literary  execution  of  the 
Memoir  and  the  Continuation  could  not  be  retracted  without  a  violation 
of  truth.  But  whatever  could  be  construed  into  an  imputation  on  the 
moral  character  of  the  editor  has  been  carefully  expunged. 
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able  countenance  are  before  us.  All  the  little  peculiar 
cadences  of  that  voice  from  which  scholars  and  states¬ 
men  loved  to  receive  the  lessons  of  a  serene  and 
benevolent  wisdom  are  in  our  ears.  We  will  attempt  to 
preserve  strict  impartiality.  But  we  are  not  ashamed 
to  own  that  we  approach  this  relic  of  a  virtuous  and 
most  accomplished  man  with  feelings  of  respect  and 
gratitude  which  may  possibly  pervert  our  judgment. 

It  is  hardly  possible  to  avoid  instituting  a 
comparison  between  this  work  and  another  cele¬ 
brated  Fragment.  Our  readers  will  easily  guess  that 
we  allude  to  Mr.  Fox’s  History  of  James  the  Second. 
The  two  books  relate  to  the  same  subject.  Both  were 
posthumously  published.  Neither  had  received  the 
last  corrections.  The  authors  belonged  to  the  same 
political  party,  and  held  the  same  opinions  concerning 
the  merits  and  defects  of  the  English  constitution, 
and  concerning  most  of  the  prominent  characters 
and  events  in  English  history.  Both  had  thought 
much  on  the  principles  of  government ;  yet  they 
were  not  mere  speculators.  Both  had  ransacked  the 
archives  of  rival  kingdoms,  and  pored  on  folios  which 
had  mouldered  for  ages  in  deserted  libraries  ;  yet 
they  were  not  mere  antiquaries.  They  had  one  emi¬ 
nent  qualification  for  writing  history  :  they  had  spoken 
history,  acted  history,  lived  history.  The  turns  of 
political  fortune,  the  ebb  and  flow  of  popular  feeling, 
the  hidden  mechanism  by  which  parties  are  moved, 
all  these  things  were  the  subjects  of  their  constant 
thought  and  of  their  most  familiar  conversation. 
Gibbon  has  remarked  that  he  owed  part  of  his  suc¬ 
cess  as  a  historian  to  the  observations  which  he  had 
made  as  an  officer  in  the  militia  and  as  a  member  of 
the  House  of  Commons.  The  remark  is  most  just. 
We  have  not  the  smallest  doubt  that  his  campaign, 
though  he  never  saw  an  enemy,  and  his  parliamentary 
attendance,  though  he  never  made  a  speech,  were  of 
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far  more  use  to  him  than  years  of  retirement  and 
study  would  have  been.  If  the  time  that  he  spent 
on  parade  and  at  mess  in  Hampshire,  or  on  the 
Treasury  bench  and  at  Brookes ’s  during  the  storms 
which  overthrew  Lord  North  and  Lord  Shelburne, 
had  been  passed  in  the  Bodleian  Library,  he  might 
have  avoided  some  inaccuracies  ;  he  might  have  en¬ 
riched  his  notes  with  a  greater  number  of  references  ; 
but  he  would  never  have  produced  so  lively  a  picture 
of  the  court,  the  camp,  and  the  senate-house.  In  this 
respect  Mr.  Fox  and  Sir  James  Mackintosh  had  great 
advantages  over  almost  every  English  historian  who 
has  written  since  the  time  of  Burnet.  Lord  Lyttelton 
had  indeed  the  same  advantages  ;  but  he  was  in¬ 
capable  of  using  them.  Pedantry  was  so  deeply 
fixed  in  his  nature  that  the  hustings,  the  Treasury, 
the  Exchequer,  the  House  of  Commons,  the  House  of 
Lords,  left  him  the  same  dreaming  schoolboy  that 
they  found  him. 

When  we  compare  the  two  interesting  works  of 
which  we  have  been  speaking,  we  have  little  difficulty 
in  giving  the  preference  to  that  of  Sir  James  Mackin¬ 
tosh.  Indeed  the  superiority  of  Mr.  Fox  to  Sir  James 
as  an  orator  is  hardly  more  clear  than  the  superiority 
of  Sir  James  to  Mr.  Fox  as  a  historian.  Mr.  Fox 
with  a  pen  in  his  hand,  and  Sir  James  on  his  legs  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  were,  we  think,  each  out  of 
his  proper  element.  They  were  men,  it  is  true,  of  far 
too  much  judgment  and  ability  to  fail  scandalously  in 
any  undertaking  to  which  they  brought  the  whole 
power  of  their  minds.  The  History  of  James  the 
Second  will  always  keep  its  place  in  our  libraries  as  a 
valuable  book  ;  and  Sir  James  Mackintosh  succeeded 
in  winning  and  maintaining  a  high  place  among  the 
parliamentary  speakers  of  his  time.  Yet  we  could 
never  read  a  page  of  Mr.  Fox’s  writing,  we  could 
never  listen  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  the  speaking  of 
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Sir  James,  without  feeling  that  there  was  a  constant 
effort,  a  tug  up  a  hill.  Nature,  or  habit  which  had 
become  nature,  asserted  its  rights.  Mr.  Fox  wrote 
debates.  Sir  James  Mackintosh  spoke  essays. 

As  far  as  mere  diction  was  concerned,  indeed,  Mr. 
Fox  did  his  best  to  avoid  those  faults  which  the  habit 
of  public  speaking  is  likely  to  generate.  He  was  so 
nervously  apprehensive  of  sliding  into  some  colloquial 
incorrectness,  of  debasing  his  style  by  a  mixture  of 
parliamentary  slang,  that  he  ran  into  the  opposite 
error,  and  purified  his  vocabulary  with  a  scrupulosity 
unknown  to  any  purist.  “  Ciceronem  Allobroga  dixit.” 
He  would  not  allow  Addison,  Bolingbroke,  or  Middle- 
ton  to  be  a  sufficient  authority  for  an  expression. 
He  declared  that  he  would  use  no  word  which  was 
not  to  be  found  in  Dryden.  In  any  other  person  we 
should  have  called  this  solicitude  mere  foppery  ;  and, 
in  spite  of  all  our  admiration  for  Mr.  Fox,  we  cannot 
but  think  that  his  extreme  attention  to  the  petty 
niceties  of  language  was  hardly  worthy  of  so  manly 
and  so  capacious  an  understanding.  There  were 
purists  of  this  kind  at  Rome  ;  and  their  fastidiousness 
was  censured  by  Horace,  with  that  perfect  good  sense 
and  good  taste  which  characterize  all  his  writings. 
There  were  purists  of  this  kind  at  the  time  of  the 
revival  of  letters  ;  and  the  two  greatest  scholars  of 
that  time  raised  their  voices,  the  one  from  within,  the 
other  from  without  the  Alps,  against  a  scrupulosity  so 
unreasonable.  “  Carent,”  said  Politian,  “  quas  scribunt 
isti  viribus  et  vita,  carent  actu,  carent  effectu,  carent 

indole . Nisi  liber  ille  praesto  sit  ex  quo  quid 

excerpant,  colligere  tria  verba  non  possunt . 

Horum  semper  igitur  oratio  tremula,  vacillans,  infirma. 

.  .  .  .  Quaeso  ne  ista  superstitione  te  alliges . 

Ut  bene  currere  non  potest  qui  pedem  ponere  studet 
in  alienis  tantum  vestigiis,  ita  nec  bene  scribere 
qui  tanquam  de  praescripto  non  audet  egredi.” — 
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“  Posthac,”  exclaims  Erasmus,  “  non  licebit  episcopos 
appellare  patres  reverendos,  nec  in  calce  literarum 
scribere  annum  a  Christo  nato,  quod  id  nusquam 
faciat  Cicero.  Quid  autem  ineptius  quam,  toto  seculo 
novato,  religione,  imperiis,  magistratibus,  locorum 
vocabulis,  sedificiis,  cultu,  moribus,  non  aliter  audere 
loqui  quam  locutus  est  Cicero  ?  Si  revivisceret  ipse 
Cicero,  rideret  hoc  Ciceronianorum  genus.” 

While  Mr.  Fox  winnowed  and  sifted  his  phrase¬ 
ology  with  a  care  which  seems  hardly  consistent  with 
the  simplicity  and  elevation  of  his  mind,  and  of 
which  the  effect  really  was  to  debase  and  enfeeble 
his  style,  he  was  little  on  his  guard  against  those 
more  serious  improprieties  of  manner  into  which 
a  great  orator  who  undertakes  to  write  history  is  in 
danger  of  falling.  There  is  about  the  whole  book  a 
vehement,  contentious,  replying  manner.  Almost 
every  argument  is  put  in  the  form  of  an  interrogation, 
an  ejaculation,  or  a  sarcasm.  The  writer  seems  to 
be  addressing  himself  to  some  imaginary  audience, 
to  be  tearing  in  pieces  a  defence  of  the  Stuarts  which 
has  just  been  pronounced  by  an  imaginary  Tory. 
Take,  for  example,  his  answer  to  Hume’s  remarks 
on  the  execution  of  Sydney  ;  and  substitute  “  the 
honourable  gentleman  ”  or  “  the  noble  Lord  ”  for  the 
name  of  Hume.  The  whole  passage  sounds  like  a 
powerful  reply,  thundered  at  three  in  the  morning 
from  the  Opposition  Bench.  While  we  read  it,  we 
can  almost  fancy  that  we  see  and  hear  the  great 
English  debater,  such  as  he  has  been  described  to  us 
by  the  few  who  can  still  remember  the  Westminster 
scrutiny  and  the  Oczakow  Negotiations,  in  the  full 
paroxysm  of  inspiration,  foaming,  screaming,  choked 
by  the  rushing  multitude  of  his  words. 

It  is  true  that  the  passage  to  which  we  have 
referred,  and  several  other  passages  which  we  could 
point  out,  are  admirable,  when  considered  merely  as 


History  of  the  Revolution  421 

exhibitions  of  mental  power.  We  at  once  recognise 
in  them  that  consummate  master  of  the  whole  art  of 
intellectual  gladiatorship,  whose  speeches,  imperfectly 
as  they  have  been  transmitted  to  us,  should  be 
studied  day  and  night  by  every  man  who  wishes  to 
learn  the  science  of  logical  defence.  We  find  in 
several  parts  of  the  History  of  James  the  Second 
fine  specimens  of  that  which  we  conceive  to  have 
been  the  great  characteristic  of  Demosthenes  among 
the  Greeks,  and  of  Fox  among  the  orators  of  Eng¬ 
land,  reason  penetrated,  and,  if  we  may  venture  on 
the  expression,  made  red  hot  by  passion.  But  this 
is  not  the  kind  of  excellence  proper  to  history  ;  and 
it  is  hardly  too  much  to  say  that  whatever  is  strik- 
ingly  good  in  Mr.  Fox’s  Fragment  is  out  of  place. 

With  Sir  James  Mackintosh  the  case  was  reversed. 
His  proper  place  was  his  library,  a  circle  of  men  of 
letters,  or  a  chair  of  moral  and  political  philosophy. 
He  distinguished  himself  highly  in  Parliament.  But 
nevertheless  Parliament  was  not  exactly  the  sphere 
for  him.  The  effect  of  his  most  successful  speeches 
was  small  when  compared  with  the  quantity  of  ability 
and  learning  which  was  expended  on  them.  We 
could  easily  name  men  who,  not  possessing  a  tenth 
part  of  his  intellectual  powers,  hardly  ever  addressed 
the  House  of  Commons  without  producing  a  greater 
impression  than  was  produced  by  his  most  splendid 
and  elaborate  orations.  His  luminous  and  philo¬ 
sophical  disquisition  on  the  Reform  Bill  was  spoken 
to  empty  benches.  Those,  indeed,  who  had  the  wit 
to  keep  their  seats,  picked  up  hints  which,  skilfully 
used,  made  the  fortune  of  more  than  one  speech. 
“  But  it  was  caviare  to  the  general.”  And  even 
those  who  listened  to  Sir  James  with  pleasure  and 
admiration  could  not  but  acknowledge  that  he  rather 
lectured  than  debated.  An  artist  who  should  waste 
on  a  panorama,  on  a  scene,  or  on  a  transparency,  the 
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exquisite  finishing  which  we  admire  in  some  of  the 
small  Dutch  interiors,  would  not  squander  his  powers 
more  than  this  eminent  man  too  often  did.  His 
audience  resembled  the  boy  in  the  Heart  of  Mid- 
Lothian,  who  pushes  away  the  lady’s  guineas  with 
contempt,  and  insists  on  having  the  white  money. 
They  preferred  the  silver  with  which  they  were 
familiar,  and  which  they  were  constantly  passing 
about  from  hand  to  hand,  to  the  gold  which  they  had 
never  before  seen,  and  with  the  value  of  which  they 
were  unacquainted. 

It  is  much  to  be  regretted,  we  think,  that  Sir 
James  Mackintosh  did  not  wholly  devote  his  later 
years  to  philosophy  and  literature.  His  talents  were 
not  those  which  enable  a  speaker  to  produce  with 
rapidity  a  series  of  striking  but  transitory  impressions, 
and  to  excite  the  minds  of  five  hundred  gentlemen 
at  midnight,  without  saying  any  thing  that  any  one 
of  them  will  be  able  to  remember  in  the  morning. 
His  arguments  were  of  a  very  different  texture  from 
those  which  are  produced  in  Parliament  at  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  notice,  which  puzzle  a  plain  man  who,  if  he 
had  them  before  him  in  writing,  would  soon  detect 
their  fallacy,  and  which  the  great  debater  who  em¬ 
ploys  them  forgets  within  half  an  hour,  and  never 
thinks  of  again.  Whatever  was  valuable  in  the  com¬ 
positions  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh  was  the  ripe  fruit 
of  study  and  of  meditation.  It  was  the  same  with  his 
conversation.  In  his  most  familiar  talk  there  was  no 
wildness,  no  inconsistency,  no  amusing  nonsense,  no 
exaggeration  for  the  sake  of  momentary  effect  His 
mind  was  a  vast  magazine,  admirably  arranged. 
Every  thing  was  there  ;  and  every  thing  was  in  its 
place.  His  judgments  on  men,  on  sects,  on  books, 
had  been  often  and  carefully  tested  and  weighed, 
and  had  then  been  committed,  each  to  his  proper 
receptacle,  in  the  most  capacious  and  accurately 
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constructed  memory  that  any  human  being  ever 
possessed.  It  would  have  been  strange  indeed  if  you 
had  asked  for  any  thing  that  was  not  to  be  found  in 
that  immense  storehouse.  The  article  which  you 
required  was  not  only  there.  It  was  ready.  It  was 
in  its  own  proper  compartment.  In  a  moment  it 
was  brought  down,  unpacked,  and  displayed.  If 
those  who  enjoyed  the  privilege — for  a  privilege 
indeed  it  was — of  listening  to  Sir  James  Mackintosh, 
had  been  disposed  to  find  some  fault  in  his  conversa¬ 
tion,  they  might  perhaps  have  observed  that  he 
yielded  too  little  to  the  impulse  of  the  moment. 
He  seemed  to  be  recollecting,  not  creating.  He 
never  appeared  to  catch  a  sudden  glimpse  of  a 
subject  in  a  new  light.  You  never  saw  his  opinions 
in  the  making,  still  rude,  still  inconsistent,  and  re¬ 
quiring  to  be  fashioned  by  thought  and  discussion. 
They  came  forth,  like  the  pillars  of  that  temple 
in  which  no  sound  of  axes  or  hammers  was  heard, 
finished,  rounded,  and  exactly  suited  to  their  places. 
What  Mr.  Charles  Lamb  has  said,  with  much  humour 
and  some  truth,  of  the  conversation  of  Scotchmen  in 
general,  was  certainly  true  of  this  eminent  Scotchman. 
He  did  not  find,  but  bring.  You  could  not  cry 
halves  to  any  thing  that  turned  up  while  you  were  in 
his  company. 

The  intellectual  and  moral  qualities  which  are 
most  important  in  a  historian,  he  possessed  in  a  very 
high  degree.  He  was  singularly  mild,  calm,  and  im¬ 
partial  in  his  judgments  of  men,  and  of  parties. 
Almost  all  the  distinguished  writers  who  have  treated 
of  English  history  are  advocates.  Mr.  Hallam  and 
Sir  James  Mackintosh  alone  are  entitled  to  be  called 
judges.  But  the  extreme  austerity  of  Mr.  Hallam 
takes  away  something  from  the  pleasure  of  reading 
his  learned,  eloquent,  and  judicious  writings.  He  is  a 
judge,  but  a  hanging  judge,  the  Page  or  Buller  of 
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the  High  Court  of  Literary  Justice.  His  black  cap  is 
in  constant  requisition.  In  the  long  calendar  of  those 
whom  he  has  tried,  there  is  hardly  one  who  has  not, 
in  spite  of  evidence  to  character  and  recommenda¬ 
tions  to  mercy,  been  sentenced  and  left  for  execution. 
Sir  James,  perhaps,  erred  a  little  on  the  other  side. 
He  liked  a  maiden  assize,  and  came  away  with  white 
gloves,  after  sitting  in  judgment  on  batches  of  the 
most  notorious  offenders.  He  had  a  quick  eye  for 
the  redeeming  parts  of  a  character,  and  a  large  tolera¬ 
tion  for  the  infirmities  of  men  exposed  to  strong 
temptations.  But  this  lenity  did  not  arise  from 
ignorance  or  neglect  of  moral  distinctions.  Though 
he  allowed  perhaps  too  much  weight  to  every  ex¬ 
tenuating  circumstance  that  could  be  urged  in  favour 
of  the  transgressor,  he  never  disputed  the  authority 
of  the  law,  or  showed  his  ingenuity  by  refining  away 
its  enactments.  On  every  occasion  he  showed  him¬ 
self  firm  where  principles  were  in  question,  but  full 
of  charity  towards  individuals. 

We  have  no  hesitation  in  pronouncing  this  Frag¬ 
ment  decidedly  the  best  history  now  extant  of  the 
reign  of  James  the  Second.  It  contains  much  new 
and  curious  information,  of  which  excellent  use  has 
been  made.  But  we  are  not  sure  that  the  book  is 
not  in  some  degree  open  to  the  charge  which  the  idle 
citizen  in  the  Spectator  brought  against  his  pudding ; 
“  Mem.  too  many  plums,  and  no  suet.”  There  is 
perhaps  too  much  disquisition  and  too  little  narrative  ; 
and  indeed  this  is  the  fault  into  which,  judging  from 
the  habits  of  Sir  James’s  mind,  we  should  have  thought 
him  most  likely  to  fall.  What  we  assuredly  did  not 
anticipate  was,  that  the  narrative  would  be  better 
executed  than  the  disquisitions.  We  expected  to 
find,  and  we  have  found,  many  just  delineations  of 
character,  and  many  digressions  full  of  interest,  such 
as  the  account  of  the  order  of  Jesuits,  and  of  the  state 
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of  prison  discipline  in  England  a  hundred  and  fifty 
years  ago.  We  expected  to  find,  and  we  have  found, 
many  reflections  breathing  the  spirit  of  a  calm  and 
benignant  philosophy.  But  we  did  not,  we  own, 
expect  to  find  that  Sir  James  could  tell  a  story  as 
well  as  Voltaire  or  Hume.  Yet  such  is  the  fact ; 
and  if  any  person  doubts  it,  we  would  advise  him  to 
read  the  account  of  the  events  which  followed  the 
issuing  of  King  James’s  declaration,  the  meeting  of 
the  clergy,  the  violent  scene  at  the  privy  council,  the 
commitment,  trial,  and  acquittal  of  the  Bishops.  The 
most  superficial  reader  must  be  charmed,  we  think, 
by  the  liveliness  of  the  narrative.  But  no  person  who 
is  not  acquainted  with  that  vast  mass  of  intractable 
materials  of  which  the  valuable  and  interesting  part 
has  been  extracted  and  condensed  can  fully  appreciate 
the  skill  of  the  writer.  Here,  and  indeed  throughout 
the  book,  we  find  many  harsh  and  careless  expres¬ 
sions  which  the  author  would  probably  have  removed 
if  he  had  lived  to  complete  his  work.  But,  in  spite 
of  these  blemishes,  we  must  say  that  we  should  find 
it  difficult  to  point  out,  in  any  modern  history,  any 
passage  of  equal  length  and  at  the  same  time  of 
equal  merit.  We  find  in  it  the  diligence,  the  ac¬ 
curacy,  and  the  judgment  of  Hallam,  united  to  the 
vivacity  and  the  colouring  of  Southey.  A  history  of 
England,  written  throughout  in  this  manner,  would 
be  the  most  fascinating  book  in  the  language.  It 
would  be  more  in  request  at  the  circulating  libraries 
than  the  last  novel. 

Sir  James  was  not,  we  think,  gifted  with  poetical 
imagination.  But  that  lower  kind  of  imagination 
which  is  necessary  to  the  historian  he  had  in  large 
measure.  It  is  not  the  business  of  the  historian  to 
create  new  worlds  and  to  people  them  with  new  races 
of  beings.  He  is  to  Homer  and  Shakspeare,  to 
Dante  and  Milton,  what  Nollekens  was  to  Canova, 
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or  Lawrence  to  Michael  Angelo.  The  object  of  the 
historian’s  imitation  is  not  within  him  ;  it  is  furnished 
from  without.  It  is  not  a  vision  of  beauty  and 
grandeur  discernible  only  by  the  eye  of  his  own 
mind,  but  a  real  model  which  he  did  not  make,  and 
which  he  cannot  alter.  Yet  his  is  not  a  mere 
mechanical  imitation.  The  triumph  of  his  skill  is  to 
select  such  parts  as  may  produce  the  effect  of  the 
whole,  to  bring  out  strongly  all  the  characteristic 
features,  and  to  throw  the  light  and  shade  in  such  a 
manner  as  may  heighten  the  effect.  This  skill,  as 
far  as  we  can  judge  from  the  unfinished  work  now 
before  us,  Sir  James  Mackintosh  possessed  in  an 
eminent  degree. 

The  style  of  this  Fragment  is  weighty,  manly, 
and  unaffected.  There  are,  as  we  have  said,  some 
expressions  which  seem  to  us  harsh,  and  some  which 
we  think  inaccurate.  These  would  probably  have 
been  corrected,  if  Sir  James  had  lived  to  superintend 
the  publication.  We  ought  to  add  that  the  printer 
has  by  no  means  done  his  duty.  One  misprint  in 
particular  is  so  serious  as  to  require  notice.  Sir 
James  Mackintosh  has  paid  a  high  and  just  tribute 
to  the  genius,  the  integrity,  and  the  courage  of  a 
good  and  great  man,  a  distinguished  ornament  of 
English  literature,  a  fearless  champion  of  English 
liberty,  Thomas  Burnet,  Master  of  the  Charter- House, 
and  author  of  that  most  eloquent  and  imaginative 
work,  the  Telluris  Theoria  Sacra.  Wherever  the 
name  of  this  celebrated  man  occurs,  it  is  printed 
“  Bennet,”  both  in  the  text  and  in  the  index.  This 
cannot  be  mere  negligence.  It  is  plain  that  Thomas 
Burnet  and  his  writings  were  never  heard  of  by 
the  gentleman  who  has  been  employed  to  edite 
this  volume,  and  who,  not  content  with  deforming 
Sir  James  Mackintosh’s  text  by  such  blunders,  has 
prefixed  to  it  a  bad  Memoir,  has  appended  to  it  a  bad 
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Continuation,  and  has  thus  succeeded  in  expanding 
the  volume  into  one  of  the  thickest,  and  debasing  it 
into  one  of  the  worst  that  we  ever  saw.  Never  did 
we  fall  in  with  so  admirable  an  illustration  of  the  old 
Greek  proverb,  which  tells  us  that  half  is  sometimes 
more  than  the  whole.  Never  did  we  see  a  case  in 
which  the  increase  of  the  bulk  was  so  evidently  a 
diminution  of  the  value. 

Why  such  an  artist  was  selected  to  deface 
so  fine  a  Torso,  we  cannot  pretend  to  conjecture. 
We  read  that,  when  the  Consul  Mummius,  after 
the  taking  of  Corinth,  was  preparing  to  send  to 
Rome  some  works  of  the  greatest  Grecian  sculptors, 
he  told  the  packers  that  if  they  broke  his  Venus 
or  his  Apollo,  he  would  force  them  to  restore 
the  limbs  which  should  be  wanting.  A  head  by 
a  hewer  of  mile-stones  joined  to  a  bosom  by 
Praxiteles  would  not  surprise  or  shock  us  more  than 
this  supplement. 

The  Memoir  contains  much  that  is  worth  reading  ; 
for  it  contains  many  extracts  from  the  compositions 
of  Sir  James  Mackintosh.  But  when  we  pass  from 
what  the  biographer  has  done  with  his  scissors  to 
what  he  has  done  with  his  pen,  we  can  find  nothing 
to  praise  in  his  work.  Whatever  may  have  been  the 
intention  with  which  he  wrote,  the  tendency  of  his 
narrative  is  to  convey  the  impression  that  Sir  James 
Mackintosh,  from  interested  motives,  abandoned  the 
doctrines  of  the  Vindicice  Galliccz.  Had  such  charges 
appeared  in  their  natural  place,  we  should  leave  them 
to  their  natural  fate.  We  would  not  stoop  to  defend 
Sir  James  Mackintosh  from  the  attacks  of  fourth-rate 
magazines  and  pothouse  newspapers.  But  here  his 
own  fame  is  turned  against  him.  A  book  of  which 
not  one  copy  would  ever  have  been  bought  but  for 
his  name  in  the  titlepage  is  made  the  vehicle  of  the 
imputation.  Under  such  circumstances  we  cannot 
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help  exclaiming,  in  the  words  of  one  of  the  most 
amiable  of  Homer’s  heroes, 

“  Nvv  tlq  ivpeiT]£  UaTpoicXrjoQ  heiXolo 
M VTjtTuaOb) '  Tratnv  yap  kirioTaro  peiXi^og  eJvai 
Zu)6s  euiv '  vvv  S’  av  Qavarog  cat  MoTpa  Ki\ayu." 

We  have  no  difficulty  in  admitting  that,  during 
the  ten  or  twelve  years  which  followed  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  the  Vindicice  Gallicce,  the  opinions  of  Sir 
James  Mackintosh  underwent  some  change.  But 
did  this  change  pass  on  him  alone  ?  Was  it  not 
common?  Was  it  not  almost  universal?  Was  there 
one  honest  friend  of  liberty  in  Europe  or  in  America 
whose  ardour  had  not  been  damped,  whose  faith  in 
the  high  destinies  of  mankind  had  not  been  shaken  ? 
Was  there  one  observer  to  whom  the  French  Revolu¬ 
tion,  or  revolutions  in  general,  appeared  in  exactly 
the  same  light  on  the  day  when  the  Bastile  fell,  and 
on  the  day  when  the  Girondists  were  dragged  to  the 
scaffold,  the  day  when  the  Directory  shipped  off  their 
principal  opponents  for  Guiana,  or  the  day  when  the 
Legislative  Body  was  driven  from  its  hall  at  the  point 
of  the  bayonet  ?  We  do  not  speak  of  light-minded 
and  enthusiastic  people,  of  wits  like  Sheridan,  or 
poets  like  Alfieri  ;  but  of  the  most  virtuous  and 
intelligent  practical  statesmen,  and  of  the  deepest, 
the  calmest,  the  most  impartial  political  speculators 
of  that  time.  What  was  the  language  and  conduct 
of  Lord  Spencer,  of  Lord  Fitzwilliam,  of  Mr.  Grattan  ? 
What  is  the  tone  of  M.  Dumont’s  Memoirs,  written 
just  at  the  close  of  the  eighteenth  century?  What 
Tory  could  have  spoken  with  greater  disgust  and 
contempt  of  the  French  Revolution  and  its  authors  ? 
Nay,  this  writer,  a  republican,  and  the  most  upright 
and  zealous  of  republicans,  has  gone  so  far  as  to  say 
that  Mr.  Burke’s  work  on  the  Revolution  had  saved 
Europe.  The  name  of  M.  Dumont  naturally  suggests 
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that  of  Mr.  Bentham.  He,  we  presume,  was  not 
ratting  for  a  place  ;  and  what  language  did  he  hold 
at  that  time?  Look  at  his  little  treatise  entitled 
Sophismes  Anarchiques.  In  that  treatise  he  says, 
that  the  atrocities  of  the  Revolution  were  the  natural 
consequences  of  the  absurd  principles  on  which  it 
was  commenced  ;  that,  while  the  chiefs  of  the  con¬ 
stituent  assembly  gloried  in  the  thought  that  they 
were  pulling  down  aristocracy,  they  never  saw  that 
their  doctrines  tended  to  produce  an  evil  a  hundred 
times  more  formidable,  anarchy  ;  that  the  theory  laid 
down  in  the  Declaration  of  the  Rights  of  Man  had, 
in  a  great  measure,  produced  the  crimes  of  the  Reign 
of  Terror  ;  that  none  but  an  eyewitness  could  imagine 
the  horrors  of  a  state  of  society  in  which  comments 
on  that  Declaration  were  put  forth  by  men  with  no 
food  in  their  bellies,  with  rags  on  their  backs,  and 
pikes  in  their  hands.  He  praises  the  English  Parlia¬ 
ment  for  the  dislike  which  it  has  always  shown  to 
abstract  reasonings,  and  to  the  affirming  of  general 
principles.  In  M.  Dumont’s  preface  to  the  Treatise 
on  the  Principles  of  Legislation,  a  preface  written 
under  the  eye  of  Mr.  Bentham,  and  published  with 
his  sanction,  are  the  following  still  more  remarkable 
expressions :  “  M.  Bentham  est  bien  loin  d’attachei 
une  preference  exclusive  a  aucune  forme  de  gouverne- 
ment.  II  pense  que  la  meilleure  constitution  pour  un 

peuple  est  celle  a  laquelle  il  est  accoutume . 

Le  vice  fondamental  des  theories  sur  les  constitutions 
politiques,  c’est  de  commencer  par  attaquer  celles  qui 
existent,  et  d’exciter  tout  au  moins  des  inquietudes 
et  des  jalousies  de  pouvoir.  Une  telle  disposition 
n’est  point  favorable  au  perfectionnement  des  lois. 
La  seule  £poque  ou  Ton  puisse  entreprendre  avec 
succes  de  grandes  reformes  de  legislation,  est  celle 
ou  les  passions  publiques  sont  calmes,  et  ou  le  gou- 
vernement  jouit  de  la  stability  la  plus  grande.  L’objet 
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de  M.  Bentham,  en  cherchant  dans  le  vice  des  lois  la 
cause  de  la  plupart  des  maux,  a  ete  constamment 
d’^loigner  le  plus  grand  de  tous,  le  bouleversement  de 
l’autoritd,  les  revolutions  de  propri^te  et  de  pouvoir.” 

To  so  conservative  a  frame  of  mind  had  the 
excesses  of  the  French  Revolution  brought  the  most 
illustrious  reformers  of  that  time.  And  why  is  one 
person  to  be  singled  out  from  among  millions,  and 
arraigned  before  posterity  as  a  traitor  to  his  opinions, 
only  because  events  produced  on  him  the  effect  which 
they  produced  on  a  whole  generation  ?  People  who, 
like  Mr.  Brothers  in  the  last  generation,  and  Mr. 
Perceval  in  this,  have  been  favoured  with  revelations 
from  heaven,  may  be  quite  independent  of  the  vulgar 
sources  of  knowledge.  But  such  poor  creatures  as 
Mackintosh,  Dumont,  and  Bentham,  had  nothing  but 
observation  and  reason  to  guide  them  ;  and  they 
obeyed  the  guidance  of  observation  and  of  reason. 
How  is  it  in  physics?  A  traveller  falls  in  with  a 
berry  which  he  has  never  before  seen.  He  tastes  it, 
and  finds  it  sweet  and  refreshing.  He  praises  it,  and 
resolves  to  introduce  it  into  his  own  country.  But  in 
a  few  minutes  he  is  taken  violently  sick  ;  he  is  con¬ 
vulsed  ;  he  is  at  the  point  of  death.  He  of  course 
changes  his  opinion,  pronounces  this  delicious  food  a 
poison,  blames  his  own  folly  in  tasting  it,  and  cautions 
his  friends  against  it.  After  a  long  and  violent 
struggle  he  recovers,  and  finds  himself  much  ex¬ 
hausted  by  his  sufferings,  but  free  from  some  chronic 
complaints  which  had  been  the  torment  of  his  life. 
He  then  changes  his  opinion  again,  and  pronounces 
this  fruit  a  very  powerful  remedy,  which  ought  to  be 
employed  only  in  extreme  cases  and  with  great 
caution,  but  which  ought  not  to  be  absolutely  ex¬ 
cluded  from  the  Pharmacopoeia.  And  would  it  not 
be  the  height  of  absurdity  to  call  such  a  man  fickle 
and  inconsistent,  because  he  had  repeatedly  altered 
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his  judgment?  If  he  had  not  altered  his  judgment, 
would  he  have  been  a  rational  being  ?  It  was  exactly 
the  same  with  the  French  Revolution.  That  event 
was  a  new  phsenomenon  in  politics.  Nothing  that 
had  gone  before  enabled  any  person  to  judge  with 
certainty  of  the  course  which  affairs  might  take.  At 
first  the  effect  was  the  reform  of  great  abuses  ;  and 
honest  men  rejoiced.  Then  came  commotion,  pro¬ 
scription,  confiscation,  bankruptcy,  the  assignats,  the 
maximum,  civil  war,  foreign  war,  revolutionary  tri¬ 
bunals,  guillotinades,  noyades,  fusillades.  Yet  a  little 
while,  and  a  military  despotism  rose  out  of  the  con¬ 
fusion,  and  menaced  the  independence  of  every  state 
in  Europe.  And  yet  again  a  little  while,  and  the  old 
dynasty  returned,  followed  by  a  train  of  emigrants 
eager  to  restore  the  old  abuses.  We  have  now,  we 
think,  the  whole  before  us.  We  should  therefore  be 
justly  accused  of  levity  or  insincerity  if  our  language 
concerning  those  events  were  constantly  changing. 
It  is  our  deliberate  opinion  that  the  French  Revolu¬ 
tion,  in  spite  of  all  its  crimes  and  follies,  was  a  great 
blessing  to  mankind.  But  it  was  not  only  natural, 
but  inevitable,  that  those  who  had  only  seen  the  first 
act  should  be  ignorant  of  the  catastrophe,  and  should 
be  alternately  elated  and  depressed  as  the  plot  went 
on  disclosing  itself  to  them.  A  man  who  had  held 
exactly  the  same  opinion  about  the  Revolution  in 
1789,  in  1794,  in  1804,  in  1814,  and  in  1834,  would 
have  been  either  a  divinely  inspired  prophet,  or  an 
obstinate  fool.  Mackintosh  was  neither.  He  was 
simply  a  wise  and  good  man  ;  and  the  change  which 
passed  on  his  mind  was  a  change  which  passed  on 
the  mind  of  almost  every  wise  and  good  man  in 
Europe.  In  fact,  few  of  his  contemporaries  changed 
so  little.  The  rare  moderation  and  calmness  of  his 
temper  preserved  him  alike  from  extravagant  elation 
and  from  extravagant  despondency.  He  was  never 
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a  Jacobin.  He  was  never  an  Antijacobin.  His 
mind  oscillated  undoubtedly  ;  but  the  extreme  points 
of  the  oscillation  were  not  very  remote.  Herein  he 
differed  greatly  from  some  persons  of  distinguished 
talents  who  entered  into  life  at  nearly  the  same  time 
with  him.  Such  persons  we  have  seen  rushing  from 
one  wild  extreme  to  another,  out-Paining  Paine,  out- 
Castlereaghing  Castlereagh,  Pantisocratists,  Ultra- 
Tories,  heretics,  persecutors,  breaking  the  old  laws 
against  sedition,  calling  for  new  and  sharper  laws 
against  sedition,  writing  democratic  dramas,  writing 
Laureate  odes,  panegyrising  Marten,  panegyrising 
Laud,  consistent  in  nothing  but  an  intolerance  which  in 
any  person  would  be  censurable,  but  which  is  altogether 
unpardonable  in  men  who,  by  their  own  confession, 
have  had  such  ample  experience  of  their  own  fallibility. 
We  readily  concede  to  some  of  these  persons  the  praise 
of  eloquence  and  poetical  invention  ;  nor  are  we  by  any 
means  disposed,  even  where  they  have  been  gainers 
by  their  conversion,  to  question  their  sincerity.  It 
would  be  most  uncandid  to  attribute  to  sordid  motives 
actions  which  admit  of  a  less  discreditable  explana¬ 
tion.  We  think  that  the  conduct  of  these  persons 
has  been  precisely  what  was  to  be  expected  from  men 
who  were  gifted  with  strong  imagination  and  quick 
sensibility,  but  who  were  neither  accurate  observers 
nor  logical  reasoners.  It  was  natural  that  such  men 
should  see  in  the  victory  of  the  third  estate  of  France 
the  dawn  of  a  new  Saturnian  age.  It  was  natural 
that  the  rage  of  their  disappointment  should  be  pro¬ 
portioned  to  the  extravagance  of  their  hopes.  Though 
the  direction  of  their  passions  was  altered,  the  violence 
of  those  passions  was  the  same.  The  force  of  the  re¬ 
bound  was  proportioned  to  the  force  of  the  original 
impulse.  The  pendulum  swung  furiously  to  the  left, 
because  it  had  been  drawn  too  far  to  the  right. 

We  own  that  nothing  gives  us  so  high  an  idea  of 
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the  judgment  and  temper  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh 
as  the  manner  in  which  he  shaped  his  course  through 
those  times.  Exposed  successively  to  two  opposite 
infections,  he  took  both  in  their  very  mildest  form. 
The  constitution  of  his  mind  was  such  that  neither 
of  the  diseases  which  wrought  such  havoc  all  round 
him  could  in  any  serious  degree,  or  for  any  great 
length  of  time,  derange  his  intellectual  health.  He, 
like  every  honest  and  enlightened  man  in  Europe, 
saw  with  delight  the  great  awakening  of  the  French 
nation.  Yet  he  never,  in  the  season  of  his  warmest 
enthusiasm,  proclaimed  doctrines  inconsistent  with 
the  safety  of  property  and  the  just  authority  of 
governments.  He,  like  almost  every  other  honest 
and  enlightened  man,  was  discouraged  and  perplexed 
by  the  terrible  events  which  followed.  Yet  he 
never  in  the  most  gloomy  times  abandoned  the 
cause  of  peace,  of  liberty,  and  of  toleration.  In  that 
great  convulsion  which  overset  almost  every  other 
understanding,  he  was  indeed  so  much  shaken  that 
he  leaned  sometimes  in  one  direction  and  sometimes 
in  the  other  ;  but  he  never  lost  his  balance.  The 
opinions  in  which  he  at  last  reposed,  and  to  which,  in 
spite  of  strong  temptations,  he  adhered  with  a  firm, 
a  disinterested,  an  ill-requited  fidelity,  were  a  just 
mean  between  those  which  he  had  defended  with 
youthful  ardour  and  with  more  than  manly  prowess 
against  Mr.  Burke,  and  those  to  which  he  had  inclined 
during  the  darkest  and  saddest  years  in  the  history 
of  modern  Europe.  We  are  much  mistaken  if  this 
be  the  picture  either  of  a  weak  or  of  a  dishonest 
mind. 

What  the  political  opinions  of  Sir  James  Mack¬ 
intosh  were  in  his  later  years  is  written  in  the  annals 
of  his  country.  Those  annals  will  sufficiently  refute 
what  the  Editor  has  ventured  to  assert  in  the  very 
advertisement  to  this  work.  “  Sir  James  Mackintosh,” 

VOL.  VIII  F  F 


434 


Sir  James  Mackintosh’s 


says  he,  “was  avowedly  and  emphatically  a  Whig  of 
the  Revolution :  and  since  the  agitation  of  religious 
liberty  and  parliamentary  reform  became  a  national 
movement,  the  great  transaction  of  1688  has  been 
more  dispassionately,  more  correctly,  and  less  highly 
estimated.”  If  these  words  mean  any  thing,  they 
must  mean  that  the  opinions  of  Sir  James  Mackintosh 
concerning  religious  liberty  and  parliamentary  reform 
went  no  further  than  those  of  the  authors  of  the 
Revolution  ;  in  other  words,  that  Sir  James  Mack¬ 
intosh  opposed  Catholic  Emancipation,  and  ap¬ 
proved  of  the  old  constitution  of  the  House  of 
Commons.  The  allegation  is  confuted  by  twenty 
volumes  of  Parliamentary  Debates,  nay  by  innumer¬ 
able  passages  in  the  very  Fragment  which  this  writer 
has  defaced.  We  will  venture  to  say  that  Sir  James 
Mackintosh  often  did  more  for  religious  liberty  and 
for  parliamentary  reform  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  than 
most  of  those  zealots  who  are  in  the  habit  of  de¬ 
preciating  him  have  done  or  will  do  in  the  whole 
course  of  their  lives. 

Nothing  in  the  Memoir  or  in  the  Continuation  of 
the  History  has  struck  us  so  much  as  the  contempt 
with  which  the  writer  thinks  fit  to  speak  of  all  things 
that  were  done  before  the  coming  in  of  the  very  last 
fashions  in  politics.  We  think  that  we  have  some¬ 
times  observed  a  leaning  towards  the  same  fault  in 
writers  of  a  much  higher  order  of  intellect.  We  will 
therefore  take  this  opportunity  of  making  a  few 
remarks  on  an  error  which  is,  we  fear,  becoming 
common,  and  which  appears  to  us  not  only  absurd, 
but  as  pernicious  as  almost  any  error  concerning  the 
transactions  of  a  past  age  can  possibly  be. 

We  shall  not,  we  hope,  be  suspected  of  a  bigoted 
attachment  to  the  doctrines  and  practices  of  past 
generations.  Our  creed  is  that  the  science  of  govern¬ 
ment  is  an  experimental  science,  and  that,  like  all 


History  of  the  Revolution  435 

other  experimental  sciences,  it  is  generally  in  a  state 
of  progression.  No  man  is  so  obstinate  an  admirer 
of  the  old  times  as  to  deny  that  medicine,  surgery, 
botany,  chemistry,  engineering,  navigation,  are  better 
understood  now  than  in  any  former  age.  We  conceive 
that  it  is  the  same  with  political  science.  Like  those 
physical  sciences  which  we  have  mentioned,  it  has 
always  been  working  itself  clearer  and  clearer,  and 
depositing  impurity  after  impurity.  There  was  a 
time  when  the  most  powerful  of  human  intellects 
were  deluded  by  the  gibberish  of  the  astrologer  and 
the  alchemist ;  and  just  so  there  was  a  time  when  the 
most  enlightened  and  virtuous  statesmen  thought  it 
the  first  duty  of  a  government  to  persecute  heretics, 
to  found  monasteries,  to  make  war  on  Saracens.  But 
time  advances  ;  facts  accumulate  ;  doubts  arise. 
Faint  glimpses  of  truth  begin  to  appear,  and  shine 
more  and  more  unto  the  perfect  day.  The  highest 
intellects,  like  the  tops  of  mountains,  are  the  first  to 
catch  and  to  reflect  the  dawn.  They  are  bright, 
while  the  level  below  is  still  in  darkness.  But  soon 
the  light  which  at  first  illuminated  only  the  loftiest 
eminences,  descends  on  the  plain,  and  penetrates  to 
the  deepest  valley.  First  come  hints,  then  fragments 
of  systems,  then  defective  systems,  then  complete  and 
harmonious  systems.  The  sound  opinion,  held  for  a 
time  by  one  bold  speculator,  becomes  the  opinion  of 
a  small  minority,  of  a  strong  minority,  of  a  majority 
of  mankind.  Thus,  the  great  progress  goes  on,  till 
schoolboys  laugh  at  the  jargon  which  imposed  on 
Bacon,  till  country  rectors  condemn  the  illiberality 
and  intolerance  of  Sir  Thomas  More. 

Seeing  these  things,  seeing  that,  by  the  confession 
of  the  most  obstinate  enemies  of  innovation,  our  race 
has  hitherto  been  almost  constantly  advancing  in 
knowledge,  and  not  seeing  any  reason  to  believe  that, 
precisely  at  the  point  of  time  at  which  we  came  into 
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the  world,  a  change  took  place  in  the  faculties  of  the 
human  mind,  or  in  the  mode  of  discovering  truth,  we 
are  reformers  :  we  are  on  the  side  of  progress.  From 
the  great  advances  which  European  society  has  made, 
during  the  last  four  centuries,  in  every  species  of 
knowledge,  we  infer,  not  that  there  is  no  more  room 
for  improvement,  but  that,  in  every  science  which 
deserves  the  name,  immense  improvements  may  be 
confidently  expected. 

But  the  very  considerations  which  lead  us  to 
look  forward  with  sanguine  hope  to  the  future  prevent 
us  from  looking  back  with  contempt  on  the  pash 
We  do  not  flatter  ourselves  with  the  notion  that  we 
have  attained  perfection,  and  that  no  more  truth 
remains  to  be  found.  We  believe  that  we  are  wiser 
than  our  ancestors.  We  believe  also,  that  our  pos¬ 
terity  will  be  wiser  than  we.  It  would  be  gross 
injustice  in  our  grandchildren  to  talk  of  us  with 
contempt,  merely  because  they  may  have  surpassed 
us  :  to  call  Watt  a  fool,  because  mechanical  powers 
may  be  discovered  which  may  supersede  the  use  of 
steam  ;  to  deride  the  efforts  which  have  been  made 
in  our  time  to  improve  the  discipline  of  prisons,  and 
to  enlighten  the  minds  of  the  poor,  because  future 
philanthropists  may  devise  better  places  of  confine¬ 
ment  than  Mr.  Bentham’s  Panopticon,  and  better 
places  of  education  than  Mr.  Lancaster’s  Schools. 
As  we  would  have  our  descendants  judge  us,  so 
ought  we  to  judge  our  fathers.  In  order  to  form  a 
correct  estimate  of  their  merits,  we  ought  to  place 
ourselves  in  their  situation,  to  put  out  of  our  minds, 
for  a  time,  all  that  knowledge  which  they,  however 
eager  in  the  pursuit  of  truth,  could  not  have,  and 
which  we,  however  negligent  we  may  have  been, 
could  not  help  having.  It  was  not  merely  difficult, 
but  absolutely  impossible,  for  the  best  and  greatest 
of  men,  two  hundred  years  ago,  to  be  what  a  very 
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commonplace  person  in  our  days  may  easily  be,  and 
indeed  must  necessarily  be.  But  it  is  too  much  that 
the  benefactors  of  mankind,  after  having  been  reviled 
by  the  dunces  of  their  own  generation  for  going  too 
far,  should  be  reviled  by  the  dunces  of  the  next 
generation  for  not  going  far  enough. 

The  truth  lies  between  two  absurd  extremes.  On 
one  side  is  the  bigot  who  pleads  the  wisdom  of  our 
ancestors  as  a  reason  for  not  doing  what  they  in  our 
place  would  be  the  first  to  do ;  who  opposes  the 
Reform  Bill  because  Lord  Somers  did  not  see  the 
necessity  of  Parliamentary  Reform  ;  who  would  have 
opposed  the  Revolution  because  Ridley  and  Cranmer 
professed  boundless  submission  to  the  royal  pre¬ 
rogative  ;  and  who  would  have  opposed  the  Reforma¬ 
tion  because  the  Fitzwalters  and  Mareschals,  whose 
seals  are  set  to  the  Great  Charter,  were  devoted  ad¬ 
herents  to  the  Church  of  Rome.  On  the  other  side 
is  the  sciolist  who  speaks  with  scorn  of  the  Great 
Charter,  because  it  did  not  reform  the  Church ;  of 
the  Reformation,  because  it  did  not  limit  the  pre¬ 
rogative  ;  and  of  the  Revolution,  because  it  did  not 
purify  the  House  of  Commons.  The  former  of  these 
errors  we  have  often  combated,  and  shall  always  be 
ready  to  combat.  The  latter,  though  rapidly  spread¬ 
ing,  has  not  yet,  we  think,  come  under  our  notice. 
The  former  error  bears  directly  on  practical  questions, 
and  obstructs  useful  reforms.  It  may,  therefore,  seem 
to  be,  and  probably  is,  the  more  mischievous  of  the 
two.  But  the  latter  is  equally  absurd  ;  it  is  at  least 
equally  symptomatic  of  a  shallow  understanding  and 
an  unamiable  temper :  and,  if  it  should  ever  become 
general,  it  will,  we  are  satisfied,  produce  very  prejudical 
effects.  Its  tendency  is  to  deprive  the  benefactors  of 
mankind  of  their  honest  fame,  and  to  put  the  best  and 
the  worst  men  of  past  times  on  the  same  level.  The 
author  of  a  great  reformation  is  almost  always  un- 
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popular  in  his  own  age.  He  generally  passes  his  life  in 
disquiet  and  danger.  It  is  therefore  for  the  interest  of 
the  human  race  that  the  memory  of  such  men  should  be 
had  in  reverence,  and  that  they  should  be  supported 
against  the  scorn  and  hatred  of  their  contemporaries  by 
the  hope  of  leaving  a  great  and  imperishable  name.  To 
go  on  the  forlorn  hope  of  truth  is  a  service  of  peril. 
Who  will  undertake  it,  if  it  be  not  also  a  service  of 
honour  ?  It  is  easy  enough,  after  the  ramparts  are 
carried,  to  find  men  to  plant  the  flag  on  the  highest 
tower.  The  difficulty  is  to  find  men  who  are  ready  to 
go  first  into  the  breach  ;  and  it  would  be  bad  policy 
indeed  to  insult  their  remains  because  they  fell  in  the 
breach,  and  did  not  live  to  penetrate  to  the  citadel. 

Now  here  we  have  a  book  which  is  by  no  means  a 
favourable  specimen  of  the  English  literature  of  the 
nineteenth  century,  a  book  indicating  neither  extensive 
knowledge  nor  great  powers  of  reasoning.  And,  if  we 
were  to  judge  by  the  pity  with  which  the  writer 
speaks  of  the  great  statesmen  and  philosophers  of  a 
former  age,  we  should  guess  that  he  was  the  author 
of  the  most  original  and  important  inventions  in  poli¬ 
tical  science.  Yet  not  so:  for  men  who  are  able  to 
make  discoveries  are  generally  disposed  to  make 
allowances.  Men  who  are  eagerly  pressing  forward 
in  pursuit  of  truth  are  grateful  to  every  one  who 
has  cleared  an  inch  of  the  way  for  them.  It  is, 
for  the  most  part,  the  man  who  has  just  capacity 
enough  to  pick  up  and  repeat  the  commonplaces 
which  are  fashionable  in  his  own  time  who  looks  with 
disdain  on  the  very  intellects  to  which  it  is  owing 
that  those  commonplaces  are  not  still  considered  as 
startling  paradoxes  or  damnable  heresies.  This 
writer  is  just  the  man  who,  if  he  had  lived  in  the 
seventeenth  century,  would  have  devoutly  believed 
that  the  Papists  burned  London,  who  would  have 
swallowed  the  whole  of  Oates’s  story  about  the  forty 
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thousand  soldiers,  disguised  as  pilgrims,  who  were  to 
meet  in  Galicia,  and  sail  thence  to  invade  England, 
who  would  have  carried  a  Protestant  flail  under  his 
coat,  and  who  would  have  been  angry  if  the  story  of 
the  warming-pan  had  been  questioned.  It  is  quite 
natural  that  such  a  man  should  speak  with  contempt 
of  the  great  reformers  of  that  time,  because  they  did 
not  know  some  things  which  he  never  would  have 
known  but  for  the  salutary  effects  of  their  exertions. 
The  men  to  whom  we  owe  it  that  we  have  a  House 
of  Commons  are  sneered  at  because  they  did  not 
suffer  the  debates  of  the  House  to  be  published.  The 
authors  of  the  Toleration  Act  are  treated  as  bigots, 
because  they  did  not  go  the  whole  length  of  Catholic 
Emancipation.  Just  so  we  have  heard  a  baby, 
mounted  on  the  shoulders  of  its  father,  cry  out,  “  How 
much  taller  I  am  than  Papa  !  ” 

This  gentleman  can  never  want  matter  for  pride, 
if  he  finds  it  so  easily.  He  may  boast  of  an  indis¬ 
putable  superiority  to  all  the  greatest  men  of  all  past 
ages.  He  can  read  and  write  :  Homer  probably  did 
not  know  a  letter.  He  has  been  taught  that  the  earth 
goes  round  the  sun  :  Archimedes  held  that  the  sun 
went  round  the  earth.  He  is  aware  that  there  is  a  place 
called  New  Holland  :  Columbus  and  Gama  went  to 
their  graves  in  ignorance  of  the  fact.  He  has  heard  of 
the  Georgium  Sidus  :  Newton  was  ignorant  of  the  ex¬ 
istence  of  such  a  planet.  He  is  acquainted  with  the  use 
of  gunpowder :  Hannibal  and  Caesar  won  their  victories 
with  sword  and  spear.  We  submit,  however,  that  this  is 
not  the  way  in  which  men  are  to  be  estimated.  We 
submit  that  a  wooden  spoon  of  our  day  would  not  be 
justified  in  calling  Galileo  and  Napier  blockheads, 
because  they  never  heard  of  the  differential  calculus. 
We  submit  that  Caxton’s  press  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
rude  as  it  is,  ought  to  be  looked  at  with  quite  as 
much  respect  as  the  best  constructed  machinery  that 
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ever,  in  our  time,  impressed  the  clearest  type  on  the 
finest  paper.  Sydenham  first  discovered  that  the 
cool  regimen  succeeded  best  in  cases  of  small-pox. 
By  this  discovery  he  saved  the  lives  of  hundreds 
of  thousands ;  and  we  venerate  his  memory  for  it, 
though  he  never  heard  of  inoculation.  Lady  Mary 
Montague  brought  inoculation  into  use  ;  and  we 
respect  her  for  it,  though  she  never  heard  of  vaccina¬ 
tion.  Jenner  introduced  vaccination  ;  we  admire  him 
for  it,  and  we  shall  continue  to  admire  him  for  it, 
although  some  still  safer  and  more  agreeable  pre¬ 
servative  should  be  discovered.  It  is  thus  that  we 
ought  to  judge  of  the  events  and  the  men  of  other 
times.  They  were  behind  us.  It  could  not  be 
otherwise.  But  the  question  with  respect  to  them  is 
not  where  they  were,  but  which  way  they  were  going. 
Were  their  faces  set  in  the  right  or  in  the  wrong  direc¬ 
tion  ?  Were  they  in  the  front  or  in  the  rear  of  their 
generation  ?  Did  they  exert  themselves  to  help  on¬ 
ward  the  great  movement  of  the  human  race,  or  to 
stop  it  ?  This  is  not  charity,  but  simple  justice  and 
common  sense.  It  is  the  fundamental  law  of  the 
world  in  which  we  live  that  truth  shall  grow,  first  the 
blade,  then  the  ear,  after  that  the  full  corn  in  the  ear. 
A  person  who  complains  of  the  men  of  1688  for  not 
having  been  men  of  1835  might  just  as  well  complain 
of  a  projectile  for  describing  a  parabola,  or  of  quick¬ 
silver  for  being  heavier  than  water. 

Undoubtedly  we  ought  to  look  at  ancient  trans¬ 
actions  by  the  light  of  modern  knowledge.  Un¬ 
doubtedly  it  is  among  the  first  duties  of  a  historian 
to  point  out  the  faults  of  the  eminent  men  of  former 
generations.  There  are  no  errors  which  are  so  likely 
to  be  drawn  into  precedent,  and  therefore  none  which 
it  is  so  necessary  to  expose,  as  the  errors  of  persons 
who  have  a  just  title  to  the  gratitude  and  admira¬ 
tion  of  posterity.  In  politics,  as  in  religion,  there  are 
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devotees  who  show  their  reverence  for  a  departed 
saint  by  converting  his  tomb  into  a  sanctuary  for 
crime.  Receptacles  of  wickedness  are  suffered  to 
remain  undisturbed  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
church  which  glories  in  the  relics  of  some  martyred 
apostle.  Because  he  was  merciful,  his  bones  give 
security  to  assassins.  Because  he  was  chaste,  the 
precinct  of  his  temple  is  filled  with  licensed  stews. 
Privileges  of  an  equally  absurd  kind  have  been  set 
up  against  the  jurisdiction  of  political  philosophy. 
Vile  abuses  cluster  thick  round  every  glorious  event, 
round  every  venerable  name ;  and  this  evil  assuredly 
calls  for  vigorous  measures  of  literary  police.  But 
the  proper  course  is  to  abate  the  nuisance  without 
defacing  the  shrine,  to  drive  out  the  gangs  of  thieves 
and  prostitutes  without  doing  foul  and  cowardly 
wrong  to  the  ashes  of  the  illustrious  dead. 

In  this  respect,  two  historians  of  our  own  time 
may  be  proposed  as  models,  Sir  James  Mackintosh 
and  Mr.  Mill.  Differing  in  most  things,  in  this  they 
closely  resemble  each  other.  Sir  James  is  lenient. 
Mr.  Mill  is  severe.  But  neither  of  them  ever  omits, 
in  the  apportioning  of  praise  and  of  censure,  to  make 
ample  allowance  for  the  state  of  political  science  and 
political  morality  in  former  ages.  In  the  work  before 
us,  Sir  James  Mackintosh  speaks  with  just  respect  of 
the  Whigs  of  the  Revolution,  while  he  never  fails  to 
condemn  the  conduct  of  that  party  towards  the 
members  of  the  Church  of  Rome.  His  doctrines  are 
the  liberal  and  benevolent  doctrines  of  the  nineteenth 
century.  But  he  never  forgets  that  the  men  whom  he 
is  describing  were  men  of  the  seventeenth  century. 

From  Mr.  Mill  this  indulgence,  or,  to  speak  more 
properly,  this  justice,  was  less  to  be  expected.  That 
gentleman,  in  some  of  his  works,  appears  to  consider 
politics  not  as  an  experimental,  and  therefore  a  pro¬ 
gressive  science,  but  as  a  science  of  which  all  the 
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difficulties  may  be  resolved  by  short  synthetical 
arguments  drawn  from  truths  of  the  most  vulgar 
notoriety.  Were  this  opinion  well  founded,  the  people 
of  one  generation  would  have  little  or  no  advantage 
over  those  of  another  generation.  But  though  Mr. 
Mill,  in  some  of  his  Essays,  has  been  thus  misled,  as 
we  conceive,  by  a  fondness  for  neat  and  precise  forms 
of  demonstration,  it  would  be  gross  injustice  not  to 
admit  that,  in  his  History,  he  has  employed  a  very 
different  method  of  investigation  with  eminent  ability 
and  success.  We  know  no  writer  who  takes  so  much 
pleasure  in  the  truly  useful,  noble,  and  philosophical 
employment  of  tracing  the  progress  of  sound  opinions 
from  their  embryo  state  to  their  full  maturity.  He 
eagerly  culls  from  old  despatches  and  minutes  every 
expression  in  which  he  can  discern  the  imperfect 
germ  of  any  great  truth  which  has  since  been  fully 
developed.  He  never  fails  to  bestow  praise  on  those 
who,  though  far  from  coming  up  to  his  standard  of 
perfection,  yet  rose  in  a  small  degree  above  the 
common  level  of  their  contemporaries.  It  is  thus 
that  the  annals  of  past  times  ought  to  be  written. 
It  is  thus,  especially,  that  the  annals  of  our  own  country 
ought  to  be  written. 

The  history  of  England  is  emphatically  the 
history  of  progress.  It  is  the  history  of  a  constant 
movement  of  the  public  mind,  of  a  constant  change 
in  the  institutions  of  a  great  society.  We  see  that 
society,  at  the  beginning  of  the  twelfth  century,  in  a 
state  more  miserable  than  the  state  in  which  the 
most  degraded  nations  of  the  East  now  are.  We  see 
it  subjected  to  the  tyranny  of  a  handful  of  armed 
foreigners.  We  see  a  strong  distinction  of  caste 
separating  the  victorious  Norman  from  the  vanquished 
Saxon.  We  see  the  great  body  of  the  population  in  a 
state  of  personal  slavery.  We  see  the  most  debasing 
and  cruel  superstition  exercising  boundless  dominion 
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over  the  most  elevated  and  benevolent  minds.  W e  see 
the  multitude  sunk  in  brutal  ignorance,  and  the  studi¬ 
ous  few  engaged  in  acquiring  what  did  not  deserve  the 
name  of  knowledge.  In  the  course  of  seven  centuries 
the  wretched  and  degraded  race  have  become  the 
greatest  and  most  highly  civilised  people  that  ever 
the  world  saw,  have  spread  their  dominion  over 
every  quarter  of  the  globe,  have  scattered  the  seeds 
of  mighty  empires  and  republics  over  vast  continents 
of  which  no  dim  intimation  had  ever  reached  Ptolemy 
or  Strabo,  have  created  a  maritime  power  which 
would  annihilate  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  navies 
of  Tyre,  Athens,  Carthage,  Venice,  and  Genoa 
together,  have  carried  the  science  of  healing,  the 
means  of  locomotion  and  correspondence,  every 
mechanical  art,  every  manufacture,  every  thing  that 
promotes  the  convenience  of  life,  to  a  perfection 
which  our  ancestors  would  have  thought  magical, 
have  produced  a  literature  which  may  boast  of  works 
not  inferior  to  the  noblest  which  Greece  has  be¬ 
queathed  to  us,  have  discovered  the  laws  which 
regulate  the  motions  of  the  heavenly  bodies,  have 
speculated  with  exquisite  subtilty  on  the  operations 
of  the  human  mind,  have  been  the  acknowledged  leaders 
of  the  human  race  in  the  career  of  political  improve¬ 
ment.  The  history  of  England  is  the  history  of  this 
great  change  in  the  moral,  intellectual,  and  physical 
state  of  the  inhabitants  of  our  own  island.  There  is 
much  amusing  and  instructive  episodical  matter  ;  but 
this  is  the  main  action.  To  us,  we  will  own,  nothing  is 
so  interesting  and  delightful  as  to  contemplate  the  steps 
by  which  the  England  of  Domesday  Book,  the  England 
of  the  Curfew  and  the  Forest  Laws,  the  England  of 
crusaders,  monks,  schoolmen,  astrologers, serfs,  outlaws, 
became  the  England  which  we  know  and  love,  the 
classic  ground  of  liberty  and  philosophy,  the  school 
of  all  knowledge,  the  mart  of  all  trade.  The  Charter 
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of  Henry  Beauclerk,  the  Great  Charter,  the  first 
assembling  of  the  House  of  Commons,  the  extinction 
of  personal  slavery,  the  separation  from  the  See  of 
Rome,  the  Petition  of  Right,  the  Habeas  Corpus 
Act,  the  Revolution,  the  establishment  of  the  liberty 
of  unlicensed  printing,  the  abolition  of  religious  dis¬ 
abilities,  the  reform  of  the  representative  system,  all 
these  seem  to  us  to  be  the  successive  stages  of  one 
great  revolution  ;  nor  can  we  fully  comprehend  any 
one  of  these  memorable  events  unless  we  look  at  it 
in  connexion  with  those  which  preceded,  and  with 
those  which  followed  it.  Each  of  those  great  and 
ever-memorable  struggles,  Saxon  against  Norman, 
Villein  against  Lord,  Protestant  against  Papist,  Round- 
head  against  Cavalier,  Dissenter  against  Churchman, 
Manchester  against  Old  Sarum,  was,  in  its  own  order  and 
season,  a  struggle,  on  the  result  of  which  were  staked 
the  dearest  interests  of  the  human  race  ;  and  every 
man  who,  in  the  contest  which,  in  his  time,  divided  our 
country,  distinguished  himself  on  the  right  side,  is 
entitled  to  our  gratitude  and  respect. 

Whatever  the  editor  of  this  book  may  think, 
those  persons  who  estimate  most  correctly  the  value 
of  the  improvements  which  have  recently  been  made 
in  our  institutions  are  precisely  the  persons  who  are 
least  disposed  to  speak  slightingly  of  what  was  done 
in  1688.  Such  men  consider  the  Revolution  as  a 
reform,  imperfect  indeed,  but  still  most  beneficial  to 
the  English  people  and  to  the  human  race,  as  a 
reform  which  has  been  the  fruitful  parent  of  reforms, 
as  a  reform,  the  happy  effects  of  which  are  at  this 
moment  felt,  not  only  throughout  our  own  country, 
but  in  half  the  monarchies  of  Europe,  and  in  the 
depth  of  the  forests  of  Ohio.  We  shall  be  pardoned, 
we  hope,  if  we  call  the  attention  of  our  readers  to  the 
causes  and  to  the  consequences  of  that  great  event. 

We  said  that  the  history  of  England  is  the  history 
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of  progress  ;  and,  when  we  take  a  comprehensive  view 
of  it,  it  is  so.  But,  when  examined  in  small  separate 
portions,  it  may  with  more  propriety  be  called  a 
history  of  actions  and  reactions.  We  have  often 
thought  that  the  motion  of  the  public  mind  in  our 
country  resembles  that  of  the  sea  when  the  tide  is 
rising.  Each  successive  wave  rushes  forward,  breaks, 
and  rolls  back  ;  but  the  great  flood  is  steadily  coming 
in.  A  person  who  looked  on  the  waters  only  for  a 
moment  might  fancy  that  they  were  retiring.  A 
person  who  looked  on  them  only  for  five  minutes 
might  fancy  that  they  were  rushing  capriciously  to 
and  fro.  But  when  he  keeps  his  eye  on  them  for  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  and  sees  one  sea-mark  disappear 
after  another,  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  doubt  of  the 
general  direction  in  which  the  ocean  is  moved.  Just 
such  has  been  the  course  of  events  in  England.  In 
the  history  of  the  national  mind,  which  is,  in  truth, 
the  history  of  the  nation,  we  must  carefully  distin¬ 
guish  between  that  recoil  which  regularly  follows 
every  advance  and  a  great  general  ebb.  if  we  take 
short  intervals,  if  we  compare  1640  and  1660,  1680 
and  1685,  1708  and  1712,  1782  and  1794,  we  find  a 
retrogression.  But  if  we  take  centuries,  if,  for  ex¬ 
ample,  we  compare  1794  with  1660  or  with  1685,  we 
cannot  doubt  in  which  direction  society  is  proceeding. 

The  interval  which  elapsed  between  the  Restoration 
and  the  Revolution  naturally  divides  itself  into  three 
periods.  The  first  extends  from  1660  to  1678,  the 
second  from  1678  to  1681,  the  third  from  1681  to  1688. 

In  1660  the  whole  nation  was  mad  with  loyal  ex¬ 
citement.  If  we  had  to  choose  a  lot  from  among  all 
the  multitude  of  those  which  men  have  drawn  since 
the  beginning  of  the  world,  we  would  select  that  of 
Charles  the  Second  on  the  day  of  his  return.  He 
was  in  a  situation  in  which  the  dictates  of  ambition 
coincided  with  those  of  benevolence,  in  which  it  was 
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easier  to  be  virtuous  than  to  be  wicked,  to  be  loved 
than  to  be  hated,  to  earn  pure  and  imperishable  glory 
than  to  become  infamous.  For  once  the  road  of 
goodness  was  a  smooth  descent.  He  had  done 
nothing  to  merit  the  affection  of  his  people.  But  they 
had  paid  him  in  advance  without  measure.  Elizabeth, 
after  the  destruction  of  the  Armada,  or  after  the 
abolition  of  Monopolies,  had  not  excited  a  thou¬ 
sandth  part  of  the  enthusiasm  with  which  the  young 
exile  was  welcomed  home.  He  was  not,  like  Louis 
the  Eighteenth,  imposed  on  his  subjects  by  foreign 
conquerors  ;  nor  did  he,  like  Louis  the  Eighteenth, 
come  back  to  a  country  which  had  undergone  a  com¬ 
plete  change.  The  House  of  Bourbon  was  placed  in 
Paris  as  a  trophy  of  the  victory  of  the  European  con¬ 
federation.  The  return  of  the  ancient  princes  was 
inseparably  associated  in  the  public  mind  with  the 
cession  of  extensive  provinces,  with  the  payment  of 
an  immense  tribute,  with  the  devastation  of  flourish¬ 
ing  departments,  with  the  occupation  of  the  kingdom 
by  hostile  armies,  with  the  emptiness  of  those  niches 
in  which  the  gods  of  Athens  and  Rome  had  been  the 
objects  of  a  new  idolatry,  with  the  nakedness  of  those 
walls  on  which  the  Transfiguration  had  shone  with 
light  as  glorious  as  that  which  overhung  Mount 
Tabor.  They  came  back  to  a  land  in  which  they 
could  recognise  nothing.  The  seven  sleepers  of  the 
legend,  who  closed  their  eyes  when  the  Pagans  were 
persecuting  the  Christians,  and  woke  when  the 
Christians  were  persecuting  each  other,  did  not  find 
themselves  in  a  world  more  completely  new  to  them. 
Twenty  years  had  done  the  work  of  twenty  genera¬ 
tions.  Events  had  come  thick.  Men  had  lived  fast. 
The  old  institutions  and  the  old  feelings  had  been 
torn  up  by  the  roots.  There  was  a  new  Church 
founded  and  endowed  by  the  usurper ;  a  new  nobility 
whose  titles  were  taken  from  fields  of  battle,  dis- 
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astrous  to  the  ancient  line  ;  a  new  chivalry  whose 
crosses  had  been  won  by  exploits  which  had  seemed 
likely  to  make  the  banishment  of  the  emigrants  per¬ 
petual.  A  new  code  was  administered  by  a  new 
magistracy.  A  new  body  of  proprietors  held  the  soil 
by  a  new  tenure.  The  most  ancient  local  distinctions 
had  been  effaced.  The  most  familiar  names  had 
become  obsolete.  There  was  no  longer  a  Normandy 
or  a  Burgundy,  a  Britanny  or  a  Guienne.  The  France 
of  Louis  the  Sixteenth  had  passed  away  as  com¬ 
pletely  as  one  of  the  Preadamite  worlds.  Its  fossil 
remains  might  now  and  then  excite  curiosity.  But  it 
was  as  impossible  to  put  life  into  the  old  institutions  as 
to  animate  the  skeletons  which  are  embedded  in  the 
depths  of  primeval  strata.  It  was  as  absurd  to  think 
that  France  could  again  be  placed  under  the  feudal 
system,  as  that  our  globe  could  be  overrun  by  mam¬ 
moths.  The  revolution  in  the  laws  and  in  the  form 
of  government  was  but  an  outward  sign  of  that 
mightier  revolution  which  had  taken  place  in  the 
heart  and  brain  of  the  people,  and  which  affected 
every  transaction  of  life,  trading,  farming,  studying, 
marrying,  and  giving  in  marriage.  The  French 
whom  the  emigrant  prince  had  to  govern  were  no 
more  like  the  French  of  his  youth,  than  the  French  of 
his  youth  were  like  the  French  of  the  Jaquerie.  He 
came  back  to  a  people  who  knew  not  him  nor  his 
house,  to  a  people  to  whom  a  Bourbon  was  no  more 
than  a  Carlovingian  or  a  Merovingian.  He  might 
substitute  the  white  flag  for  the  tricolor ;  he  might 
put  lilies  in  the  place  of  bees  ;  he  might  order 
the  initials  of  the  Emperor  to  be  carefully  effaced. 
But  he  could  turn  his  eyes  nowhere  without  meeting 
some  object  which  reminded  him  that  he  was  a 
stranger  in  the  palace  of  his  fathers.  He  returned 
to  a  country  in  which  even  the  passing  traveller  is 
every  moment  reminded  that  there  has  lately  been 
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a  great  dissolution  and  reconstruction  of  the  social 
system.  To  win  the  hearts  of  a  people  under  such 
circumstances  would  have  been  no  easy  task  even 
for  Henry  the  Fourth. 

In  the  English  Revolution  the  case  was  altogether 
different  Charles  was  not  imposed  on  his  country¬ 
men,  but  sought  by  them.  His  restoration  was  not 
attended  by  any  circumstance  which  could  inflict  a 
wound  on  their  national  pride.  Insulated  by  our 
geographical  position,  insulated  by  our  character,  we 
had  fought  out  our  quarrels  and  effected  our  recon¬ 
ciliation  among  ourselves.  Our  great  internal  ques¬ 
tions  had  never  been  mixed  up  with  the  still  greater 
question  of  national  independence.  The  political 
doctrines  of  the  Roundheads  were  not,  like  those  of 
the  French  philosophers,  doctrines  of  universal  appli¬ 
cation.  Our  ancestors,  for  the  most  part,  took  their 
stand,  not  on  a  general  theory,  but  on  the  particular 
constitution  of  the  realm.  They  asserted  the  rights, 
not  of  men,  but  of  Englishmen.  Their  doctrines 
therefore  were  not  contagious ;  and,  had  it  been 
otherwise,  no  neighbouring  country  was  then  sus¬ 
ceptible  of  the  contagion.  The  language  in  which  our 
discussions  were  generally  conducted  was  scarcely 
known  even  to  a  single  man  of  letters  out  of  the 
islands.  Our  local  situation  made  it  almost  impos¬ 
sible  that  we  should  effect  great  conquests  on  the 
Continent.  The  kings  of  Europe  had,  therefore,  no 
reason  to  fear  that  their  subjects  would  follow  the 
example  of  the  English  Puritans,  and  looked  with 
indifference,  perhaps  with  complacency,  on  the  death 
of  the  monarch  and  the  abolition  of  the  monarchy. 
Clarendon  complains  bitterly  of  their  apathy.  But 
we  believe  that  this  apathy  was  of  the  greatest  service 
to  the  royal  cause.  If  a  French  or  Spanish  army  had 
invaded  England,  and  if  that  army  had  been  cut  to 
pieces,  as  we  have  no  doubt  that  it  would  have  been, 
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on  the  first  day  on  which  it  came  face  to  face  with 
the  soldiers  of  Preston  and  Dunbar,  with  Colonel 
Fight-the-good-fight,  and  Captain  Smite-them-hip- 
and-thigh,  the  House  of  Cromwell  would  probably 
now  have  been  reigning  in  England.  The  nation 
would  have  forgotten  all  the  misdeeds  of  the  man 
who  had  cleared  the  soil  of  foreign  invaders. 

Happily  for  Charles,  no  European  state,  even 
when  at  war  with  the  Commonwealth,  chose  to  bind 
up  its  cause  with  that  of  the  wanderers  who  were 
playing  in  the  garrets  of  Paris  and  Cologne  at  being 
princes  and  chancellors.  Under  the  administration 
of  Cromwell,  England  was  more  respected  and 
dreaded  than  any  power  in  Christendom  ;  and,  even 
under  the  ephemeral  governments  which  followed 
his  death,  no  foreign  state  ventured  to  treat  her 
with  contempt.  Thus  Charles  came  back,  not  as  a 
mediator  between  his  people  and  a  victorious  enemy, 
but  as  a  mediator  between  internal  factions.  He 
found  the  Scotch  Covenanters  and  the  Irish  Papists 
alike  subdued.  He  found  Dunkirk  and  Jamaica 
added  to  the  empire.  He  was  heir  to  the  conquests 
and  to  the  influence  of  the  able  usurper  who  had 
excluded  him. 

The  old  government  of  England,  as  it  had  been 
far  milder  than  the  old  government  of  France,  had 
been  far  less  violently  and  completely  subverted. 
The  national  institutions  had  been  spared,  or  imper¬ 
fectly  eradicated.  The  laws  had  undergone  little 
alteration.  The  tenures  of  the  soil  were  still  to  be 
learned  from  Littleton  and  Coke.  The  Great  Charter 
was  mentioned  with  as  much  reverence  in  the  parlia¬ 
ments  of  the  Commonwealth  as  in  those  of  any 
earlier  or  of  any  later  age.  A  new  Confession  of 
Faith  and  a  new  ritual  had  been  introduced  into  the 
church.  But  the  bulk  of  the  ecclesiastical  property 
still  remained.  The  colleges  still  held  their  estates 
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The  parson  still  received  his  tithes.  The  Lords  had, 
at  a  crisis  of  great  excitement,  been  excluded  by- 
military  violence  from  their  House  ;  but  they  re¬ 
tained  their  titles  and  an  ample  share  of  the  public 
veneration.  When  a  nobleman  made  his  appearance 
in  the  House  of  Commons  he  was  received  with  cere¬ 
monious  respect.  Those  few  Peers  who  consented  to 
assist  at  the  inauguration  of  the  Protector  were  placed 
next  to  himself,  and  the  most  honourable  offices  of 
the  day  were  assigned  to  them.  We  learn  from  the 
debates  of  Richard’s  Parliament  how  strong  a  hold 
the  old  aristocracy  had  on  the  affections  of  the  people. 
One  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  went  so  far 
as  to  say  that,  unless  their  Lordships  were  peaceably 
restored,  the  country  might  soon  be  convulsed  by  a 
war  of  the  Barons.  There  was  indeed  no  great  party 
hostile  to  the  Upper  House.  There  was  nothing 
exclusive  in  the  constitution  of  that  body.  It  was 
regularly  recruited  from  among  the  most  distin¬ 
guished  of  the  country  gentlemen,  the  lawyers,  and 
the  clergy.  The  most  powerful  nobles  of  the  century 
which  preceded  the  civil  war,  the  Duke  of  Somerset, 
the  Duke  of  Northumberland,  Lord  Seymour  of 
Sudeley,  the  Earl  of  Leicester,  Lord  Burleigh,  the 
Earl  of  Salisbury,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  the  Earl 
of  Strafford,  had  all  been  commoners,  and  had  all 
raised  themselves,  by  courtly  arts  or  by  parliamentary 
talents,  not  merely  to  seats  in  the  House  of  Lords, 
but  to  the  first  influence  in  that  assembly.  Nor  had 
the  general  conduct  of  the  Peers  been  such  as  to 
make  them  unpopular.  They  had  not,  indeed,  in 
opposing  arbitrary  measures  shown  so  much  eager¬ 
ness  and  pertinacity  as  the  Commons.  But  still  they 
had  opposed  those  measures.  They  had,  at  the 
beginning  of  the  discontents,  a  common  interest  with 
the  people.  If  Charles  had  succeeded  in  his 
scheme  of  governing  without  parliaments,  the  con- 
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sequence  of  the  Peers  would  have  been  grievously 
diminished.  If  he  had  been  able  to  raise  taxes  by 
his  own  authority,  the  estates  of  the  Peers  would 
have  been  as  much  at  his  mercy  as  those  of  the  mer¬ 
chants  or  the  farmers.  If  he  had  obtained  the  power 
of  imprisoning  his  subjects  at  his  pleasure,  a  Peer 
ran  far  greater  risk  of  incurring  the  royal  displeasure, 
and  of  being  accommodated  with  apartments  in  the 
Tower,  than  any  city  trader  or  country  squire.  Ac¬ 
cordingly  Charles  found  that  the  Great  Council  of 
Peers  which  he  convoked  at  York  would  do  nothing 
for  him.  In  the  most  useful  reforms  which  were 
made  during  the  first  session  of  the  Long  Parliament, 
the  Peers  concurred  heartily  with  the  Lower  House  ; 
and  a  large  and  powerful  minority  of  the  English 
nobles  stood  by  the  popular  side  through  the  first 
years  of  the  war.  At  Edgehill,  Newbury,  Marston, 
and  Naseby,  the  armies  of  the  Parliament  were  com¬ 
manded  by  members  of  the  aristocracy.  It  was  not 
forgotten  that  a  Peer  had  imitated  the  example  of 
Hampden  in  refusing  the  payment  of  the  ship-money, 
or  that  a  Peer  had  been  among  the  six  members  of 
the  legislature  whom  Charles  illegally  impeached. 

Thus  the  old  constitution  of  England  was  with¬ 
out  difficulty  reestablished  ;  and  of  all  the  parts  of 
the  old  constitution  the  monarchical  part  was,  at  the 
time,  dearest  to  the  body  of  the  people.  It  had  been 
injudiciously  depressed,  and  it  was  in  consequence 
unduly  exalted.  From  the  day  when  Charles  the 
First  became  a  prisoner  had  commenced  a  reaction  in 
favour  of  his  person  and  of  his  office.  From  the  day 
when  the  axe  fell  on  his  neck  before  the  windows  of 
his  palace,  that  reaction  became  rapid  and  violent 
At  the  Restoration  it  had  attained  such  a  point 
that  it  could  go  no  further.  The  people  were  ready 
to  place  at  the  mercy  of  their  Sovereign  all  their 
most  ancient  and  precious  rights.  The  most  servile 
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doctrines  were  publicly  avowed.  The  most  moderate 
and  constitutional  opposition  was  condemned.  Re¬ 
sistance  was  spoken  of  with  more  horror  than  any 
crime  which  a  human  being  can  commit  The  Com¬ 
mons  were  more  eager  than  the  King  himself  to 
avenge  the  wrongs  of  the  royal  house  ;  more  desirous 
than  the  bishops  themselves  to  restore  the  church ; 
more  ready  to  give  money  than  the  ministers  to  ask 
for  it.  They  abrogated  the  excellent  law  passed  in 
the  first  session  of  the  Long  Parliament,  with  the 
general  consent  of  all  honest  men,  to  insure  the  fre¬ 
quent  meeting  of  the  great  council  of  the  nation. 
They  might  probably  have  been  induced  to  go 
further,  and  to  restore  the  High  Commission  and 
the  Star  Chamber.  All  the  contemporary  accounts 
represent  the  nation  as  in  a  state  of  hysterical  ex¬ 
citement,  of  drunken  joy.  In  the  immense  multitude 
which  crowded  the  beach  at  Dover,  and  bordered  the 
road  along  which  the  King  travelled  to  London, 
there  was  not  one  who  was  not  weeping.  Bonfires 
blazed.  Bells  jingled.  The  streets  were  thronged 
at  night  by  boon-companions,  who  forced  all  the 
passers-by  to  swallow  on  bended  knees  brimming 
glasses  to  the  health  of  his  Most  Sacred  Majesty, 
and  the  damnation  of  Red-nosed  Noll.  That  tender¬ 
ness  to  the  fallen  which  has,  through  many  generations, 
been  a  marked  feature  of  the  national  character,  was 
for  a  time  hardly  discernible.  All  London  crowded 
to  shout  and  laugh  round  the  gibbet  where  hung  the 
rotting  remains  of  a  prince  who  had  made  England 
the  dread  of  the  world,  who  had  been  the  chief 
founder  of  her  maritime  greatness  and  of  her  colonial 
empire,  who  had  conquered  Scotland  and  Ireland, 
who  had  humbled  Holland  and  Spain,  the  terror 
of  whose  name  had  been  as  a  guard  round  every 
English  traveller  in  remote  countries,  and  round 
every  Protestant  congregation  in  the  heart  of  Catholic 
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empires.  When  some  of  those  brave  and  honest 
though  misguided  men  who  had  sate  in  judgment  on 
their  King  were  dragged  on  hurdles  to  a  death  of 
prolonged  torture,  their  last  prayers  were  interrupted 
by  the  hisses  and  execrations  of  thousands. 

Such  was  England  in  1660.  In  1678  the  whole 
face  of  things  had  changed.  At  the  former  of  those 
epochs  eighteen  years  of  commotion  had  made  the 
majority  of  the  people  ready  to  buy  repose  at  any 
price.  At  the  latter  epoch  eighteen  years  of  mis- 
government  had  made  the  same  majority  desirous  to 
obtain  security  for  their  liberties  at  any  risk.  The 
fury  of  their  returning  loyalty  had  spent  itself  in  its 
first  outbreak.  In  a  very  few  months  they  had 
hanged  and  half-hanged,  quartered  and  embowelled 
enough  to  satisfy  them.  The  Roundhead  party 
seemed  to  be  not  merely  overcome,  but  too  much 
broken  and  scattered  ever  to  rally  again.  Then 
commenced  the  reflux  of  public  opinion.  The 
nation  began  to  find  out  to  what  a  man  it  had 
entrusted,  without  conditions,  all  its  dearest  interests, 
on  what  a  man  it  had  lavished  all  its  fondest  affec¬ 
tion.  On  the  ignoble  nature  of  the  restored  exile, 
adversity  had  exhausted  all  her  discipline  in  vain. 
He  had  one  immense  advantage  over  most  other 
princes.  Though  born  in  the  purple,  he  was  far 
better  acquainted  with  the  vicissitudes  of  life  and  the 
diversities  of  character  than  most  of  his  subjects. 
He  had  known  restraint,  danger,  penury,  and  de¬ 
pendence.  He  had  often  suffered  from  ingratitude, 
insolence,  and  treachery.  He  had  received  many 
signal  proofs  of  faithful  and  heroic  attachment.  He 
had  seen,  if  ever  man  saw,  both  sides  of  human 
nature.  But  only  one  side  remained  in  his  memory. 
He  had  learned  only  to  despise  and  to  distrust  his 
species,  to  consider  integrity  in  men,  and  modesty  in 
women,  as  mere  acting ;  nor  did  he  think  it  worth 
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while  to  keep  his  opinion  to  himself.  He  was  in¬ 
capable  of  friendship  ;  yet  he  was  perpetually  led  by 
favourites  without  being  in  the  smallest  degree  duped 
by  them.  He  knew  that  their  regard  to  his  interests 
was  all  simulated  ;  but,  from  a  certain  easiness  which 
had  no  connexion  with  humanity,  he  submitted,  half¬ 
laughing  at  himself,  to  be  made  the  tool  of  any 
woman  whose  person  attracted  him,  or  of  any  man 
whose  tattle  diverted  him.  He  thought  little  and 
cared  less  about  religion.  He  seems  to  have  passed 
his  life  in  dawdling  suspense  between  Hobbism  and 
Popery.  He  was  crowned  in  his  youth  with  the 
Covenant  in  his  hand  ;  he  died  at  last  with  the  Host 
sticking  in  his  throat ;  and,  during  most  of  the  inter¬ 
mediate  years,  was  occupied  in  persecuting  both 
Covenanters  and  Catholics.  He  was  not  a  tyrant 
from  the  ordinary  motives.  He  valued  power  for  its 
own  sake  little,  and  fame  still  less.  He  does  not 
appear  to  have  been  vindictive,  or  to  have  found  any 
pleasing  excitement  in  cruelty.  What  he  wanted 
was  to  be  amused,  to  get  through  the  twenty-four 
hours  pleasantly  without  sitting  down  to  dry  busi¬ 
ness.  Sauntering  was,  as  Sheffield  expresses  it,  the 
true  Sultana  Queen  of  his  Majesty’s  affections.  A 
sitting  in  council  would  have  been  insupportable  to 
him  if  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  had  not  been  there 
to  make  mouths  at  the  Chancellor.  It  has  been  said, 
and  is  highly  probable,  that  in  his  exile,  he  was  quite 
disposed  to  sell  his  rights  to  Cromwell  for  a  good 
round  sum.  To  the  last,  his  only  quarrel  with  his 
Parliaments  was  that  they  often  gave  him  trouble 
and  would  not  always  give  him  money.  If  there  was 
a  person  for  whom  he  felt  a  real  regard,  that  person 
was  his  brother.  If  there  was  a  point  about  which 
he  really  entertained  a  scruple  of  conscience  or  of 
honour,  that  point  was  the  descent  of  the  crown. 
Yet  he  was  willing  to  consent  to  the  Exclusion  Bill 


History  of  the  Revolution  455 

for  six  hundred  thousand  pounds ;  and  the  negotia¬ 
tion  was  broken  off  only  because  he  insisted  on  being 
paid  beforehand.  To  do  him  justice,  his  temper  was 
good  ;  his  manners  agreeable ;  his  natural  talents 
above  mediocrity.  But  he  was  sensual,  frivolous, 
false,  and  cold-hearted,  beyond  almost  any  prince  of 
whom  history  makes  mention. 

Under  the  government  of  such  a  man,  the  Eng¬ 
lish  people  could  not  be  long  in  recovering  from  the 
intoxication  of  loyalty.  They  were  then,  as  they  are 
still,  a  brave,  proud,  and  high-spirited  race,  unaccus¬ 
tomed  to  defeat,  to  shame,  or  to  servitude.  The 
splendid  administration  of  Oliver  had  taught  them 
to  consider  their  country  as  a  match  for  the  greatest 
empires  of  the  earth,  as  the  first  of  maritime  powers, 
as  the  head  of  the  Protestant  interest.  Though,  in 
the  day  of  their  affectionate  enthusiasm,  they  might 
sometimes  extol  the  royal  prerogative  in  terms  which 
would  have  better  become  the  courtiers  of  Aurung- 
zebe,  they  were  not  men  whom  it  was  quite  safe  to 
take  at  their  word.  They  were  much  more  perfect 
in  the  theory  than  in  the  practice  of  passive  obe¬ 
dience.  Though  they  might  deride  the  austere 
manners  and  scriptural  phrases  of  the  Puritans,  they 
were  still  at  heart  a  religious  people.  The  majority 
saw  no  great  sin  in  field-sports,  stage-plays,  promis¬ 
cuous  dancing,  cards,  fairs,  starch,  or  false  hair.  But 
gross  profaneness  and  licentiousness  were  regarded 
with  general  horror  ;  and  the  Catholic  religion  was 
held  in  utter  detestation  by  nine  tenths  of  the  middle 
class. 

Such  was  the  nation  which,  awaking  from  its 
rapturous  trance,  found  itself  sold  to  a  foreign,  a 
despotic,  a  Popish  court,  defeated  on  its  own  seas 
and  rivers  by  a  state  of  far  inferior  resources,  and 
placed  under  the  rule  of  pandars  and  buffoons.  Our 
ancestors  saw  the  best  and  ablest  divines  of  the  age 
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turned  out  of  their  benefices  by  hundreds.  They  saw 
the  prisons  filled  with  men  guilty  of  no  other  crime 
than  that  of  worshipping  God  according  to  the  fashion 
generally  prevailing  throughout  Protestant  Europe. 
They  saw  a  Popish  Queen  on  the  throne,  and  a 
Popish  heir  on  the  steps  of  the  throne.  They  saw 
unjust  aggression  followed  by  feeble  war,  and  feeble 
war  ending  in  disgraceful  peace.  They  saw  a  Dutch 
fleet  riding  triumphant  in  the  Thames.  They  saw 
the  Triple  Alliance  broken,  the  Exchequer  shut  up, 
the  public  credit  shaken,  the  arms  of  England  em¬ 
ployed,  in  shameful  subordination  to  France,  against 
a  country  which  seemed  to  be  the  last  asylum  of 
civil  and  religious  liberty.  They  saw  Ireland  dis¬ 
contented,  and  Scotland  in  rebellion.  They  saw, 
meantime,  Whitehall  swarming  with  sharpers  and 
courtesans.  They  saw  harlot  after  harlot,  and  bastard 
after  bastard,  not  only  raised  to  the  highest  honours 
of  the  peerage,  but  supplied  out  of  the  spoils  of  the 
honest,  industrious,  and  ruined  public  creditor,  with 
ample  means  of  supporting  the  new  dignity.  The 
government  became  more  odious  every  day.  Even 
in  the  bosom  of  that  very  House  of  Commons  which 
had  been  elected  by  the  nation  in  the  ecstasy  of  its 
penitence,  of  its  joy,  and  of  its  hope,  an  opposition 
sprang  up  and  became  powerful.  Loyalty  which  had 
been  proof  against  all  the  disasters  of  the  civil  war, 
which  had  survived  the  routs  of  Naseby  and  Worcester, 
which  had  never  flinched  from  sequestration  and 
exile,  which  the  Protector  could  never  intimidate  or 
seduce,  began  to  fail  in  this  last  and  hardest  trial. 
The  storm  had  long  been  gathering.  At  length  it 
burst  with  a  fury  which  threatened  the  whole  frame 
of  society  with  dissolution. 

When  the  general  election  of  January,  1679,  took 
place,  the  nation  had  retraced  the  path  which  it  had 
been  describing  from  1640  to  1660.  It  was  again  in 
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the  same  mood  in  which  it  had  been  when,  after 
twelve  years  of  misgovernment,  the  Long  Parliament 
assembled.  In  every  part  of  the  country,  the  name 
of  courtier  had  become  a  by-word  of  reproach.  The 
old  warriors  of  the  Covenant  again  ventured  out  of 
those  retreats  in  which  they  had,  at  the  time  of  the 
Restoration,  hidden  themselves  from  the  insults  of 
the  triumphant  Malignants,  and  in  which  during 
twenty  years,  they  had  preserved  in  full  vigour 

“  The  unconquerable  will 
And  study  of  revenge,  immortal  hate, 

With  courage  never  to  submit  or  yield, 

And  what  is  else  not  to  be  overcome.” 

Then  were  again  seen  in  the  streets  faces  which 
called  up  strange  and  terrible  recollections  of  the 
days  when  the  saints,  with  the  high  praises  of  God  in 
their  mouths,  and  a  two-edged  sword  in  their  hands, 
had  bound  kings  with  chains,  and  nobles  with  links 
of  iron.  Then  were  again  heard  voices  which  had 
shouted  “  Privilege  ”  by  the  coach  of  Charles  I.  in 
the  time  of  his  tyranny,  and  had  called  for  “Justice” 
in  Westminster  Hall  on  the  day  of  his  trial.  It  has 
been  the  fashion  to  represent  the  excitement  of  this 
period  as  the  effect  of  the  Popish  plot.  To  us  it 
seems  clear  that  the  Popish  plot  was  rather  the  effect 
than  the  cause  of  the  general  agitation.  It  was  not 
the  disease,  but  a  symptom,  though,  like  many  other 
symptoms,  it  aggravated  the  severity  of  the  disease. 
In  1660  or  1661  it  would  have  been  utterly  out  of 
the  power  of  such  men  as  Oates  or  Bedloe  to  give 
any  serious  disturbance  to  the  Government.  They 
would  have  been  laughed  at,  pilloried,  well  pelted, 
soundly  whipped,  and  speedily  forgotten.  In  1678 
or  1679  there  would  have  been  an  outbreak  if 
those  men  had  never  been  born.  For  years  things 
had  been  steadily  tending  to  such  a  consummation. 
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Society  was  one  vast  mass  of  combustible  matter.  No 
mass  so  vast  and  so  combustible  ever  waited  long  for 
a  spark. 

Rational  men,  we  suppose,  are  now  fully  agreed 
that  by  far  the  greater  part,  if  not  the  whole,  of 
Oates’s  story  was  a  pure  fabrication.  It  is  indeed 
highly  probable  that,  during  his  intercourse  with  the 
Jesuits,  he  may  have  heard  much  wild  talk  about  the 
best  means  of  reestablishing  the  Catholic  religion 
in  England,  and  that  from  some  of  the  absurd  day¬ 
dreams  of  the  zealots  with  whom  he  then  associated 
he  may  have  taken  hints  for  his  narrative.  But  we 
do  not  believe  that  he  was  privy  to  any  thing  which 
deserved  the  name  of  conspiracy.  And  it  is  quite 
certain  that,  if  there  be  any  small  portion  of  truth  in 
his  evidence,  that  portion  is  so  deeply  buried  in  false¬ 
hood  that  no  human  skill  can  now  effect  a  separation. 
We  must  not,  however,  forget,  that  we  see  his  story 
by  the  light  of  much  information  which  his  contem¬ 
poraries  did  not  at  first  possess.  We  have  nothing 
to  say  for  the  witnesses,  but  something  in  mitigation 
to  offer  on  behalf  of  the  public.  We  own  that  the 
credulity  which  the  nation  showed  on  that  occasion 
seems  to  us,  though  censurable  indeed,  yet  not  wholly 
inexcusable. 

Our  ancestors  knew,  from  the  experience  of  several 
generations  at  home  and  abroad,  how  restless  and  en¬ 
croaching  was  the  disposition  of  the  Church  of  Rome. 
The  heir  apparent  of  the  crown  was  a  bigoted  member 
of  that  church.  The  reigning  King  seemed  far  more 
inclined  to  show  favour  to  that  church  than  to  the 
Presbyterians.  He  was  the  intimate  ally,  or  rather 
the  hired  servant,  of  a  powerful  King,  who  had  already 
given  proofs  of  his  determination  to  tolerate  within 
his  dominions  no  other  religion  than  that  of  Rome. 
The  Catholics  had  begun  to  talk  a  bolder  language 
than  formerly,  and  to  .anticipate  the  restoration  of 
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their  worship  in  all  its  ancient  dignity  and  splendour. 
At  this  juncture,  it  is  rumoured  that  a  Popish  plot 
has  been  discovered.  A  distinguished  Catholic  is 
arrested  on  suspicion.  It  appears  that  he  has  de¬ 
stroyed  almost  all  his  papers.  A  few  letters,  however, 
have  escaped  the  flames  ;  and  these  letters  are  found 
to  contain  much  alarming  matter,  strange  expressions 
about  subsidies  from  France,  allusions  to  a  vast  scheme 
which  would  “  give  the  greatest  blow  to  the  Protestant 
religion  that  it  had  ever  received,”  and  which  “  would 
utterly  subdue  a  pestilent  heresy.”  It  was  natural 
that  those  who  saw  these  expressions,  in  letters  which 
had  been  overlooked,  should  suspect  that  there  was 
some  horrible  villany  in  those  which  had  been  care¬ 
fully  destroyed.  Such  was  the  feeling  of  the  House 
of  Commons  :  “  Question,  question,  Coleman’s  let¬ 
ters  !  ”  was  the  cry  which  drowned  the  voices  of  the 
minority. 

Just  after  the  discovery  of  these  papers,  a  magis¬ 
trate  who  had  been  distinguished  by  his  independent 
spirit,  and  who  had  taken  the  deposition  of  the 
informer,  is  found  murdered,  under  circumstances 
which  make  it  almost  incredible  that  he  should  have 
fallen  either  by  robbers  or  by  his  own  hands.  Many 
of  our  readers  can  remember  the  state  of  London 
just  after  the  murders  of  Mar  and  Williamson,  the 
terror  which  was  on  every  face,  the  careful  barring  of 
doors,  the  providing  of  blunderbusses  and  watchmen’s 
rattles.  We  know  of  a  shopkeeper  who  on  that 
occasion  sold  three  hundred  rattles  in  about  ten 
hours.  Those  who  remember  that  panic  may  be  able 
to  form  some  notion  of  the  state  of  England  after  the 
death  of  Godfrey.  Indeed,  we  must  say  that,  after 
having  read  and  weighed  all  the  evidence  now  extant 
on  that  mysterious  subject,  we  incline  to  the  opinion 
that  he  was  assassinated,  and  assassinated  by  Catho¬ 
lics,  not  assuredly  by  Catholics  of  the  least  weight 
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or  note,  but  by  some  of  those  crazy  and  vindictive 
fanatics  who  may  be  found  in  every  large  sect,  and 
who  are  peculiarly  likely  to  be  found  in  a  persecuted 
sect.  Some  of  the  violent  Cameronians  had  recently, 
under  similar  exasperation,  committed  similar  crimes. 

It  was  natural  that  there  should  be  a  panic  ;  and 
it  was  natural  that  the  people  should,  in  a  panic,  be 
unreasonable  and  credulous.  It  must  be  remembered 
also  that  they  had  not  at  first,  as  we  have,  the  means 
of  comparing  the  evidence  which  was  given  on  dif¬ 
ferent  trials.  They  were  not  aware  of  one  tenth  part 
of  the  contradictions  and  absurdities  which  Oates  had 
committed.  The  blunders,  for  example,  into  which 
he  fell  before  the  Council,  his  mistake  about  the 
person  of  Don  John  of  Austria,  and  about  the  situa¬ 
tion  of  the  Jesuits’  College  at  Paris,  were  not  publicly 
known.  He  was  a  bad  man ;  but  the  spies  and 
deserters  by  whom  governments  are  informed  of 
conspiracies  are  generally  bad  men.  His  story  was 
strange  and  romantic  ;  but  it  was  not  more  strange 
or  romantic  than  a  well-authenticated  Popish  plot, 
which  some  few  people  then  living  might  remember, 
the  Gunpowder  treason.  Oates’s  account  of  the  burn¬ 
ing  of  London  was  in  itself  not  more  improbable  than 
the  project  of  blowing  up  King,  Lords,  and  Commons, 
a  project  which  had  not  only  been  entertained  by 
very  distinguished  Catholics,  but  which  had  very 
narrowly  missed  of  success.  As  to  the  design  on  the 
King’s  person,  all  the  world  knew  that,  within  a  cen¬ 
tury,  two  kings  of  France  and  a  Prince  of  Orange 
had  been  murdered  by  Catholics,  purely  from  re¬ 
ligious  enthusiasm,  that  Elizabeth  had  been  in  con¬ 
stant  danger  of  a  similar  fate,  and  that  such  attempts, 
to  say  the  least,  had  not  been  discouraged  by  the 
highest  authority  of  the  Church  of  Rome.  The 
characters  of  some  of  the  accused  persons  stood  high  ; 
but  so  did  that  of  Anthony  Babington,  and  that  of 
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Everard  Digby.  Those  who  suffered  denied  their 
guilt  to  the  last ;  but  no  persons  versed  in  criminal 
proceedings  would  attach  any  importance  to  this 
circumstance.  It  was  well  known  also  that  the  most 
distinguished  Catholic  casuists  had  written  largely  in 
defence  of  regicide,  of  mental  reservation,  and  of  equi¬ 
vocation.  It  was  not  quite  impossible  that  men  whose 
minds  had  been  nourished  with  the  writings  of  such 
casuists  might  think  themselves  justified  in  denying 
a  charge  which,  if  acknowledged,  would  bring  great 
scandal  on  the  Church.  The  trials  of  the  accused 
Catholics  were  exactly  like  all  the  state  trials  of  those 
days ;  that  is  to  say,  as  infamous  as  they  could  be. 
They  were  neither  fairer  nor  less  fair  than  those  of 
Algernon  Sydney,  of  Rosewell,  of  Cornish,  of  all  the 
unhappy  men,  in  short,  whom  a  predominant  party 
brought  to  what  was  then  facetiously  called  justice. 
Till  the  Revolution  purified  our  institutions  and  our 
manners,  a  state-trial  was  merely  a  murder  preceded 
by  the  uttering  of  certain  gibberish  and  the  perform¬ 
ance  of  certain  mummeries. 

The  Opposition  had  now  the  great  body  of  the 
nation  with  them.  Thrice  the  King  dissolved  the 
Parliament ;  and  thrice  the  constituent  body  sent 
him  back  representatives  fully  determined  to  keep 
strict  watch  on  all  his  measures,  and  to  exclude 
his  brother  from  the  throne.  Had  the  character 
of  Charles  resembled  that  of  his  father,  this  intestine 
discord  would  infallibly  have  ended  in  a  civil  war. 
Obstinacy  and  passion  would  have  been  his  ruin. 
His  levity  and  apathy  were  his  security.  He  re¬ 
sembled  one  of  those  light  Indian  boats  which  are 
safe  because  they  are  pliant,  which  yield  to  the  im¬ 
pact  of  every  wave,  and  which  therefore  bound 
without  danger  through  a  surf  in  which  a  vessel 
ribbed  with  heart  of  oak  would  inevitably  perish. 
The  only  thing  about  which  his  mind  was  unalter- 
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ably  made  up  was  that,  to  use  his  own  phrase,  he 
would  not  go  on  his  travels  again  for  any  body 
or  for  any  thing.  His  easy,  indolent  behaviour  pro¬ 
duced  all  the  effects  of  the  most  artful  policy.  He 
suffered  things  to  take  their  course  ;  and  if  Achito- 
phel  had  been  at  one  of  his  ears,  and  Machiavel  at 
the  other,  they  could  have  given  him  no  better  advice 
than  to  let  things  take  their  course.  He  gave  way  to 
the  violence  of  the  movement,  and  waited  for  the 
corresponding  violence  of  the  rebound.  He  exhibited 
himself  to  his  subjects  in  the  interesting  character  of 
an  oppressed  king,  who  was  ready  to  do  any  thing 
to  please  them,  and  who  asked  of  them  in  return, 
only  some  consideration  for  his  conscientious  scruples 
and  for  his  feelings  of  natural  affection,  who  was 
ready  to  accept  any  ministers,  to  grant  any  guaran¬ 
tees  to  public  liberty,  but  who  could  not  find  it  in 
his  heart  to  take  away  his  brother’s  birthright. 
Nothing  more  was  necessary.  He  had  to  deal  with 
a  people  whose  noble  weakness  it  has  always  been 
not  to  press  too  hardly  on  the  vanquished,  with  a 
people  the  lowest  and  most  brutal  of  whom  cry 
“  Shame  !  ”  if  they  see  a  man  struck  when  he  is  on 
the  ground.  The  resentment  which  the  nation  had 
felt  towards  the  Court  began  to  abate  as  soon  as 
the  Court  was  manifestly  unable  to  offer  any  resis¬ 
tance.  The  panic  which  Godfrey’s  death  had  excited 
gradually  subsided.  Every  day  brought  to  light  some 
new  falsehood  or  contradiction  in  the  stories  of  Oates 
and  Bedloe.  The  people  were  glutted  with  the  blood 
of  Papists,  as  they  had,  twenty  years  before,  been 
glutted  with  the  blood  of  regicides.  When  the  first 
sufferers  in  the  plot  were  brought  to  the  bar,  the 
witnesses  for  the  defence  were  in  danger  of  being 
torn  in  pieces  by  the  mob.  Judges,  jurors,  and 
spectators  seemed  equally  indifferent  to  justice,  and 
equally  eager  for  revenge.  Lord  Stafford,  the  last 
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sufferer,  was  pronounced  not  guilty  by  a  large  mino¬ 
rity  of  his  peers  ;  and  when  he  protested  his  innocence 
on  the  scaffold,  the  people  cried  out,  “  God  bless  you, 
my  lord  ;  we  believe  you,  my  lord.”  The  attempt  to 
make  a  son  of  Lucy  Waters  King  of  England  was 
alike  offensive  to  the  pride  of  the  nobles  and  to  the 
moral  feeling  of  the  middle  class.  The  old  Cavalier 
party,  the  great  majority  of  the  landed  gentry,  the 
clergy  and  the  universities  almost  to  a  man,  began 
to  draw  together,  and  to  form  in  close  array  round 
the  throne. 

A  similar  reaction  had  begun  to  take  place  in 
favour  of  Charles  the  First  during  the  second  session 
of  the  Long  Parliament ;  and,  if  that  prince  had  been 
honest  or  sagacious  enough  to  keep  himself  strictly 
within  the  limits  of  the  law,  we  have  not  the  smallest 
doubt  that  he  would  in  a  few  months  have  found 
himself  at  least  as  powerful  as  his  best  friends,  Lord 
Falkland,  Culpeper,  or  Hyde,  would  have  wished  to 
see  him.  By  illegally  impeaching  the  leaders  of  the 
Opposition,  and  by  making  in  person  a  wicked 
attempt  on  the  House  of  Commons,  he  stopped  and 
turned  back  that  tide  of  loyal  feeling  which  was  just 
beginning  to  run  strongly.  The  son,  quite  as  little 
restrained  by  law  or  by  honour  as  the  father,  was, 
luckily  for  himself,  a  man  of  a  lounging,  careless 
temper,  and,  from  temper,  we  believe,  rather  than 
from  policy,  escaped  that  great  error  which  cost  the 
father  so  dear.  Instead  of  trying  to  pluck  the  fruit 
before  it  was  ripe,  he  lay  still  till  it  fell  mellow  into 
his  very  mouth.  If  he  had  arrested  Lord  Shaftes¬ 
bury  and  Lord  Russell  in  a  manner  not  warranted 
by  law,  it  is  not  improbable  that  he  would  have 
ended  his  life  in  exile.  He  took  the  sure  course.  He 
employed  only  his  legal  prerogatives,  and  he  found 
them  amply  sufficient  for  his  purpose. 

During  the  first  eighteen  or  nineteen  years  of  his 
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reign,  he  had  been  playing  the  game  of  his  enemies. 
From  1678  to  1681,  his  enemies  had  played  his  game. 
They  owed  their  power  to  his  misgovernment.  He 
owed  the  recovery  of  his  power  to  their  violence. 
The  great  body  of  the  people  came  back  to  him  after 
their  estrangement  with  impetuous  affection.  He 
had  scarcely  been  more  popular  when  he  landed  on 
the  coast  of  Kent  than  when,  after  several  years 
of  restraint  and  humiliation,  he  dissolved  his  last 
Parliament. 

Nevertheless,  while  this  flux  and  reflux  of  opinion 
went  on,  the  cause  of  public  liberty  was  steadily 
gaining.  There  had  been  a  great  reaction  in  favour 
of  the  throne  at  the  Restoration.  But  the  Star 
Chamber,  the  High  Commission,  the  Ship-money, 
had  for  ever  disappeared.  There  was  now  another 
similar  reaction.  But  the  Habeas-Corpus  Act  had 
been  passed  during  the  short  predominance  of  the 
Opposition,  and  it  was  not  repealed. 

The  King,  however,  supported  as  he  was  by  the 
nation,  was  quite  strong  enough  to  inflict  a  terrible 
revenge  on  the  party  which  had  lately  held  him  in 
bondage.  In  1681  commenced  the  third  of  those 
periods  into  which  we  have  divided  the  history  of 
England  from  the  Restoration  to  the  Revolution. 
During  this  period  a  third  great  reaction  took  place. 
The  excesses  of  tyranny  restored  to  the  cause  of 
liberty  the  hearts  which  had  been  alienated  from  that 
cause  by  the  excesses  of  faction.  In  1681,  the  King 
had  almost  all  his  enemies  at  his  feet.  In  1688,  the 
King  was  an  exile  in  a  strange  land. 

The  whole  of  that  machinery  which  had  lately 
been  in  motion  against  the  Papists  was  now  put 
in  motion  against  the  Whigs,  browbeating  judges, 
packed  juries,  lying  witnesses,  clamorous  spectators. 
The  ablest  chief  of  the  party  fled  to  a  foreign  country 
and  died  there.  The  most  virtuous  man  of  the  party 
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was  beheaded.  Another  of  its  most  distinguished 
members  preferred  a  voluntary  death  to  the  shame 
of  a  public  execution.  The  boroughs  on  which  the 
government  could  not  depend  were,  by  means  of 
legal  quibbles,  deprived  of  their  charters ;  and  their 
constitution  was  remodelled  in  such  a  manner  as 
almost  to  insure  the  return  of  representatives  devoted 
to  the  Court.  All  parts  of  the  kingdom  emulously 
sent  up  the  most  extravagant  assurances  of  the  love 
which  they  bore  to  their  sovereign,  and  of  the  abhor¬ 
rence  with  which  they  regarded  those  who  questioned 
the  divine  origin  or  the  boundless  extent  of  his  power. 
It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say  that,  in  this  hot  com¬ 
petition  of  bigots  and  slaves,  the  University  of  Oxford 
had  the  unquestioned  preeminence.  The  glory  of 
being  farther  behind  the  age  than  any  other  portion 
of  the  British  people,  is  one  which  that  learned  body 
acquired  early,  and  has  never  lost. 

Charles  died  and  his  brother  came  to  the  throne ; 
but,  though  the  person  of  the  sovereign  was  changed, 
the  love  and  awe  with  which  the  office  was  regarded 
were  undiminished.  Indeed,  it  seems  that,  of  the  two 
princes,  James  was,  in  spite  of  his  religion,  rather  the 
favourite  of  the  High  Church  party.  He  had  been 
specially  singled  out  as  the  mark  of  the  Whigs ;  and 
this  circumstance  sufficed  to  make  him  the  idol  of  the 
Tories.  He  called  a  parliament.  The  loyal  gentry  of 
the  counties  and  the  packed  voters  of  the  remodelled 
boroughs  gave  him  a  parliament  such  as  England  had 
not  seen  for  a  century,  a  parliament  beyond  all  com¬ 
parison  the  most  obsequious  that  ever  sate  under  a 
prince  of  the  House  of  Stuart.  One  insurrectionary 
movement,  indeed,  took  place  in  England  and  another 
in  Scotland.  Both  were  put  down  with  ease  and 
punished  with  tremendous  severity.  Even  after  that 
bloody  circuit,  which  will  never  be  forgotten  while 
the  English  race  exists  in  any  part  of  the  globe, 
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no  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  ventured  to 
whisper  even  the  mildest  censure  on  Jeffreys.  Ed¬ 
mund  Waller,  emboldened  by  his  great  age  and  his 
high  reputation,  attacked  the  cruelty  of  the  military 
chiefs  ;  and  this  is  the  brightest  part  of  his  long  and 
checkered  public  life.  But  even  Waller  did  not  ven¬ 
ture  to  arraign  the  still  more  odious  cruelty  of  the 
Chief  Justice.  It  is  hardly  too  much  to  say  that 
James,  at  that  time,  had  little  reason  to  envy  the 
extent  of  authority  possessed  by  Louis  the  Four¬ 
teenth. 

By  what  means  this  vast  power  was  in  three 
years  broken  down,  by  what  perverse  and  frantic 
misgovernment  the  tyrant  revived  the  spirit  of  the 
vanquished  Whigs,  turned  to  fixed  hostility  the  neu¬ 
trality  of  the  trimmers,  and  drove  from  him  the 
landed  gentry,  the  Church,  the  army,  his  own  crea¬ 
tures,  his  own  children,  is  well  known  to  our  readers. 
But  we  wish  to  say  something  about  one  part  of  the 
question,  which  in  our  own  time  has  a  little  puzzled 
some  very  worthy  men,  and  about  which  the  author 
of  the  Continuation  before  us  has  said  much  with 
which  we  can  by  no  means  concur. 

James,  it  is  said,  declared  himself  a  supporter  of 
toleration.  If  he  violated  the  constitution,  he  at  least 
violated  it  for  one  of  the  noblest  ends  that  any  states¬ 
man  ever  had  in  view.  His  object  was  to  free  millions 
of  his  subjects  from  penal  laws  and  disabilities  which 
hardly  any  person  now  considers  as  just.  He  ought, 
therefore,  to  be  regarded  as  blameless,  or,  at  worst,  as 
guilty  only  of  employing  irregular  means  to  effect  a 
most  praiseworthy  purpose.  A  very  ingenious  man, 
whom  we  believe  to  be  a  Catholic,  Mr.  Banim,  has 
written  a  historical  novel,  of  the  literary  merit  of 
which  we  cannot  speak  very  highly,  for  the  purpose 
of  inculcating  this  opinion.  The  editor  of  Mackin¬ 
tosh’s  Fragment  assures  us,  that  the  standard  of 
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James  bore  the  nobler  inscription,  and  so  forth;  the 
meaning  of  which  is,  that  William  and  the  other 
authors  of  the  Revolution  were  vile  Whigs  who  drove 
out  James  for  being  a  Radical ;  that  the  crime  of  the 
King  was  his  going  farther  in  liberality  than  his  sub¬ 
jects  ;  that  he  was  the  real  champion  of  freedom  ; 
and  that  Somers,  Locke,  Newton,  and  other  narrow¬ 
minded  people  of  the  same  sort,  were  the  real  bigots 
and  oppressors. 

Now,  we  admit  that  if  the  premises  can  be  made 
out,  the  conclusion  follows.  If  it  can  be  shown  that 
James  did  sincerely  wish  to  establish  perfect  freedom 
of  conscience,  we  shall  think  his  conduct  deserving  of 
indulgence,  if  not  of  praise.  We  shall  not  be  inclined 
to  censure  harshly  even  his  illegal  acts.  We  conceive 
that  so  noble  and  salutary  an  object  would  have  jus¬ 
tified  resistance  on  the  part  of  subjects.  We  can 
therefore  scarcely  deny  that  it  would  at  least  excuse 
encroachment  on  the  part  of  a  king.  But  it  can  be 
proved,  we  think,  by  the  strongest  evidence,  that 
James  had  no  such  object  in  view  ;  and  that,  under 
the  pretence  of  establishing  perfect  religious  liberty, 
he  was  trying  to  establish  the  ascendency  and  the 
exclusive  dominion  of  the  Church  of  Rome. 

It  is  true  that  he  professed  himself  a  supporter  of 
toleration.  Every  sect  clamours  for  toleration  when 
it  is  down.  We  have  not  the  smallest  doubt  that, 
when  Bonner  was  in  the  Marshalsea,  he  thought  it  a 
very  hard  thing  that  a  man  should  be  locked  up  in 
a  gaol  for  not  being  able  to  understand  the  words, 
“  This  is  my  body,”  in  the  same  way  with  the  lords 
of  the  council.  It  would  not  be  very  wise  to  conclude 
that  a  beggar  is  full  of  Christian  charity,  because  he 
assures  you  that  God  will  reward  you  if  you  give  him 
a  penny ;  or  that  a  soldier  is  humane,  because  he 
cries  out  lustily  for  quarter  when  a  bayonet  is  at  his 
throat.  The  doctrine  which,  from  the  very  first  origin 
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of  religious  dissensions,  has  been  held  by  all  bigots 
of  all  sects,  when  condensed  into  a  few  words,  and 
stripped  of  rhetorical  disguise,  is  simply  this  :  I  am 
in  the  right,  and  you  are  in  the  wrong.  When  you 
are  the  stronger  you  ought  to  tolerate  me ;  for  it  is 
your  duty  to  tolerate  truth.  But  when  I  am  the 
stronger,  I  shall  persecute  you  ;  for  it  is  my  duty  to 
persecute  error. 

The  Catholics  lay  under  severe  restraints  in  Eng¬ 
land.  James  wished  to  remove  those  restraints  ;  and 
therefore  he  held  a  language  favourable  to  liberty  of 
conscience.  But  the  whole  history  of  his  life  proves 
that  this  was  a  mere  pretence.  In  1679  he  held 
similar  language,  in  a  conversation  with  the  magis¬ 
trates  of  Amsterdam  ;  and  the  author  of  the  Con¬ 
tinuation  refers  to  this  circumstance  as  a  proof  that 
the  King  had  long  entertained  a  strong  feeling  on 
the  subject.  Unhappily  it  proves  only  the  utter  in¬ 
sincerity  of  all  the  King’s  later  professions.  If  he 
had  pretended  to  be  converted  to  the  doctrines  of 
toleration  after  his  accession  to  the  throne,  some 
credit  might  have  been  due  to  him.  But  we  know 
most  certainly  that,  in  1679,  and  long  after  that  year, 
James  was  a  most  bloody  and  remorseless  persecutor. 
After  1679,  he  was  placed  at  the  head  of  the  govern¬ 
ment  of  Scotland.  And  what  had  been  his  conduct 
in  that  country  ?  He  had  hunted  down  the  scattered 
remnant  of  the  Covenanters  with  a  barbarity  of  which 
no  other  prince  of  modern  times,  Philip  the  Second 
excepted,  had  ever  shown  himself  capable.  He  had 
indulged  himself  in  the  amusement  of  seeing  the  tor¬ 
ture  of  the  Boot  inflicted  on  the  wretched  enthusiasts 
whom  persecution  had  driven  to  resistance.  After 
his  accession,  almost  his  first  act  was  to  obtain  from 
the  servile  parliament  of  Scotland  a  law  for  inflicting 
death  on  preachers  at  conventicles  held  within  houses, 
and  on  both  preachers  and  hearers  at  conventicles 
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held  in  the  open  air.  All  this  he  had  done  for  a  re¬ 
ligion  which  was  not  his  own.  All  this  he  had  done, 
not  in  defence  of  truth  against  error,  but  in  defence 
of  one  damnable  error  against  another,  in  defence  of 
the  Episcopalian  against  the  Presbyterian  apostasy. 
Louis  the  Fourteenth  is  justly  censured  for  trying  to 
dragoon  his  subjects  to  heaven.  But  it  was  reserved 
for  James  to  torture  and  murder  for  the  difference 
between  two  roads  to  hell.  And  this  man,  so  deeply 
imbued  with  the  poison  of  intolerance  that,  rather 
than  not  persecute  at  all,  he  would  persecute  people 
out  of  one  heresy  into  another,  this  man  is  held  up  as 
the  champion  of  religious  liberty.  This  man,  who 
persecuted  in  the  cause  of  the  unclean  panther,  would 
not,  we  are  told,  have  persecuted  for  the  sake  of  the 
milk-white  and  immortal  hind. 

And  what  was  the  conduct  of  James  at  the  very 
time  when  he  was  professing  zeal  for  the  rights  of 
conscience?  Was  he  not  even  then  persecuting  to 
the  very  best  of  his  power?  Was  he  not  employing 
all  his  legal  prerogatives,  and  many  prerogatives 
which  were  not  legal,  for  the  purpose  of  forcing  his 
subjects  to  conform  to  his  creed  ?  While  he  pre¬ 
tended  to  abhor  the  laws  which  excluded  Dissenters 
from  office,  was  he  not  himself  dismissing  from  office 
his  ablest,  his  most  experienced,  his  most  faithful 
servants,  on  account  of  their  religious  opinions  ?  For 
what  offence  was  Lord  Rochester  driven  from  the 
Treasury  ?  He  was  closely  connected  with  the  Royal 
House.  He  was  at  the  head  of  the  Tory  party.  He 
had  stood  firmly  by  James  in  the  most  trying  emer¬ 
gencies.  But  he  would  not  change  his  religion,  and 
he  was  dismissed.  That  we  may  not  be  suspected  of 
overstating  the  case,  Dr.  Lingard,  a  very  competent, 
and  assuredly  not  a  very  willing  witness,  shall  speak 
for  us.  “  The  King,”  says  that  able  but  partial  writer, 
“  was  disappointed  :  he  complained  to  Barillon  of  the 
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obstinacy  and  insincerity  of  the  treasurer ;  and  the 
latter  received  from  the  French  envoy  a  very  intelli¬ 
gible  hint  that  the  loss  of  office  would  result  from  his 
adhesion  to  his  religious  creed.  He  was,  however, 
inflexible  ;  and  James,  after  a  long  delay,  communi¬ 
cated  to  him,  but  with  considerable  embarrassment 
and  many  tears,  his  final  determination.  He  had 
hoped,  he  said,  that  Rochester,  by  conforming  to  the 
Church  of  Rome,  would  have  spared  him  the  un¬ 
pleasant  task  ;  but  kings  must  sacrifice  their  feelings 
to  their  duty.”  And  this  was  the  King  who  wished 
to  have  all  men  of  all  sects  rendered  alike  capable  of 
holding  office.  These  proceedings  were  alone  suffi¬ 
cient  to  take  away  all  credit  from  his  liberal  profes¬ 
sions  ;  and  such,  as  we  learn  from  the  despatches  of 
the  Papal  Nuncio,  was  really  the  effect.  “  Pare,”  says 
D’Adda,  writing  a  few  days  after  the  retirement  of 
Rochester,  “  pare  che  gli  animi  sono  inaspriti  della 
voce  che  corre  tra  il  popolo,  d’  esser  cacciato  il  detto 
ministro  per  non  essere  Cattolico,  percio  tirarsi  al 
esterminio  de’  Protestanti.”  Was  it  ever  denied  that 
the  favours  of  the  Crown  were  constantly  bestowed 
and  withheld  purely  on  account  of  the  religious 
opinions  of  the  claimants  ?  And  if  these  things  were 
done  in  the  green  tree,  what  would  have  been  done 
in  the  dry?  If  James  acted  thus  when  he  had  the 
strongest  motives  to  court  his  Protestant  subjects, 
what  course  was  he  likely  to  follow  when  he  had  ob¬ 
tained  from  them  all  that  he  asked? 

Who  again  was  his  closest  ally  ?  And  what  was 
the  policy  of  that  ally?  The  subjects  of  James,  it  is 
true,  did  not  know  half  the  infamy  of  their  sovereign. 

1  hey  did  not  know,  as  we  know,  that,  while  he  was 
lecturing  them  on  the  blessings  of  equal  toleration, 
he  was  constantly  congratulating  his  good  brother 
Louis  on  the  success  of  that  intolerant  policy  which 
had  turned  the  fairest  tracts  of  France  into  deserts, 
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and  driven  into  exile  myriads  of  the  most  peaceable, 
industrious,  and  skilful  artisans  in  the  world.  But 
the  English  did  know  that  the  two  princes  were 
bound  together  in  the  closest  union.  They  saw  their 
sovereign  with  toleration  on  his  lips,  separating 
himself  from  those  states  which  had  first  set  the 
example  of  toleration,  and  connecting  himself  by  the 
strongest  ties  with  the  most  faithless  and  merciless 
persecutor  who  could  then  be  found  on  any  con¬ 
tinental  throne. 

By  what  advice  again  was  James  guided  ?  Who 
were  the  persons  in  whom  he  placed  the  greatest 
confidence,  and  who  took  the  warmest  interest  in  his 
schemes?  The  ambassador  of  France,  the  Nuncio 
of  Rome,  and  Father  Petre  the  Jesuit.  And  is  not 
this  enough  to  prove  that  the  establishment  of  equal 
toleration  was  not  his  plan  ?  Was  Louis  for  tolera¬ 
tion  ?  Was  the  Vatican  for  toleration?  Was  the 
order  of  Jesuits  for  toleration  ?  We  know  that  the 
liberal  professions  of  James  were  highly  approved  by 
those  very  governments,  by  those  very  societies, 
whose  theory  and  practice  it  notoriously  was  to  keep 
no  faith  with  heretics,  and  to  give  no  quarter  to  here¬ 
tics.  And  are  we,  in  order  to  save  James’s  reputation 
for  sincerity,  to  believe  that  all  at  once  those  govern¬ 
ments  and  those  societies  had  changed  their  nature, 
had  discovered  the  criminality  of  all  their  former 
conduct,  had  adopted  principles  far  more  liberal  than 
those  of  Locke,  of  Leighton,  or  of  Tillotson  ?  Which 
is  the  more  probable  supposition,  that  the  King  who 
had  revoked  the  edict  of  Nantes,  the  Pope  under 
whose  sanction  the  Inquisition  was  then  imprisoning 
and  burning,  the  religious  order  which,  in  every  con¬ 
troversy  in  which  it  had  ever  been  engaged,  had  called 
in  the  aid  either  of  the  magistrate  or  of  the  assassin, 
should  have  become  as  thorough-going  friends  to  re¬ 
ligious  liberty  as  Dr.  Franklin  and  Mr.  Jefferson,  or 
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that  a  Jesuit-ridden  bigot  should  be  induced  to  dis¬ 
semble  for  the  good  of  the  Church  ? 

The  game  which  the  Jesuits  were  playing  was 
no  new  game.  A  hundred  years  before  they  had 
preached  up  political  freedom,  just  as  they  were  now 
preaching  up  religious  freedom.  They  had  tried  to 
raise  the  republicans  against  Henry  the  Fourth  and 
Elizabeth,  just  as  they  were  now  trying  to  raise  the 
Protestant  Dissenters  against  the  Established  Church. 
In  the  sixteenth  century,  the  tools  of  Philip  the 
Second  were  constantly  preaching  doctrines  that  bor¬ 
dered  on  Jacobinism,  constantly  insisting  on  the  right 
of  the  people  to  cashier  kings,  and  of  every  private 
citizen  to  plunge  his  dagger  into  the  heart  of  a  wicked 
ruler.  In  the  seventeenth  century,  the  persecutors  of 
the  Huguenots  were  crying  out  against  the  tyranny 
of  the  Established  Church  of  England,  and  vindi¬ 
cating  with  the  utmost  fervour  the  right  of  every 
man  to  adore  God  after  his  own  fashion.  In  both 
cases  they  were  alike  insincere.  In  both  cases  the 
fool  who  had  trusted  them  would  have  found  him¬ 
self  miserably  duped.  A  good  and  wise  man  would 
doubtless  disapprove  of  the  arbitrary  measures  of 
Elizabeth.  But  would  he  have  really  served  the  in¬ 
terests  of  political  liberty,  if  he  had  put  faith  in  the 
professions  of  the  Romish  casuists,  joined  their  party, 
and  taken  a  share  in  Northumberland’s  revolt,  or  in 
Babington’s  conspiracy?  Would  he  not  have  been 
assisting  to  establish  a  far  worse  tyranny  than  that 
which  he  was  trying  to  put  down  ?  In  the  same 
manner,  a  good  and  wise  man  would  doubtless  see 
very  much  to  condemn  in  the  conduct  of  the  Church 
of  England  under  the  Stuarts.  But  was  he  there¬ 
fore  to  join  the  King  and  the  Catholics  against  that 
Church?  And  was  it  not  plain  that,  by  so  doing,  he 
would  assist  in  setting  up  a  spiritual  despotism,  com¬ 
pared  with  which  the  despotism  of  the  Establishment 
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was  as  a  little  finger  to  the  loins,  as  a  rod  of  whips  to 
a  rod  of  scorpions  ? 

Louis  had  a  far  stronger  mind  than  James.  He 
had  at  least  an  equally  high  sense  of  honour.  He 
was  in  a  much  less  degree  the  slave  of  his  priests. 
His  Protestant  subjects  had  all  the  security  for  their 
rights  of  conscience  which  law  and  solemn  compact 
could  give.  Had  that  security  been  found  sufficient  ? 
And  was  not  one  such  instance  enough  for  one 
generation  ? 

The  plan  of  James  seems  to  us  perfectly  intelli¬ 
gible.  The  toleration  which,  with  the  concurrence 
and  applause  of  all  the  most  cruel  persecutors  in 
Europe,  he  was  offering  to  his  people  was  meant 
simply  to  divide  them.  This  is  the  most  obvious 
and  vulgar  of  political  artifices.  We  have  seen  it 
employed  a  hundred  times  within  our  own  memory. 
At  this  moment  we  see  the  Carlists  in  France 
hallooing  on  the  Extreme  Left  against  the  Centre 
Left.  Four  years  ago  the  same  trick  was  practised 
in  England.  We  heard  old  buyers  and  sellers  of 
boroughs,  men  who  had  been  seated  in  the  House 
of  Commons  by  the  unsparing  use  of  ejectments,  and 
who  had,  through  their  whole  lives,  opposed  every 
measure  which  tended  to  increase  the  power  of  the 
democracy,  abusing  the  Reform  Bill  as  not  demo¬ 
cratic  enough,  appealing  to  the  labouring  classes, 
execrating  the  tyranny  of  the  ten-pound  house¬ 
holders,  and  exchanging  compliments  and  caresses 
with  the  most  noted  incendiaries  of  our  time.  The 
cry  of  universal  toleration  was  employed  by  James, 
just  as  the  cry  of  universal  suffrage  was  lately  em¬ 
ployed  by  some  veteran  Tories.  The  object  of  the 
mock  democrats  of  our  time  was  to  produce  a  con¬ 
flict  between  the  middle  classes  and  the  multitude, 
and  thus  to  prevent  all  reform.  The  object  of 
James  was  to  produce  a  conflict  between  the  Church 
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and  the  Protestant  Dissenters,  and  thus  to  facilitate 
the  victory  of  the  Catholics  over  both. 

We  do  not  believe  that  he  could  have  succeeded. 
But  we  do  not  think  his  plan  so  utterly  frantic  and 
hopeless  as  it  has  generally  been  thought ;  and  we 
are  sure  that,  if  he  had  been  allowed  to  gain  his 
first  point,  the  people  would  have  had  no  remedy 
left  but  an  appeal  to  physical  force,  which  would 
have  been  made  under  most  unfavourable  circum¬ 
stances.  He  conceived  that  the  Tories,  hampered 
by  their  professions  of  passive  obedience,  would  have 
submitted  to  his  pleasure,  and  that  the  Dissenters, 
seduced  by  his  delusive  promises  of  relief,  would  have 
given  him  strenuous  support.  In  this  way  he  hoped 
to  obtain  a  law,  nominally  for  the  removal  of  all 
religious  disabilities,  but  really  for  the  excluding  of 
all  Protestants  from  all  offices.  It  is  never  to  be 
forgotten  that  a  prince  who  has  all  the  patronage 
of  the  state  in  his  hands  can,  without  violating  the 
letter  of  the  law,  establish  whatever  test  he  chooses. 
And,  from  the  whole  conduct  of  James,  we  have  not 
the  smallest  doubt  that  he  would  have  availed  him¬ 
self  of  his  power  to  the  utmost.  The  statute-book 
might  declare  all  Englishmen  equally  capable  of 
holding  office  ;  but  to  what  end,  if  all  offices  were  in 
the  gift  of  a  sovereign  resolved  not  to  employ  a 
single  heretic  ?  We  firmly  believe  that  not  one  post 
in  the  government,  in  the  army,  in  the  navy,  on 
the  bench,  or  at  the  bar,  not  one  peerage,  nay  not 
one  ecclesiastical  benefice  in  the  royal  gift,  would 
have  been  bestowed  on  any  Protestant  of  any  per¬ 
suasion.  Even  while  the  King  had  still  strong 
motives  to  dissemble,  he  had  made  a  Catholic  Dean  of 
Christ  Church  and  a  Catholic  President  of  Magdalen 
College.  There  seems  to  be  no  doubt  that  the  See 
of  York  was  kept  vacant  for  another  Catholic.  If 
James  had  been  suffered  to  follow  this  course  for 
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twenty  years,  every  military  man  from  a  general  to 
a  drummer,  every  officer  of  a  ship,  every  judge,  every 
King’s  counsel,  every  lord-lieutenant  of  a  county, 
every  justice  of  the  peace,  every  ambassador,  every 
minister  of  state,  every  person  employed  in  the  royal 
household,  in  the  custom-house,  in  the  post-office, 
in  the  excise,  would  have  been  a  Catholic.  The 
Catholics  would  have  had  a  majority  in  the  House 
of  Lords,  even  if  that  majority  had  been  made,  as 
Sunderland  threatened,  by  bestowing  coronets  on  a 
whole  troop  of  the  Guards.  Catholics  would  have  had, 
we  believe,  the  chief  weight  even  in  the  Convocation. 
Every  bishop,  every  dean,  every  holder  of  a  crown 
living,  every  head  of  every  college  which  was  subject 
to  the  royal  power,  would  have  belonged  to  the 
Church  of  Rome.  Almost  all  the  places  of  liberal 
education  would  have  been  under  the  direction  of 
Catholics.  The  whole  power  of  licensing  books 
would  have  been  in  the  hands  of  Catholics.  All 
this  immense  mass  of  power  would  have  been  steadily 
supported  by  the  arms  and  by  the  gold  of  France, 
and  would  have  descended  to  an  heir  whose  whole 
education  would  have  been  conducted  with  a  view 
to  one  single  end,  the  complete  reestablishment  of 
the  Catholic  religion.  The  House  of  Commons 
would  have  been  the  only  legal  obstacle.  But  the 
rights  of  a  great  portion  of  the  electors  were  at  the 
mercy  of  the  courts  of  law ;  and  the  courts  of  law 
were  absolutely  dependent  on  the  Crown.  We  can¬ 
not  therefore  think  it  altogether  impossible  that  a 
house  might  have  been  packed  which  would  have 
restored  the  days  of  Mary. 

We  certainly  do  not  believe  that  this  would  have 
been  tamely  borne.  But  we  do  believe  that,  if  the 
nation  had  been  deluded  by  the  King’s  professions 
of  toleration,  all  this  would  have  been  attempted, 
and  could  have  been  averted  only  by  a  most  bloody 
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and  destructive  contest,  in  which  the  whole  Pro¬ 
testant  population  would  have  been  opposed  to  the 
Catholics.  On  the  one  side  would  have  been  a  vast 
numerical  superiority.  But  on  the  other  side  would 
have  been  the  whole  organization  of  government, 
and  two  great  disciplined  armies,  that  of  James,  and 
that  of  Louis.  We  do  not  doubt  that  the  nation 
would  have  achieved  its  deliverance.  But  we  believe 
that  the  struggle  would  have  shaken  the  whole  fabric 
of  society,  and  that  the  vengeance  of  the  conquerors 
would  have  been  terrible  and  unsparing. 

But  James  was  stopped  at  the  outset.  He 
thought  himself  secure  of  the  Tories,  because  they 
professed  to  consider  all  resistance  as  sinful,  and  of 
the  Protestant  Dissenters,  because  he  offered  them 
relief.  He  was  in  the  wrong  as  to  both.  The  error 
into  which  he  fell  about  the  Dissenters  was  very 
natural.  But  the  confidence  which  he  placed  in  the 
loyal  assurances  of  the  High  Church  party,  was  the 
most  exquisitely  ludicrous  proof  of  folly  that  a 
politician  ever  gave. 

Only  imagine  a  man  acting  for  one  single  day 
on  the  supposition  that  all  his  neighbours  believe 
all  that  they  profess,  and  act  up  to  all  that  they 
believe.  Imagine  a  man  acting  on  the  supposition 
that  he  may  safely  offer  the  deadliest  injuries  and 
insults  to  eveiy  body  who  says  that  revenge  is  sinful ; 
or  that  he  may  safely  entrust  all  his  property  with¬ 
out  security  to  any  person  who  says  that  it  is  wrong 
to  steal.  Such  a  character  would  be  too  absurd  for 
the  wildest  farce.  Yet  the  folly  of  James  did  not 
stop  short  of  this  incredible  extent.  Because  the 
clergy  had  declared  that  resistance  to  oppression  was 
in  no  case  lawful,  he  conceived  that  he  might  oppress 
them  exactly  as  much  as  he  chose,  without  the 
smallest  danger  of  resistance.  He  quite  forgot  that, 
when  they  magnified  the  royal  prerogative,  the  pre- 


History  of  the  Revolution  477 

rogative  was  exerted  on  their  side,  that,  when  they 
preached  endurance,  they  had  nothing  to  endure, 
that,  when  they  declared  it  unlawful  to  resist  evil, 
none  but  Whigs  and  Dissenters  suffered  any  evil. 
It  had  never  occurred  to  him  that  a  man  feels  the 
calamities  of  his  enemies  with  one  sort  of  sensibility, 
and  his  own  with  quite  a  different  sort.  It  had 
never  occurred  to  him  as  possible  that  a  reverend 
divine  might  think  it  the  duty  of  Baxter  and  Bunyan 
to  bear  insults  and  to  lie  in  dungeons  without  mur¬ 
muring,  and  yet,  when  he  saw  the  smallest  chance 
that  his  own  prebend  might  be  transferred  to  some 
sly  Father  from  Italy  or  Flanders,  might  begin  to 
discover  much  matter  for  useful  meditation  in  the 
texts  touching  Ehud’s  knife  and  Jael’s  hammer. 
His  majesty  was  not  aware,  it  should  seem,  that 
people  do  sometimes  reconsider  their  opinions ;  and 
that  nothing  more  disposes  a  man  to  reconsider  his 
opinions  than  a  suspicion,  that,  if  he  adheres  to  them, 
he  is  very  likely  to  be  a  beggar  or  a  martyr.  Yet 
it  seems  strange  that  these  truths  should  have 
escaped  the  royal  mind.  Those  Churchmen  who 
had  signed  the  Oxford  Declaration  in  favour  of 
passive  obedience  had  also  signed  the  thirty-nine 
Articles.  And  yet  the  very  man  who  confidently 
expected  that,  by  a  little  coaxing  and  bullying,  he 
should  induce  them  to  renounce  the  Articles,  was 
thunderstruck  when  he  found  that  they  were  dis¬ 
posed  to  soften  down  the  doctrines  of  the  Declaration. 
Nor  did  it  necessarily  follow  that,  even  if  the  theory 
of  the  Tories  had  undergone  no  modification,  their 
practice  would  coincide  with  their  theory.  It 
might,  one  should  think,  have  crossed  the  mind  of 
a  man  of  fifty,  who  had  seen  a  great  deal  of  the 
world,  that  people  sometimes  do  what  they  think 
wrong.  Though  a  prelate  might  hold  that  Paul 
directs  us  to  obey  even  a  Nero,  it  might  not  on  that 
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account  be  perfectly  safe  to  treat  the  Right  Reverend 
Father  in  God  after  the  fashion  of  Nero,  in  the  hope 
that  he  would  continue  to  obey  on  the  principles  of 
Paul.  The  King  indeed  had  only  to  look  at  home. 
He  was  at  least  as  much  attached  to  the  Catholic 
Church  as  any  Tory  gentleman  or  clergyman  could 
be  to  the  Church  of  England.  Adultery  was  at  least 
as  clearly  and  strongly  condemned  by  his  Church 
as  resistance  by  the  Church  of  England.  Yet  his 
priests  could  not  keep  him  from  Arabella  Sedley. 
While  he  was  risking  his  crown  for  the  sake  of  his 
soul,  he  was  risking  his  soul  for  the  sake  of  an  ugly, 
dirty  mistress.  There  is  something  delightfully  gro¬ 
tesque  in  the  spectacle  of  a  man  who,  while  living 
in  the  habitual  violation  of  his  known  duties,  is 
unable  to  believe  that  any  temptation  can  draw  any 
other  person  aside  from  the  path  of  virtue. 

James  was  disappointed  in  all  his  calculations. 
His  hope  was  that  the  Tories  would  follow  their 
principles,  and  that  the  Non-conformists  would 
follow  their  interests.  Exactly  the  reverse  took 
place.  The  great  body  of  the  Tories  sacrificed  the 
principle  of  non-resistance  to  their  interests ;  the 
great  body  of  Non-conformists  rejected  the  delusive 
offers  of  the  King,  and  stood  firmly  by  their  prin¬ 
ciples.  The  two  parties  whose  strife  had  convulsed 
the  empire  during  half  a  century  were  united  for  a 
moment  ;  and  all  that  vast  royal  power  which  three 
years  before  had  seemed  immovably  fixed  vanished 
at  once  like  chaff  in  a  hurricane. 

The  very  great  length  to  which  this  article  has 
already  been  extended  makes  it  impossible  for  us  to 
discuss,  as  we  had  meant  to  do,  the  characters  and 
conduct  of  the  leading  English  statesmen  at  this 
crisis.  But  we  must  offer  a  few  remarks  on  the 
spirit  and  tendency  of  the  Revolution  of  1688. 

The  editor  of  this  volume  quotes  the  Declaration 
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of  Right,  and  tell  us  that,  by  looking  at  it,  we  may 
“judge  at  a  glance  whether  the  authors  of  the 
Revolution  achieved  all  they  might  and  ought,  in 
their  position,  to  have  achieved  ;  whether  the  Com¬ 
mons  of  England  did  their  duty  to  their  constituents, 
their  country,  posterity,  and  universal  freedom.” 
We  are  at  a  loss  to  imagine  how  he  can  have  read 
and  transcribed  the  Declaration  of  Right,  and  yet 
have  so  utterly  misconceived  its  nature.  That 
famous  document  is,  as  its  very  name  imports,  de¬ 
claratory,  and  not  remedial.  It  was  never  meant  to 
be  a  measure  of  reform.  It  neither  contained,  nor 
was  designed  to  contain,  any  allusion  to  those  in¬ 
novations  which  the  authors  of  the  Revolution  con¬ 
sidered  as  desirable,  and  which  they  speedily  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  make.  The  Declaration  was  merely  a 
recital  of  certain  old  and  wholesome  laws  which  had 
been  violated  by  the  Stuarts,  and  a  solemn  protest 
against  the  validity  of  any  precedent  which  might  be 
set  up  in  opposition  to  those  laws.  The  words  run 
thus  :  “  They  do  claim,  demand,  and  insist  upon  all 
and  singular  the  premises  as  their  undoubted  rights 
and  liberties.”  Before  a  man  begins  to  make  im¬ 
provements  on  his  estate,  he  must  know  its  boun¬ 
daries.  Before  a  legislature  sits  down  to  reform  a 
constitution,  it  is  fit  to  ascertain  what  that  constitu¬ 
tion  really  is.  This  is  all  that  the  Declaration  was 
intended  to  do ;  and  to  quarrel  with  it  because  it  did 
not  directly  introduce  any  beneficial  changes  is  to 
quarrel  with  meat  for  not  being  fuel. 

The  principle  on  which  the  authors  of  the  Revo¬ 
lution  acted  cannot  be  mistaken.  They  were  per¬ 
fectly  aware  that  the  English  institutions  stood  in 
need  of  reform.  But  they  also  knew  that  an  im¬ 
portant  point  was  gained  if  they  could  settle  once 
for  all,  by  a  solemn  compact,  the  matters  which 
had,  during  several  generations,  been  in  controversy 
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between  the  Parliament  and  the  Crown.  They  there¬ 
fore  most  judiciously  abstained  from  mixing  up  the 
irritating  and  perplexing  question  of  what  ought  to 
be  the  law  with  the  plain  question  of  what  was  the 
law.  As  to  the  claims  set  forth  in  the  Declaration 
of  Right,  there  was  little  room  for  debate.  Whigs 
and  Tories  were  generally  agreed  as  to  the  illegality 
of  the  dispensing  power  and  of  taxation  imposed 
by  the  royal  prerogative.  The  articles  were  therefore 
adjusted  in  a  very  few  days.  But  if  the  Parliament 
had  determined  to  revise  the  whole  constitution,  and 
to  provide  new  securities  against  misgovernment, 
before  proclaiming  the  new  sovereigns,  months 
would  have  been  lost  in  disputes.  The  coalition 
which  had  delivered  the  country  would  have  been 
instantly  dissolved.  The  Whigs  would  have  quar¬ 
relled  with  the  Tories,  the  Lords  with  the  Commons, 
the  Church  with  the  Dissenters  ;  and  all  this  storm 
of  conflicting  interests  and  conflicting  theories  would 
have  been  raging  round  a  vacant  throne.  In  the 
meantime,  the  greatest  power  on  the  Continent  was 
attacking  our  allies,  and  meditating  a  descent  on  our 
own  territories.  Dundee  was  preparing  to  raise  the 
Highlands.  The  authority  of  James  was  still  owned 
by  the  Irish.  If  the  authors  of  the  Revolution  had 
been  fools  enough  to  take  this  course,  we  have  little 
doubt  that  Luxemburg  would  have  been  upon  them 
in  the  midst  of  their  constitution-making.  They 
might  probably  have  been  interrupted  in  a  debate 
on  Filmer’s  and  Sydney’s  theories  of  government  by 
the  entrance  of  the  musqueteers  of  Louis’s  household, 
and  have  been  marched  off,  two  and  two,  to  frame 
imaginary  monarchies  and  commonwealths  in  the 
Tower.  We  have  had  in  our  own  time  abundant 
experience  of  the  effects  of  such  folly.  We  have 
seen  nation  after  nation  enslaved,  because  the  friends 
of  liberty  wasted  in  discussions  upon  abstract  ques- 
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tions  the  time  which  ought  to  have  been  employed 
in  preparing  for  vigorous  national  defence.  This 
editor,  apparently,  would  have  had  the  English 
Revolution  of  1688  end  as  the  Revolutions  of  Spain 
and  Naples  ended  in  our  days.  Thank  God,  our 
deliverers  were  men  of  a  very  different  order  from 
the  Spanish  and  Neapolitan  legislators.  They  might, 
on  many  subjects,  hold  opinions  which,  in  the  nine¬ 
teenth  century,  would  not  be  considered  as  liberal. 
But  they  were  not  dreaming  pedants.  They  were 
statesmen  accustomed  to  the  management  of  great 
affairs.  Their  plans  of  reform  were  not  so  extensive 
as  those  of  the  lawgivers  of  Cadiz ;  but  what  they 
planned,  that  they  effected  ;  and  what  they  effected, 
that  they  maintained  against  the  fiercest  hostility  at 
home  and  abroad. 

Their  first  object  was  to  seat  William  on  the 
throne;  and  they  were  right.  We  say  this  without 
any  reference  to  the  eminent  personal  qualities  of 
William,  or  to  the  follies  and  crimes  of  James.  If 
the  two  princes  had  interchanged  characters,  our 
opinion  would  still  have  been  the  same.  It  was  even 
more  necessary  to  England  at  that  time  that  her 
king  should  be  a  usurper  than  that  he  should  be  a 
hero.  There  could  be  no  security  for  good  govern¬ 
ment  without  a  change  of  dynasty.  The  reverence 
for  hereditary  right  and  the  doctrine  of  passive 
obedience  had  taken  such  a  hold  on  the  minds  of  the 
Tories,  that,  if  James  had  been  restored  to  power  on 
any  conditions,  their  attachment  to  him  would  in  all 
probability  have  revived,  as  the  indignation  which 
recent  oppression  had  produced  faded  from  their 
minds.  It  had  become  indispensable  to  have  a 
sovereign  whose  title  to  his  throne  was  strictly  bound 
up  with  the  title  of  the  nation  to  its  liberties.  In  the 
compact  between  the  Prince  of  Orange  and  the  Con¬ 
vention,  there  was  one  most  important  article  which, 
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though  not  expressed,  was  perfectly  understood  by 
both  parties,  and  for  the  performance  of  which  the 
country  had  securities  far  better  than  all  the  engage¬ 
ments  that  Charles  the  First  or  Ferdinand  the 
Seventh  ever  took  in  the  day  of  their  weakness,  and 
broke  in  the  day  of  their  power.  The  article  to 
which  we  allude  was  this,  that  William  would  in  all 
things  conform  himself  to  what  should  appear  to  be 
the  fixed  and  deliberate  sense  of  his  Parliament. 
The  security  for  the  performance  was  this,  that  he 
had  no  claim  to  the  throne  except  the  choice  of  Par¬ 
liament,  and  no  means  of  maintaining  himself  on  the 
throne  but  the  support  of  Parliament.  All  the  great 
and  inestimable  reforms  which  speedily  followed 
the  Revolution  were  implied  in  those  simple  words  ; 
“The  Lords  Spiritual  and  Temporal,  and  Commons, 
assembled  at  Westminster,  do  resolve  that  William 
and  Mary,  Prince  and  Princess  of  Orange,  be,  and 
be  declared  King  and  Queen  of  England.” 

And  what  were  the  reforms  of  which  we  speak  ? 
We  will  shortly  recount  some  which  we  think  the 
most  important ;  and  we  will  then  leave  our  readers 
to  judge  whether  those  who  consider  the  Revolution 
as  a  mere  change  of  dynasty,  beneficial  to  a  few 
aristocrats,  but  useless  to  the  body  of  the  people,  or 
those  who  consider  it  as  a  happy  era  in  the  history 
of  the  British  nation  and  of  the  human  species,  have 
judged  more  correctly  of  its  nature. 

Foremost  in  the  list  of  the  benefits  which  our 
country  owes  to  the  Revolution  we  place  the  Tolera¬ 
tion  Act.  It  is  true  that  this  measure  fell  short  of 
the  wishes  of  the  leading  Whigs.  It  is  true  also  that, 
where  Catholics  were  concerned,  even  the  most  en¬ 
lightened  of  the  leading  Whigs  held  opinions  by  no 
means  so  liberal  as  those  which  are  happily  common  at 
the  present  day.  Those  distinguished  statesmen  did 
however  make  a  noble,  and,  in  some  respects,  a  sue- 
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cessful  struggle  for  the  rights  of  conscience.  Their 
wish  was  to  bring  the  great  body  of  the  Protestant 
Dissenters  within  the  pale  of  the  Church  by  judicious 
alterations  in  the  liturgy  and  the  articles,  and  to 
grant  to  those  who  still  remained  without  that  pale 
the  most  ample  toleration.  They  framed  a  plan  of 
comprehension  which  would  have  satisfied  a  great 
majority  of  the  seceders  ;  and  they  proposed  the 
complete  abolition  of  that  absurd  and  odious  test 
which,  after  having  been,  during  a  century  and  a  half, 
a  scandal  to  the  pious  and  a  laughing-stock  to  the 
profane,  was  at  length  removed  in  our  own  time. 
The  immense  power  of  the  Clergy  and  of  the  Tory 
gentry  frustrated  these  excellent  designs.  The 
Whigs,  however,  did  much.  They  succeeded  in 
obtaining  a  law  in  the  provisions  of  which  a  philo¬ 
sopher  will  doubtless  find  much  to  condemn,  but 
which  had  the  practical  effect  of  enabling  almost 
every  Protestant  Non-conformist  to  follow  the  dic¬ 
tates  of  his  own  conscience  without  molestation. 
Scarcely  a  law  in  the  statute-book  is  theoretically 
more  objectionable  than  the  Toleration  Act.  But 
we  question  whether  in  the  whole  of  that  vast  mass 
of  legislation,  from  the  Great  Charter  downwards, 
there  be  a  single  law  which  has  so  much  diminished 
the  sum  of  human  suffering,  which  has  done  so  much 
to  allay  bad  passions,  which  has  put  an  end  to  so 
much  petty  tyranny  and  vexation,  which  has  brought 
gladness,  peace,  and  a  sense  of  security  to  so  many 
private  dwellings. 

The  second  of  those  great  reforms  which  the  Re¬ 
volution  produced  was  the  final  establishment  of  the 
Presbyterian  Kirk  in  Scotland.  We  shall  not  now 
inquire  whether  the  Episcopal  or  the  Calvinistic  form 
of  Church  government  be  more  agreeable  to  primitive 
practice.  Far  be  it  from  us  to  disturb  with  our  doubts 
the  repose  of  any  Oxonian  Bachelor  of  Divinity  who 
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conceives  that  the  English  prelates,  with  their  baronies 
and  palaces,  their  purple  and  their  fine  linen,  their 
mitred  carriages  and  their  sumptuous  tables,  are  the 
true  successors  of  those  ancient  bishops  who  lived 
by  catching  fish  and  mending  tents.  We  say  only 
that  the  Scotch,  doubtless  from  their  own  inveterate 
stupidity  and  malice,  were  not  Episcopalians  ;  that 
they  could  not  be  made  Episcopalians  ;  that  the  whole 
power  of  government  had  been  in  vain  employed  for 
the  purpose  of  converting  them  ;  that  the  fullest  in¬ 
struction  on  the  mysterious  questions  of  the  Aposto¬ 
lical  succession  and  the  imposition  of  hands  had  been 
imparted  by  the  very  logical  process  of  putting  the 
legs  of  the  students  into  wooden  boots,  and  driving 
two  or  more  wedges  between  their  knees  ;  that  a  course 
of  divinity  lectures,  of  the  most  edifying  kind,  had 
been  given  in  the  Grass-market  of  Edinburgh  ;  yet 
that,  in  spite  of  all  the  exertions  of  those  great  theo¬ 
logical  professors,  Lauderdale  and  Dundee,  the  Cove¬ 
nanters  were  as  obstinate  as  ever.  To  the  contest 
between  the  Scotch  nation  and  the  Anglican  Church 
are  to  be  ascribed  near  thirty  years  of  the  most  fright¬ 
ful  misgovernment  ever  seen  in  any  part  of  Great 
Britain.  If  the  Revolution  had  produced  no  other 
effect  than  that  of  freeing  the  Scotch  from  the  yoke 
of  an  establishment  which  they  detested,  and  giving 
them  one  to  which  they  were  attached,  it  would  have 
been  one  of  the  happiest  events  in  our  history. 

The  third  great  benefit  which  the  country  derived 
from  the  Revolution  was  the  alteration  in  the  mode 
of  granting  the  supplies.  It  had  been  the  practice 
to  settle  on  every  prince,  at  the  commencement  of 
his  reign,  the  produce  of  certain  taxes  which,  it  was 
supposed,  would  yield  a  sum  sufficient  to  defray  the 
ordinary  expenses  of  government.  The  distribution 
of  the  revenue  was  left  wholly  to  the  sovereign.  He 
might  be  forced  by  a  war,  or  by  his  own  profusion,  to 
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ask  for  an  extraordinary  grant.  But,  if  his  policy 
were  economical  and  pacific,  he  might  reign  many 
years  without  once  being  under  the  necessity  of  sum¬ 
moning  his  Parliament,  or  of  taking  their  advice  when 
he  had  summoned  them.  This  was  not  all.  The 
natural  tendency  of  every  society  in  which  property 
enjoys  tolerable  security  is  to  increase  in  wealth. 
With  the  national  wealth,  the  produce  of  the  customs, 
of  the  excise,  and  of  the  post-office,  would  of  course 
increase ;  and  thus  it  might  well  happen  that  taxes 
which,  at  the  beginning  of  a  long  reign,  were  barely 
sufficient  to  support  a  frugal  government  in  time  of 
peace,  might,  before  the  end  of  that  reign,  enable  the 
sovereign  to  imitate  the  extravagance  of  Nero  or 
Heliogabalus,  to  raise  great  armies,  to  carry  on  ex¬ 
pensive  wars.  Something  of  this  sort  had  actually 
happened  under  Charles  the  Second,  though  his  reign, 
reckoned  from  the  Restoration,  lasted  only  twenty- 
five  years.  His  first  Parliament  settled  on  him  taxes 
estimated  to  produce  twelve  hundred  thousand  pounds 
a  year.  This  they  thought  sufficient,  as  they  allowed 
nothing  for  a  standing  army  in  time  of  peace.  At 
the  time  of  Charles’s  death,  the  annual  produce  of 
these  taxes  considerably  exceeded  a  million  and  a 
half ;  and  the  King  who,  during  the  years  which  im¬ 
mediately  followed  his  accession,  was  perpetually  in 
distress,  and  perpetually  asking  his  Parliaments  for 
money,  was  at  last  able  to  keep  a  body  of  regular 
troops  without  any  assistance  from  the  House  of 
Commons.  If  his  reign  had  been  as  long  as  that  of 
George  the  Third,  he  would  probably,  before  the 
close  of  it,  have  been  in  the  annual  receipt  of  several 
millions  over  and  above  what  the  ordinary  expenses 
of  civil  government  required  ;  and  of  those  millions 
he  would  have  been  as  absolutely  master  as  the  King 
now  is  of  the  sum  allotted  for  his  privy-purse.  He 
might  have  spent  them  in  luxury,  in  corruption,  in 
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paying  troops  to  overawe  his  people,  or  in  carrying 
into  effect  wild  schemes  of  foreign  conquest.  The 
authors  of  the  Revolution  applied  a  remedy  to  this 
great  abuse.  They  settled  on  the  King,  not  the  fluc¬ 
tuating  produce  of  certain  fixed  taxes,  but  a  fixed 
sum  sufficient  for  the  support  of  his  own  royal  state. 
They  established  it  as  a  rule  that  all  the  expenses 
of  the  army,  the  navy,  and  the  ordnance  should  be 
brought  annually  under  the  review  of  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  that  every  sum  voted  should  be  applied 
to  the  service  specified  in  the  vote.  The  direct  effect 
of  this  change  was  important.  The  indirect  effect 
has  been  more  important  still.  From  that  time  the 
House  of  Commons  has  been  really  the  paramount 
power  in  the  state.  It  has,  in  truth,  appointed  and 
removed  ministers,  declared  war,  and  concluded  peace. 
No  combination  of  the  King  and  the  Lords  has  ever 
been  able  to  effect  any  thing  against  the  Lower  House, 
backed  by  its  constituents.  Three  or  four  times, 
indeed,  the  sovereign  has  been  able  to  break  the  force 
of  an  opposition  by  dissolving  the  Parliament.  But 
if  that  experiment  should  fail,  if  the  people  should  be 
of  the  same  mind  with  their  representatives,  he  would 
clearly  have  no  course  left  but  to  yield,  to  abdicate, 
or  to  fight. 

The  next  great  blessing  which  we  owe  to  the 
Revolution  is  the  purification  of  the  administration 
of  justice  in  political  cases.  Of  the  importance  of  this 
change  no  person  can  judge  who  is  not  well  acquainted 
with  the  earlier  volumes  of  the  State  Trials.  Those 
volumes  are,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  say,  the  most 
frightful  record  of  baseness  and  depravity  that  is 
extant  in  the  world.  Our  hatred  is  altogether  turned 
away  from  the  crimes  and  the  criminals,  and  directed 
against  the  law  and  its  ministers.  We  see  villanies 
as  black  as  ever  were  imputed  to  any  prisoner  at  any 
bar  daily  committed  on  the  bench  and  in  the  jury-box. 
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The  worst  of  the  bad  acts  which  brought  discredit  on 
the  old  parliaments  of  France,  the  condemnation  of 
Lally,  for  example,  or  even  that  of  Calas,  may  seem 
praiseworthy  when  compared  with  the  atrocities  which 
follow  each  other  in  endless  succession  as  we  turn  over 
that  huge  chronicle  of  the  shame  of  England.  The 
magistrates  of  Paris  and  Toulouse  were  blinded  by 
prejudice,  passion,  or  bigotry.  But  the  abandoned 
judges  of  our  own  country  committed  murder  with 
their  eyes  open.  The  cause  of  this  is  plain.  In 
France  there  was  no  constitutional  opposition.  If  a 
man  held  language  offensive  to  the  government,  he 
was  at  once  sent  to  the  Bastile  or  to  Vincennes.  But 
in  England,  at  least  after  the  days  of  the  Long  Par¬ 
liament,  the  King  could  not,  by  a  mere  act  of  his  pre¬ 
rogative,  rid  himself  of  a  troublesome  politician.  He 
was  forced  to  remove  those  who  thwarted  him  by 
means  of  perjured  witnesses,  packed  juries,  and  cor¬ 
rupt,  hard-hearted,  brow-beating  judges.  The  Oppo¬ 
sition  naturally  retaliated  whenever  they  had  the  upper 
hand.  Every  time  that  the  power  passed  from  one 
party  to  the  other,  there  was  a  proscription  and  a 
massacre,  thinly  disguised  under  the  forms  of  judicial 
procedure.  The  tribunals  ought  to  be  sacred  places 
of  refuge,  where,  in  all  the  vicissitudes  of  public  affairs, 
the  innocent  of  all  parties  may  find  shelter.  They 
were,  before  the  Revolution,  an  unclean  public 
shambles,  to  which  each  party  in  its  turn  dragged  its 
opponents,  and  where  each  found  the  same  venal  and 
ferocious  butchers  waiting  for  its  custom.  Papist  or 
Protestant,  Tory  or  Whig,  Priest  or  Alderman,  all  was 
one  to  those  greedy  and  savage  natures,  provided  only 
there  was  money  to  earn,  and  blood  to  shed. 

Of  course,  these  worthless  judges  soon  created 
around  them,  as  was  natural,  a  breed  of  informers 
more  wicked,  if  possible,  than  themselves.  The  trial 
by  jury  afforded  little  or  no  protection  to  the  innocent. 
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The  juries  were  nominated  by  the  sheriffs.  The 
sheriffs  were  in  most  parts  of  England  nominated  by 
the  Crown.  In  London,  the  great  scene  of  political 
contention,  those  officers  were  chosen  by  the  people. 
The  fiercest  parliamentary  election  of  our  time  will 
give  but  a  faint  notion  of  the  storm  which  raged  in 
the  city  on  the  day  when  two  infuriated  parties,  each 
bearing  its  badge,  met  to  select  the  men  in  whose 
hands  were  to  be  the  issues  of  life  and  death  for  the 
coming  year.  On  that  day,  nobles  of  the  highest 
descent  did  not  think  it  beneath  them  to  canvass  and 
marshal  the  livery,  to  head  the  procession  and  to  watch 
the  poll.  On  that  day,  the  great  chiefs  of  parties 
waited  in  an  agony  of  suspense  for  the  messenger  who 
was  to  bring  from  Guildhall  the  news  whether  their 
lives  and  estates  were,  for  the  next  twelve  months, 
to  be  at  the  mercy  of  a  friend  or  of  a  foe.  In  1681, 
Whig  sheriffs  were  chosen  ;  and  Shaftesbury  defied 
the  whole  power  of  the  government.  In  1682  the 
sheriffs  were  Tories.  Shaftesbury  fled  to  Holland. 
The  other  chiefs  of  the  party  broke  up  their  councils, 
and  retired  in  haste  to  their  country  seats.  Sydney 
on  the  scaffold  told  those  sheriffs  that  his  blood  was  on 
their  heads.  Neither  of  them  could  deny  the  charge  ; 
and  one  of  them  wept  with  shame  and  remorse. 

Thus  every  man  who  then  meddled  with  public 
affairs  took  his  life  in  his  hand.  The  consequence 
was  that  men  of  gentle  natures  stood  aloof  from  con¬ 
tests  in  which  they  could  not  engage  without  hazard¬ 
ing  their  own  necks  and  the  fortunes  of  their  child¬ 
ren.  This  was  the  course  adopted  by  Sir  William 
Temple,  by  Evelyn,  and  by  many  other  men  who 
were,  in  every  respect,  admirably  qualified  to  serve 
the  State.  On  the  other  hand,  those  resolute  and 
enterprising  men  who  put  their  heads  and  lands  to 
hazard  in  the  game  of  politics  naturally  acquired, 
from  the  habit  of  playing  for  so  deep  a  stake,  a  reck- 
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less  and  desperate  turn  of  mind.  It  was,  we  seriously 
believe,  as  safe  to  be  a  highwayman  as  to  be  a  dis¬ 
tinguished  leader  of  Opposition.  This  may  serve  to 
explain,  and  in  some  degree  to  excuse,  the  violence 
with  which  the  factions  of  that  age  are  justly  re¬ 
proached.  They  were  fighting,  not  merely  for  office, 
but  for  life.  If  they  reposed  for  a  moment  from  the 
work  of  agitation,  if  they  suffered  the  public  excite¬ 
ment  to  flag,  they  were  lost  men.  Hume,  in  describ¬ 
ing  this  state  of  things,  has  employed  an  image  which 
seems  hardly  to  suit  the  general  simplicity  of  his 
style,  but  which  is  by  no  means  too  strong  for  the 
occasion.  “  Thus,”  says  he,  “  the  two  parties  actuated 
by  mutual  rage,  but  cooped  up  within  the  narrow 
limits  of  the  law,  levelled  with  poisoned  daggers  the 
most  deadly  blows  against  each  other’s  breast,  and 
buried  in  their  factious  divisions  all  regard  to  truth, 
honour,  and  humanity.” 

From  this  terrible  evil  the  Revolution  set  us  free. 
The  law  which  secured  to  the  judges  their  seats  dur¬ 
ing  life  or  good  behaviour  did  something.  The  law 
subsequently  passed  for  regulating  trials  in  cases  of 
treason  did  much  more.  The  provisions  of  that  law 
show,  indeed,  very  little  legislative  skill.  It  is  not 
framed  on  the  principle  of  securing  the  innocent,  but 
on  the  principle  of  giving  a  great  chance  of  escape  to 
the  accused,  whether  innocent  or  guilty.  This,  how¬ 
ever,  is  decidedly  a  fault  on  the  right  side.  The  evil 
produced  by  the  occasional  escape  of  a  bad  citizen  is 
not  to  be  compared  with  the  evils  of  that  Reign  of 
Terror,  for  such  it  was,  which  preceded  the  Revo¬ 
lution.  Since  the  passing  of  this  law  scarcely  one 
single  person  has  suffered  death  in  England  as  a 
traitor,  who  had  not  been  convicted  on  overwhelm¬ 
ing  evidence,  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  parties,  of  the 
highest  crime  against  the  State.  Attempts  have 
been  made  in  times  of  great  excitement,  to  bring  in 
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persons  guilty  of  high  treason  for  acts  which,  though 
sometimes  highly  blamable,  did  not  necessarily  imply 
a  design  falling  within  the  legal  definition  of  treason. 
All  those  attempts  have  failed.  During  a  hundred 
and  forty  years  no  statesman,  while  engaged  in  con¬ 
stitutional  opposition  to  a  government,  has  had  the 
axe  before  his  eyes.  The  smallest  minorities,  strug¬ 
gling  against  the  most  powerful  majorities,  in  the 
most  agitated  times,  have  felt  themselves  perfectly 
secure.  Pulteney  and  Fox  were  the  two  most  distin¬ 
guished  leaders  of  Opposition  since  the  Revolution. 
Both  were  personally  obnoxious  to  the  Court.  But 
the  utmost  harm  that  the  utmost  anger  of  the  Court 
could  do  to  them  was  to  strike  off  the  “  Right  Hon¬ 
ourable  ”  from  before  their  names. 

But  of  all  the  reforms  produced  by  the  Revolution, 
perhaps  the  most  important  was  the  full  establishment 
of  the  liberty  of  unlicensed  printing.  The  Censorship 
which,  under  some  form  or  other,  had  existed,  with 
rare  and  short  intermissions,  under  every  government, 
monarchical  or  republican,  from  the  time  of  Henry 
the  Eighth  downwards,  expired,  and  has  never  since 
been  renewed. 

We  are  aware  that  the  great  improvements  which 
we  have  recapitulated  were,  in  many  respects,  im¬ 
perfectly  and  unskilfully  executed.  The  authors  of 
those  improvements  sometimes,  while  they  removed 
or  mitigated  a  great  practical  evil,  continued  to  re¬ 
cognise  the  erroneous  principle  from  which  that  evil 
had  sprung.  Sometimes,  when  they  had  adopted  a 
sound  principle,  they  shrank  from  following  it  to  all 
the  conclusions  to  which  it  would  have  led  them. 
Sometimes  they  failed  to  perceive  that  the  remedies 
which  they  applied  to  one  disease  of  the  State  were 
certain  to  generate  another  disease,  and  to  render 
another  remedy  necessary.  Their  knowledge  was 
inferior  to  ours  :  nor  were  they  always  able  to  act  up 
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to  their  knowledge.  The  pressure  of  circumstances, 
the  necessity  of  compromising  differences  of  opinion, 
the  power  and  violence  of  the  party  which  was  al¬ 
together  hostile  to  the  new  settlement,  must  be  taken 
into  the  account.  When  these  things  are  fairly 
weighed,  there  will,  we  think,  be  little  difference  of 
opinion  among  liberal  and  right-minded  men  as  to 
the  real  value  of  what  the  great  events  of  1688  did 
for  this  country. 

We  have  recounted  what  appear  to  us  the  most 
important  of  those  changes  which  the  Revolution 
produced  in  our  laws.  The  changes  which  it  pro¬ 
duced  in  our  laws,  however,  were  not  more  important 
than  the  change  which  it  indirectly  produced  in  the 
public  mind.  The  Whig  party  had,  during  seventy 
years,  an  almost  uninterrupted  possession  of  power. 
It  had  always  been  the  fundamental  doctrine  of  that 
party,  that  power  is  a  trust  for  the  people  ;  that  it  is 
given  to  magistrates,  not  for  their  own,  but  for  the 
public  advantage  ;  that,  where  it  is  abused  by  magis¬ 
trates,  even  by  the  highest  of  all,  it  may  lawfully  be 
withdrawn.  It  is  perfectly  true,  that  the  Whigs  were 
not  more  exempt  than  other  men  from  the  vices  and 
infirmities  of  our  nature,  and  that,  when  they  had 
power,  they  sometimes  abused  it.  But  still  they  stood 
firm  to  their  theory.  That  theory  was  the  badge  of 
their  party.  It  was  something  more.  It  was  the 
foundation  on  which  rested  the  power  of  the  houses 
of  Nassau  and  Brunswick.  Thus,  there  was  a  govern¬ 
ment  interested  in  propagating  a  class  of  opinions 
which  most  governments  are  interested  in  discourag- 
ing,  a  government  which  looked  with  complacency 
on  all  speculations  favourable  to  public  liberty,  and 
with  extreme  aversion  on  all  speculations  favourable 
to  arbitrary  power.  There  was  a  King  who  decidedly 
preferred  a  republican  to  a  believer  in  the  divine 
right  of  kings ;  who  considered  every  attempt  to 
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exalt  his  prerogative  as  an  attack  on  his  title ;  and 
who  reserved  all  his  favours  for  those  who  declaimed 
on  the  natural  equality  of  men,  and  the  popular  origin 
of  government.  This  was  the  state  of  things  from 
the  Revolution  till  the  death  of  George  the  Second. 
The  effect  was  what  might  have  been  expected. 
Even  in  that  profession  which  has  generally  been 
most  disposed  to  magnify  the  prerogative,  a  great 
change  took  place.  Bishopric  after  bishopric  and 
deanery  after  deanery  were  bestowed  on  Whigs  and 
Latitudinarians.  The  consequence  was  that  Whig- 
gism  and  Latitudinarianism  were  professed  by  the 
ablest  and  most  aspiring  churchmen. 

Hume  complained  bitterly  of  this  at  the  close 
of  his  history.  “  The  Whig  party,”  says  he,  “  for  a 
course  of  near  seventy  years,  has  almost  without  in¬ 
terruption  enjoyed  the  whole  authority  of  govern¬ 
ment,  and  no  honours  or  offices  could  be  obtained 
but  by  their  countenance  and  protection.  But  this 
event,  which  in  some  particulars  has  been  advantage¬ 
ous  to  the  state,  has  proved  destructive  to  the  truth 
of  history,  and  has  established  many  gross  falsehoods, 
which  it  is  unaccountable  how  any  civilised  nation 
could  have  embraced,  with  regard  to  its  domestic 
occurrences.  Compositions  the  most  despicable,  both 
for  style  and  matter,” — in  a  note  he  instances  the 
writings  of  Locke,  Sydney,  Hoadley,  and  Rapin, — 
“  have  been  extolled  and  propagated  and  read  as  if 
they  had  equalled  the  most  celebrated  remains  of 
antiquity.  And  forgetting  that  a  regard  to  liberty, 
though  a  laudable  passion,  ought  commonly  to  be 
subservient  to  a  reverence  for  established  govern¬ 
ment,  the  prevailing  faction  has  celebrated  only  the 
partisans  of  the  former.”  We  will  not  here  enter  into 
an  argument  about  the  merit  of  Rapin’s  History  or 
Locke’s  political  speculations.  We  call  Hume  merely 
as  evidence  to  a  fact  well  known  to  all  reading  men, 
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that  the  literature  patronised  by  the  English  Court 
and  the  English  ministry,  during  the  first  half  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  was  of  that  kind  which  courtiers 
and  ministers  generally  do  all  in  their  power  to  dis¬ 
countenance,  and  tended  to  inspire  zeal  for  the  liber¬ 
ties  of  the  people  rather  than  respect  for  the  authority 
of  the  government. 

There  was  still  a  very  strong  Tory  party  in  Eng¬ 
land.  But  that  party  was  in  opposition.  Many  of 
its  members  still  held  the  doctrine  of  passive  obedi¬ 
ence.  But  they  did  not  admit  that  the  existing 
dynasty  had  any  claim  to  such  obedience.  They 
condemned  resistance.  But  by  resistance  they  meant 
the  keeping  out  of  James  the  Third,  and  not  the 
turning  out  of  George  the  Second.  No  Radical  of 
our  times  could  grumble  more  at  the  expenses  of  the 
royal  household,  could  exert  himself  more  strenuously 
to  reduce  the  military  establishment,  could  oppose 
with  more  earnestness  every  proposition  for  arming 
the  executive  with  extraordinary  powers,  or  could 
pour  more  unmitigated  abuse  on  placemen  and  cour¬ 
tiers.  If  a  writer  were  now,  in  a  massive  Dictionary, 
to  define  a  Pensioner  as  a  traitor  and  a  slave,  the  Ex¬ 
cise  as  a  hateful  tax,  the  Commissioners  of  the  Excise 
as  wretches,  if  he  were  to  write  a  satire  full  of  reflec¬ 
tions  on  men  who  receive  “  the  price  of  boroughs  and 
of  souls,”  who  “  explain  their  country’s  dear-bought 
rights  away,”  or 

“  whom  pensions  can  incite 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white,” 

we  should  set  him  down  for  something  more  demo¬ 
cratic  than  a  Whig.  Yet  this  was  the  language  which 
Johnson,  the  most  bigoted  of  Tories  and  High  Church¬ 
men,  held  under  the  administration  of  Walpole  and 
Pelham. 

Thus  doctrines  favourable  to  public  liberty  were 
inculcated  alike  by  those  who  were  in  power  and  by 
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those  who  were  in  opposition.  It  was  by  means  of 
these  doctrines  alone  that  the  former  could  prove 
that  they  had  a  King  de  jure.  The  servile  theories 
of  the  latter  did  not  prevent  them  from  offering  every 
molestation  to  one  whom  they  considered  as  merely 
a  King  de  facto.  The  attachment  of  one  party  to  the 
House  of  Hanover,  of  the  other  to  that  of  Stuart,  in¬ 
duced  both  to  talk  a  language  much  more  favourable 
to  popular  rights  than  to  monarchical  power.  What 
took  place  at  the  first  representation  of  Cato  is  no 
bad  illustration  of  the  way  in  which  the  two  great 
sections  of  the  community  almost  invariably  acted. 
A  play,  the  whole  merit  of  which  consists  in  its  stately 
rhetoric,  a  rhetoric  sometimes  not  unworthy  of  Lucan, 
about  hating  tyrants  and  dying  for  freedom,  is  brought 
on  the  stage  in  a  time  of  great  political  excitement. 
Both  parties  crowd  to  the  theatre.  Each  affects  to 
consider  every  line  as  a  compliment  to  itself,  and  an 
attack  on  its  opponents.  The  curtain  falls  amidst  an 
unanimous  roar  of  applause.  The  Whigs  of  the  Kit 
Cat  embrace  the  author,  and  assure  him  that  he  has 
rendered  an  inestimable  service  to  liberty.  The  Tory 
secretary  of  state  presents  a  purse  to  the  chief  actor 
for  defending  the  cause  of  liberty  so  well.  The  his¬ 
tory  of  that  night  was,  in  miniature,  the  history  of 
two  generations. 

We  well  know  how  much  sophistry  there  was  in 
the  reasonings,  and  how  much  exaggeration  in  the 
declamations  of  both  parties.  But  when  we  compare 
the  state  in  which  political  science  was  at  the  close  of 
the  reign  of  George  the  Second  with  the  state  in 
which  it  had  been  when  James  the  Second  came  to 
the  throne,  it  is  impossible  not  to  admit  that  a  pro¬ 
digious  improvement  had  taken  place.  We  are  no 
admirers  of  the  political  doctrines  laid  down  in 
Blackstone’s  Commentaries.  But  if  we  consider  that 
those  Commentaries  were  read  with  great  applause  in 
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the  very  schools  where,  seventy  or  eighty  years  be¬ 
fore,  books  had  been  publicly  burned  by  order  of  the 
University  of  Oxford  for  containing  the  damnable 
doctrine  that  the  English  monarchy  is  limited  and 
mixed,  we  cannot  deny  that  a  salutary  change  had 
taken  place.  “  The  Jesuits,”  says  Pascal,  in  the  last 
of  his  incomparable  letters,  “  have  obtained  a  Papal 
decree,  condemning  Galileo’s  doctrine  about  the 
motion  of  the  earth.  It  is  all  in  vain.  If  the  world 
is  really  turning  round,  all  mankind  together  will  not 
be  able  to  keep  it  from  turning,  or  to  keep  them¬ 
selves  from  turning  with  it.”  The  decrees  of  Oxford 
were  as  ineffectual  to  stay  the  great  moral  and 
political  revolution  as  those  of  the  Vatican  to  stay 
the  motion  of  our  globe.  That  learned  University 
found  itself  not  only  unable  to  keep  the  mass  from 
moving,  but  unable  to  keep  itself  from  moving  along 
with  the  mass.  Nor  was  the  effect  of  the  discussions 
and  speculations  of  that  period  confined  to  our  own 
country.  While  the  Jacobite  party  was  in  the  last 
dotage  and  weakness  of  its  paralytic  old  age,  the 
political  philosophy  of  England  began  to  produce  a 
mighty  effect  on  France,  and  through  France,  on 
Europe. 

Here  another  vast  field  opens  itself  before  us. 
But  we  must  resolutely  turn  away  from  it.  We  will 
conclude  by  advising  all  our  readers  to  study  Sir 
James  Mackintosh’s  valuable  Fragment,  and  by  ex¬ 
pressing  our  hope  that  they  will  soon  be  able  to  study 
it  without  those  accompaniments  which  have  hitherto 
impeded  its  circulation. 
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LORD  BACON.  (July,  1837.) 

The  Works  of  Francis  Bacon,  Lord  Chancellor  of  England. 

A  new  Edition.  By  Basil  Montagu,  Esq.  16  vols.  8vo. 

London  :  1825 — 1834. 

We  return  our  hearty  thanks  to  Mr.  Montagu  for  this 
truly  valuable  work.  From  the  opinions  which  he 
expresses  as  a  biographer  we  often  dissent.  But 
about  his  merit  as  a  collector  of  the  materials  out  of 
which  opinions  are  formed,  there  can  be  no  dispute  ; 
and  we  readily  acknowledge  that  we  are  in  a  great 
measure  indebted  to  his  minute  and  accurate  re¬ 
searches  for  the  means  of  refuting  what  we  cannot 
but  consider  as  his  errors. 

The  labour  which  has  been  bestowed  on  this 
volume  has  been  a  labour  of  love.  The  writer  is 
evidently  enamoured  of  the  subject.  It  fills  his  heart. 
It  constantly  overflows  from  his  lips  and  his  pen. 
Those  who  are  acquainted  with  the  Courts  in  which 
Mr.  Montagu  practises  with  so  much  ability  and 
success  well  know  how  often  he  enlivens  the  dis¬ 
cussion  of  a  point  of  law  by  citing  some  weighty 
aphorism,  or  some  brilliant  illustration,  from  the  De 
Augmentis  or  the  Novum  Organum.  The  Life  before 
us  doubtless  owes  much  of  its  value  to  the  honest 
and  generous  enthusiasm  of  the  writer.  This  feeling 
has  stimulated  his  activity,  has  sustained  his  perse¬ 
verance,  has  called  forth  all  his  ingenuity  and  elo¬ 
quence  :  but,  on  the  other  hand,  we  must  frankly  say 
that  it  has,  to  a  great  extent,  perverted  his  judgment. 
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We  are  by  no  means  without  sympathy  for  Mr. 
Montagu  even  in  what  we  consider  as  his  weakness. 
There  is  scarcely  any  delusion  which  has  a  better 
claim  to  be  indulgently  treated  than  that  under  the 
influence  of  which  a  man  ascribes  every  moral  excel¬ 
lence  to  those  who  have  left  imperishable  monuments 
of  their  genius.  The  causes  of  this  error  lie  deep  in 
the  inmost  recesses  of  human  nature.  We  are  all  in¬ 
clined  to  judge  of  others  as  we  find  them.  Our  estimate 
of  a  character  always  depends  much  on  the  manner 
in  which  that  character  affects  our  own  interests  and 
passions.  We  find  it  difficult  to  think  well  of  those 
by  whom  we  are  thwarted  or  depressed  ;  and  we  are 
ready  to  admit  every  excuse  for  the  vices  of  those 
who  are  useful  or  agreeable  to  us.  This  is,  we  be¬ 
lieve,  one  of  those  illusions  to  which  the  whole  human 
race  is  subject,  and  which  experience  and  reflection 
can  only  partially  remove.  It  is,  in  the  phraseology 
of  Bacon,  one  of  the  idola  tribus.  Hence  it  is  that 
the  moral  character  of  a  man  eminent  in  letters  or  in 
the  fine  arts  is  treated,  often  by  contemporaries,  almost 
always  by  posterity,  with  extraordinary  tenderness. 
The  world  derives  pleasure  and  advantage  from  the 
performances  of  such  a  man.  The  number  of  those 
who  suffer  by  his  personal  vices  is  small,  even  in  his 
own  time,  when  compared  with  the  number  of  those  to 
whom  his  talents  are  a  source  of  gratification.  In  a 
few  years  all  those  whom  he  has  injured  disappear. 
But  his  works  remain,  and  are  a  source  of  delight  to 
millions.  The  genius  of  Sallust  is  still  with  us.  But 
the  Numidians  whom  he  plundered,  and  the  unfor¬ 
tunate  husbands  who  caught  him  in  their  houses  at 
unseasonable  hours,  are  forgotten.  We  suffer  our¬ 
selves  to  be  delighted  by  the  keenness  of  Clarendon’s 
observation,  and  by  the  sober  majesty  of  his  style, 
till  we  forget  the  oppressor  and  the  bigot  in  the 
historian.  Falstaff  and  Tom  Jones  have  survived  the 
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gamekeepers  whom  Shakspeare  cudgelled  and  the 
landladies  whom  Fielding  bilked.  A  great  writer  is 
the  friend  and  benefactor  of  his  readers  ;  and  they 
cannot  but  judge  of  him  under  the  deluding  influence 
of  friendship  and  gratitude.  We  all  know  how  un¬ 
willing  we  are  to  admit  the  truth  of  any  disgraceful 
story  about  a  person  whose  society  we  like,  and  from 
whom  we  have  received  favours  ;  how  long  we 
struggle  against  evidence,  how  fondly,  when  the  facts 
cannot  be  disputed,  we  cling  to  the  hope  that  there 
may  be  some  explanation  or  some  extenuating  cir¬ 
cumstance  with  which  we  are  unacquainted.  Just 
such  is  the  feeling  which  a  man  of  liberal  education 
naturally  entertains  towards  the  great  minds  of 
former  ages.  The  debt  which  he  ow'es  to  them  is 
incalculable.  They  have  guided  him  to  truth.  They 
have  filled  his  mind  with  noble  and  graceful  images. 
They  have  stood  by  him  in  all  vicissitudes,  com¬ 
forters  in  sorrow,  nurses  in  sickness,  companions  in 
solitude.  These  friendships  are  exposed  to  no  danger 
from  the  occurrences  by  which  other  attachments  are 
weakened  or  dissolved.  Time  glides  on  ;  fortune  is 
inconstant  ;  tempers  are  soured  ;  bonds  which  seemed 
indissoluble  are  daily  sundered  by  interest,  by  emula¬ 
tion,  or  by  caprice.  But  no  such  cause  can  affect  the 
silent  converse  which  we  hold  with  the  highest  of  human 
intellects.  That  placid  intercourse  is  disturbed  by  no 
jealousies  or  resentments.  These  are  the  old  friends 
who  are  never  seen  with  new  faces,  who  are  the  same 
in  wealth  and  in  poverty,  in  glory  and  in  obscurity. 
With  the  dead  there  is  no  rivalry.  In  the  dead  there 
is  no  change.  Plato  is  never  sullen.  Cervantes  is 
never  petulant.  Demosthenes  never  comes  unseason¬ 
ably.  Dante  never  stays  too  long.  No  difference  of 
political  opinion  can  alienate  Cicero.  No  heresy  can 
excite  the  horror  of  Bossuet. 

Nothing,  then,  can  be  more  natural  than  that  a 
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person  endowed  with  sensibility  and  imagination 
should  entertain  a  respectful  and  affectionate  feeling 
towards  those  great  men  with  whose  minds  he  holds 
daily  communion.  Yet  nothing  can  be  more  certain 
than  that  such  men  have  not  always  deserved  to  be 
regarded  with  respect  or  affection.  Some  writers, 
whose  works  will  continue  to  instruct  and  delight 
mankind  to  the  remotest  ages,  have  been  placed  in 
such  situations  that  their  actions  and  motives  are  as 
well  known  to  us  as  the  actions  and  motives  of  one 
human  being  can  be  known  to  another  ;  and  un¬ 
happily  their  conduct  has  not  always  been  such  as  an 
impartial  judge  can  contemplate  with  approbation. 
But  the  fanaticism  of  the  devout  worshipper  of 
genius  is  proof  against  all  evidence  and  all  argument. 
The  character  of  his  idol  is  matter  of  faith  ;  and 
the  province  of  faith  is  not  to  be  invaded  by  reason. 
He  maintains  his  superstition  with  a  credulity  as 
boundless,  and  a  zeal  as  unscrupulous  as  can  be 
found  in  the  most  ardent  partisans  of  religious  or 
political  factions.  The  most  decisive  proofs  are  re¬ 
jected  ;  the  plainest  rules  of  morality  are  explained 
away  ;  extensive  and  important  portions  of  history 
are  completely  distorted.  The  enthusiast  misrepre¬ 
sents  facts  with  all  the  effrontery  of  an  advocate,  and 
confounds  right  and  wrong  with  all  the  dexterity  of 
a  Jesuit ;  and  all  this  only  in  order  that  some  man 
who  has  been  in  his  grave  during  many  ages  may 
have  a  fairer  character  than  he  deserves. 

Middleton’s  Life  of  Cicero  is  a  striking  instance 
of  the  influence  of  this  sort  of  partiality.  Never  was 
there  a  character  which  it  was  easier  to  read  than 
that  of  Cicero.  Never  was  there  a  mind  keener  or 
more  critical  than  that  of  Middleton.  Had  the 
biographer  brought  to  the  examination  of  his  favour¬ 
ite  statesman’s  conduct  but  a  very  small  part  of  the 
acuteness  and  severity  which  he  displayed  when  he 
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was  engaged  in  investigating  the  high  pretensions  of 
Epiphanius  and  Justin  Martyr,  he  could  not  have 
failed  to  produce  a  most  valuable  history  of  a  most 
interesting  portion  of  time.  But  this  most  ingenious 
and  learned  man,  though 

“  So  wary  held  and  wise 
That,  as  ’twas  said,  he  scarce  received 
For  gospel  what  the  church  believed,” 

had  a  superstition  of  his  own.  The  great  Iconoclast 
was  himself  an  idolater.  The  great  Avvocato  del 
Diavolo,  while  he  disputed,  with  no  small  ability,  the 
claims  of  Cyprian  and  Athanasius  to  a  place  in  the 
Calendar,  was  himself  composing  a  lying  legend  in 
honour  of  St.  Tully.  He  was  holding  up  as  a  model 
of  every  virtue  a  man  whose  talents  and  acquire¬ 
ments,  indeed,  can  never  be  too  highly  extolled,  and 
who  was  by  no  means  destitute  of  amiable  qualities, 
but  whose  whole  soul  was  under  the  dominion  of  a 
girlish  vanity  and  a  craven  fear.  Actions  for  which 
Cicero  himself,  the  most  eloquent  and  skilful  of 
advocates,  could  contrive  no  excuse,  actions  which  in 
his  confidential  correspondence  he  mentioned  with 
remorse  and  shame,  are  represented  by  his  biographer 
as  wise,  virtuous,  heroic.  The  whole  history  of  that 
great  revolution  which  overthrew  the  Roman  aristo¬ 
cracy,  the  whole  state  of  parties,  the  character  of 
every  public  man,  is  elaborately  misrepresented,  in 
order  to  make  out  something  which  may  look  like 
a  defence  of  one  most  eloquent  and  accomplished 
trimmer. 

The  volume  before  us  reminds  us  now  and  then 
of  the  Life  of  Cicero.  But  there  is  this  marked 
difference.  Dr.  Middleton  evidently  had  an  uneasy 
consciousness  of  the  weakness  of  his  cause,  and 
therefore  resorted  to  the  most  disingenuous  shifts, 
to  unpardonable  distortions  and  suppressions  of 
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facts.  Mr.  Montagu’s  faith  is  sincere  and  implicit. 
He  practises  no  trickery.  He  conceals  nothing.  He 
puts  the  facts  before  us  in  the  full  confidence  that 
they  will  produce  on  our  minds  the  effect  which 
they  have  produced  on  his  own.  It  is  not  till  he 
comes  to  reason  from  facts  to  motives  that  his  par¬ 
tiality  shows  itself  ;  and  then  he  leaves  Middleton 
himself  far  behind.  His  work  proceeds  on  the 
assumption  that  Bacon  was  an  eminently  virtuous 
man.  From  the  tree  Mr.  Montagu  judges  of  the 
fruit.  He  is  forced  to  relate  many  actions  which, 
if  any  man  but  Bacon  had  committed  them,  nobody 
would  have  dreamed  of  defending,  actions  which 
are  readily  and  completely  explained  by  supposing 
Bacon  to  have  been  a  man  whose  principles  were 
not  strict,  and  whose  spirit  was  not  high,  actions 
which  can  be  explained  in  no  other  way  without 
resorting  to  some  grotesque  hypothesis  for  which 
there  is  not  a  tittle  of  evidence.  But  any  hypo¬ 
thesis  is,  in  Mr.  Montagu’s  opinion,  more  probable 
than  that  his  hero  should  ever  have  done  any  thing 
very  wrong. 

This  mode  of  defending  Bacon  seems  to  us  by 
no  means  Baconian.  To  take  a  man’s  character  for 
granted,  and  then  from  his  character  to  infer  the 
moral  quality  of  all  his  actions,  is  surely  a  process 
the  very  reverse  of  that  which  is  recommended  in  the 
Novum  Organum.  Nothing,  we  are  sure,  could  have 
led  Mr.  Montagu  to  depart  so  far  from  his  master’s 
precepts,  except  zeal  for  his  master’s  honour.  We 
shall  follow  a  different  course.  We  shall  attempt, 
with  the  valuable  assistance  which  Mr.  Montagu  has 
afforded  us,  to  frame  such  an  account  of  Bacon’s  life 
as  may  enable  our  readers  correctly  to  estimate  his 
character. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  Francis  Bacon 
was  the  son  of  Sir  Nicholas  Bacon,  who  held  the 
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great  seal  of  England  during  the  first  twenty  years 
of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth.  The  fame  of  the  father 
has  been  thrown  into  shade  by  that  of  the  son.  But 
Sir  Nicholas  was  no  ordinary  man.  He  belonged 
to  a  set  of  men  whom  it  is  easier  to  describe  col¬ 
lectively  than  separately,  whose  minds  were  formed 
by  one  system  of  discipline,  who  belonged  to  one 
rank  in  society,  to  one  university,  to  one  party,  to 
one  sect,  to  one  administration,  and  who  resembled 
each  other  so  much  in  talents,  in  opinions,  in  habits, 
in  fortunes,  that  one  character,  we  had  almost  said 
one  life,  may,  to  a  considerable  extent,  serve  for  them 
all. 

They  were  the  first  generation  of  statesmen  by 
profession  that  England  produced.  Before  their  time 
the  division  of  labour  had,  in  this  respect,  been  very 
imperfect.  Those  who  had  directed  public  affairs 
had  been,  with  few  exceptions,  warriors  or  priests  ; 
warriors  whose  rude  courage  was  neither  guided  by 
science  nor  softened  by  humanity,  priests  whose 
learning  and  abilities  were  habitually  devoted  to  the 
defence  of  tyranny  and  imposture.  The  Hotspurs, 
the  Nevilles,  the  Cliffords,  rough,  illiterate,  and  unre¬ 
flecting,  brought  to  the  council-board  the  fierce  and 
imperious  disposition  which  they  had  acquired  amidst 
the  tumult  of  predatory  war,  or  in  the  gloomy  repose 
of  the  garrisoned  and  moated  castle.  On  the  other 
side  was  the  calm  and  subtle  prelate,  versed  in  all 
that  was  then  considered  as  learning,  trained  in  the 
Schools  to  manage  words,  and  in  the  confessional  to 
manage  hearts,  seldom  superstitious,  but  skilful  in 
practising  on  the  superstition  of  others,  false,  as  it 
was  natural  that  a  man  should  be  whose  profession 
imposed  on  all  who  were  not  saints  the  necessity  of 
being  hypocrites,  selfish,  as  it  was  natural  that  a  man 
should  be  who  could  form  no  domestic  ties  and 
cherish  no  hope  of  legitimate  posterity,  more  attached 
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to  his  order  than  to  his  country,  and  guiding  the 
politics  of  England  with  a  constant  side-glance  at 
Rome. 

But  the  increase  of  wealth,  the  progress  of  know¬ 
ledge,  and  the  reformation  of  religion  produced  a 
great  change.  The  nobles  ceased  to  be  military 
chieftains  ;  the  priests  ceased  to  possess  a  monopoly 
of  learning ;  and  a  new  and  remarkable  species  of 
politicians  appeared. 

These  men  came  from  neither  of  the  classes  which 
had,  till  then,  almost  exclusively  furnished  ministers 
of  state.  They  were  all  laymen ;  yet  they  were  all 
men  of  learning ;  and  they  were  all  men  of  peace. 
They  were  not  members  of  the  aristocracy.  They 
inherited  no  titles,  no  large  domains,  no  armies  of 
retainers,  no  fortified  castles.  Yet  they  were  not  low 
men,  such  as  those  whom  princes,  jealous  of  the  power 
of  a  nobility,  have  sometimes  raised  from  forges  and 
cobblers’  stalls  to  the  highest  situations.  They  were 
all  gentlemen  by  birth.  They  had  all  received  a 
liberal  education.  It  is  a  remarkable  fact  that  they 
were  all  members  of  the  same  university.  The  two 
great  national  seats  of  learning  had  even  then  acquired 
the  characters  which  they  still  retain.  In  intellectual 
activity,  and  in  readiness  to  admit  improvements,  the 
superiority  was  then,  as  it  has  ever  since  been,  on 
the  side  of  the  less  ancient  and  splendid  institution 
Cambridge  had  the  honour  of  educating  those  cele¬ 
brated  Protestant  Bishops  whom  Oxford  had  the 
honour  of  burning ;  and  at  Cambridge  were  formed 
the  minds  of  all  those  statesmen  to  whom  chiefly  is 
to  be  attributed  the  secure  establishment  of  the  re¬ 
formed  religion  in  the  north  of  Europe. 

The  statesmen  of  whom  we  speak  passed  their 
youth  surrounded  by  the  incessant  din  of  theological 
controversy.  Opinions  were  still  in  a  state  of  chaotic 
anarchy,  intermingling,  separating,  advancing,  receding. 
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Sometimes  the  stubborn  bigotry  of  the  Conservatives 
seemed  likely  to  prevail.  Then  the  impetuous  onset 
of  the  Reformers  for  a  moment  carried  all  before  it. 
Then  again  the  resisting  mass  made  a  desperate  stand, 
arrested  the  movement,  and  forced  it  slowly  back. 
The  vacillation  which  at  that  time  appeared  in  Eng¬ 
lish  legislation,  and  which  it  has  been  the  fashion  to 
attribute  to  the  caprice  and  to  the  power  of  one  or 
two  individuals,  was  truly  a  national  vacillation.  It 
was  not  only  in  the  mind  of  Henry  that  the  new 
theology  obtained  the  ascendant  one  day,  and  that 
the  lessons  of  the  nurse  and  of  the  priest  regained 
their  influence  on  the  morrow.  It  was  not  only  in 
the  House  of  Tudor  that  the  husband  was  exasperated 
by  the  opposition  of  the  wife,  that  the  son  dissented 
from  the  opinions  of  the  father,  that  the  brother 
persecuted  the  sister,  that  one  sister  persecuted  an¬ 
other.  The  principles  of  Conservation  and  Reform 
carried  on  their  warfare  in  every  part  of  society,  in 
every  congregation,  in  every  school  of  learning,  round 
the  hearth  of  every  private  family,  in  the  recesses  of 
every  reflecting  mind. 

It  was  in  the  midst  of  this  ferment  that  the 
minds  of  the  persons  whom  we  are  describing  were 
developed.  They  were  born  Reformers.  They  be¬ 
longed  by  nature  to  that  order  of  men  who  always 
form  the  front  ranks  in  the  great  intellectual  pro¬ 
gress.  They  were,  therefore,  one  and  all,  Protestants. 
In  religious  matters,  however,  though  there  is  no 
reason  to  doubt  that  they  were  sincere,  they  were 
by  no  means  zealous.  None  of  them  chose  to  run 
the  smallest  personal  risk  during  the  reign  of  Mary. 
None  of  them  favoured  the  unhappy  attempt  of 
Northumberland  in  favour  of  his  daughter-in-law. 
None  of  them  shared  in  the  desperate  councils  of 
Wyatt.  They  contrived  to  have  business  on  the 
Continent ;  or,  if  they  staid  in  England,  they  heard 
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mass  and  kept  Lent  with  great  decorum.  When 
those  dark  and  perilous  years  had  gone  by,  and  when 
the  crown  had  descended  to  a  new  sovereign,  they 
took  the  lead  in  the  reformation  of  the  Church.  But 
they  proceeded,  not  with  the  impetuosity  of  theo¬ 
logians,  but  with  the  calm  determination  of  states¬ 
men.  They  acted,  not  like  men  who  considered  the 
Romish  worship  as  a  system  too  offensive  to  God, 
and  too  destructive  of  souls  to  be  tolerated  for  an 
hour,  but  like  men  who  regarded  the  points  in  dis¬ 
pute  among  Christians  as  in  themselves  unimportant, 
and  who  were  not  restrained  by  any  scruple  of  con¬ 
science  from  professing,  as  they  had  before  professed, 
the  Catholic  faith  of  Mary,  the  Protestant  faith  of 
Edward,  or  any  of  the  numerous  intermediate  com¬ 
binations  which  the  caprice  of  Henry  and  the  servile 
policy  of  Cranmer  had  formed  out  of  the  doctrines 
of  both  the  hostile  parties.  They  took  a  deliberate 
view  of  the  state  of  their  own  country  and  of  the 
Continent :  they  satisfied  themselves  as  to  the  leaning 
of  the  public  mind  ;  and  they  chose  their  side.  They 
placed  themselves  at  the  head  of  the  Protestants  of 
Europe,  and  staked  all  their  fame  and  fortunes  on  the 
success  of  their  party. 

It  is  needless  to  relate  how  dexterously,  how 
resolutely,  how  gloriously  they  directed  the  politics 
of  England  during  the  eventful  years  which  followed, 
how  they  succeeded  in  uniting  their  friends  and 
separating  their  enemies,  how  they  humbled  the 
pride  of  Philip,  how  they  backed  the  unconquerable 
spirit  of  Coligni,  how  they  rescued  Holland  from 
tyranny,  how  they  founded  the  maritime  greatness 
of  their  country,  how  they  outwitted  the  artful  poli¬ 
ticians  of  Italy,  and  tamed  the  ferocious  chieftains 
of  Scotland.  It  is  impossible  to  deny  that  they 
committed  many  acts  which  would  justly  bring  on 
a  statesman  of  our  time  censures  of  the  most  serious 
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kind.  But,  when  we  consider  the  state  of  morality- 
in  their  age,  and  the  unscrupulous  character  of  the 
adversaries  against  whom  they  had  to  contend,  we 
are  forced  to  admit  that  it  is  not  without  reason  that 
their  names  are  still  held  in  veneration  by  their 
countrymen. 

There  were,  doubtless,  many  diversities  in  their 
intellectual  and  moral  character.  But  there  was  a 
strong  family  likeness.  The  constitution  of  their 
minds  was  remarkably  sound.  No  particular  faculty 
was  preeminently  developed  ;  but  manly  health  and 
vigour  were  equally  diffused  through  the  whole. 
They  were  men  of  letters.  Their  minds  were  by 
nature  and  by  exercise  well  fashioned  for  speculative 
pursuits.  It  was  by  circumstances,  rather  than  by 
any  strong  bias  of  inclination,  that  they  were  led 
to  take  a  prominent  part  in  active  life.  In  active 
life,  however,  no  men  could  be  more  perfectly  free 
from  the  faults  of  mere  theorists  and  pedants.  No 
men  observed  more  accurately  the  signs  of  the  times. 
No  men  had  a  greater  practical  acquaintance  with 
human  nature.  Their  policy  was  generally  charac¬ 
terized  rather  by  vigilance,  by  moderation,  and  by 
firmness,  than  by  invention,  or  by  the  spirit  of  enter¬ 
prise. 

They  spoke  and  wrote  in  a  manner  worthy  of 
their  excellent  sense.  Their  eloquence  was  less 
copious  and  less  ingenious,  but  far  purer  and  more 
manly  than  that  of  the  succeeding  generation.  It 
was  the  eloquence  of  men  who  had  lived  with  the 
first  translators  of  the  Bible,  and  with  the  authors 
of  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer.  It  was  luminous, 
dignified,  solid,  and  very  slightly  tainted  with  that 
affectation  which  deformed  the  style  of  the  ablest 
men  of  the  next  age.  If,  as  sometimes  chanced, 
these  politicians  were  under  the  necessity  of  taking 
a  part  in  the  theological  controversies  on  which  the 
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dearest  interests  of  kingdoms  were  then  staked,  they 
acquitted  themselves  as  if  their  whole  lives  had  been 
passed  in  the  Schools  and  the  Convocation. 

There  was  something  in  the  temper  of  these 
celebrated  men  which  secured  them  against  the  pro¬ 
verbial  inconstancy  both  of  the  court  and  of  the 
multitude.  No  intrigue,  no  combination  of  rivals, 
could  deprive  them  of  the  confidence  of  their  Sove¬ 
reign.  No  parliament  attacked  their  influence.  No 
mob  coupled  their  names  with  any  odious  grievance. 
Their  power  ended  only  with  their  lives.  In  this 
respect,  their  fate  presents  a  most  remarkable  con¬ 
trast  to  that  of  the  enterprising  and  brilliant  poli¬ 
ticians  of  the  preceding  and  of  the  succeeding 
generation.  Burleigh  was  minister  during  forty 
years.  Sir  Nicholas  Bacon  held  the  great  seal  more 
than  twenty  years.  Sir  Walter  Mildmay  was  Chan¬ 
cellor  of  the  Exchequer  twenty- three  years.  Sir 
Thomas  Smith  was  Secretary  of  State  eighteen 
years;  Sir  Francis  Walsingham  about  as  long.  They 
all  died  in  office,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  public 
respect  and  royal  favour.  Far  different  had  been 
the  fate  of  Wolsey,  Cromwell,  Norfolk,  Somerset, 
and  Northumberland.  Far  different  also  was  the 
fate  of  Essex,  of  Raleigh,  and  of  the  still  more 
illustrious  man  whose  life  we  propose  to  consider. 

The  explanation  of  this  circumstance  is  perhaps 
contained  in  the  motto  which  Sir  Nicholas  Bacon 
inscribed  over  the  entrance  of  his  hall  at  Gorham- 
bury,  Mediocria  firma.  This  maxim  was  constantly 
borne  in  mind  by  himself  and  his  colleagues.  They 
were  more  solicitous  to  lay  the  foundations  of  their 
power  deep  than  to  raise  the  structure  to  a  conspicu¬ 
ous  but  insecure  height.  None  of  them  aspired  to  be 
sole  Minister.  None  of  them  provoked  envy  by  an 
ostentatious  display  of  wealth  and  influence.  None 
of  them  affected  to  outshine  the  ancient  aristocracy 
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of  the  kingdom.  They  were  free  from  that  childish 
love  of  titles  which  characterized  the  successful 
courtiers  of  the  generation  which  preceded  them, 
and  of  that  which  followed  them.  Only  one  of 
those  whom  we  have  named  was  made  a  peer ; 
and  he  was  content  with  the  lowest  degree  of  the 
peerage.  As  to  money,  none  of  them  could,  in  that 
age,  justly  be  considered  as  rapacious.  Some  of 
them  would,  even  in  our  time,  deserve  the  praise  of 
eminent  disinterestedness.  Their  fidelity  to  the  State 
was  incorruptible.  Their  private  morals  were  with¬ 
out  stain.  Their  households  were  sober  and  well- 
governed. 

Among  these  statesmen  Sir  Nicholas  Bacon  was 
generally  considered  as  ranking  next  to  Burleigh. 
He  was  called  by  Camden  “  Sacris  conciliis  alterum 
columen  ;  ”  and  by  George  Buchanan, 

“  diu  Britannici 
Regni  secundum  columen.” 

The  second  wife  of  Sir  Nicholas  and  mother  of 
Francis  Bacon  was  Anne,  one  of  the  daughters  of 
Sir  Anthony  Cooke,  a  man  of  distinguished  learning 
who  had  been  tutor  to  Edward  the  Sixth.  Sir 
Anthony  had  paid  considerable  attention  to  the 
education  of  his  daughters,  and  lived  to  see  them 
all  splendidly  and  happily  married.  Their  classical 
acquirements  made  them  conspicuous  even  among 
the  women  of  fashion  of  that  age.  Katherine,  who 
became  Lady  Killigrew,  wrote  Latin  Hexameters 
and  Pentameters  which  would  appear  with  credit 
in  the  Musce  Etonenses.  Mildred,  the  wife  of  Lord 
Burleigh,  was  described  by  Roger  Ascham  as  the 
best  Greek  scholar  among  the  young  women  of 
England,  Lady  Jane  Grey  always  excepted.  Anne, 
the  mother  of  Francis  Bacon,  was  distinguished  both 
as  a  linguist  and  as  a  theologian.  She  corresponded 
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in  Greek  with  Bishop  Jewel,  and  translated  his 
Apologia  from  the  Latin,  so  correctly  that  neither 
he  nor  Archbishop  Parker  could  suggest  a  single 
alteration.  She  also  translated  a  series  of  sermons 
on  fate  and  free-will  from  the  Tuscan  of  Bernardo 
Ochino.  This  fact  is  the  more  curious,  because 
Ochino  was  one  of  that  small  and  audacious  band  of 
Italian  reformers,  anathematized  alike  by  Wittenberg, 
by  Geneva,  by  Zurich,  and  by  Rome,  from  which 
the  Socinian  sect  deduces  its  origin. 

Lady  Bacon  was  doubtless  a  lady  of  highly  culti¬ 
vated  mind  after  the  fashion  of  her  age.  But  we 
must  not  suffer  ourselves  to  be  deluded  into  the 
belief  that  she  and  her  sisters  were  more  accom¬ 
plished  women  than  many  who  are  now  living.  On 
this  subject  there  is,  we  think,  much  misapprehen¬ 
sion.  We  have  often  heard  men  who  wish,  as  almost 
all  men  of  sense  wish,  that  women  should  be  highly 
educated,  speak  with  rapture  of  the  English  ladies 
of  the  sixteenth  century,  and  lament  that  they  can 
find  no  modern  damsel  resembling  those  fair  pupils 
of  Ascham  and  Aylmer  who  compared,  over  their 
embroidery,  the  styles  of  Isocrates  and  Lysias,  and 
who,  while  the  horns  were  sounding  and  the  dogs 
in  full  cry,  sat  in  the  lonely  oriel,  with  eyes  rivetted  to 
that  immortal  page  which  tells  how  meekly  and  bravely 
the  first  great  martyr  of  intellectual  liberty  took  the 
cup  from  his  weeping  gaoler.  But  surely  these  com¬ 
plaints  have  very  little  foundation.  We  would  by 
no  means  disparage  the  ladies  of  the  sixteenth  cen¬ 
tury  or  their  pursuits.  But  we  conceive  that  those 
who  extol  them  at  the  expense  of  the  women  of 
our  time  forget  one  very  obvious  and  very  important 
circumstance.  In  the  time  of  Henry  the  Eighth 
and  Edward  the  Sixth,  a  person  who  did  not  read 
Greek  and  Latin  could  read  nothing,  or  next  to 
nothing.  The  Italian  was  the  only  modern  language 
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which  possessed  any  thing  that  could  be  called  a 
literature.  All  the  valuable  books  then  extant  in 
all  the  vernacular  dialects  of  Europe  would  hardly 
have  filled  a  single  shelf.  England  did  not  yet 
possess  Shakspeare’s  plays  and  the  Fairy  Queen,  nor 
France  Montaigne’s  Essays,  nor  Spain  Don  Quixote. 
In  looking  round  a  well-furnished  library,  how  many 
English  or  French  books  can  we  find  which  were 
extant  when  Lady  Jane  Grey  and  Queen  Elizabeth 
received  their  education  ?  Chaucer,  Gower,  Froissart, 
Comines,  Rabelais,  nearly  complete  the  list.  It  was 
therefore  absolutely  necessary  that  a  woman  should 
be  uneducated  or  classically  educated.  Indeed,  with¬ 
out  a  knowledge  of  one  of  the  ancient  languages  no 
person  could  then  have  any  clear  notion  of  what 
was  passing  in  the  political,  the  literary,  or  the 
religious  world.  The  Latin  wras  in  the  sixteenth 
century  all  and  more  than  all  that  the  French  was 
in  the  eighteenth.  It  was  the  language  of  courts 
as  well  as  of  the  schools.  It  was  the  language  of 
diplomacy ;  it  was  the  language  of  theological  and 
political  controversy.  Being  a  fixed  language,  while 
the  living  languages  were  in  a  state  of  fluctuation, 
and  being  universally  known  to  the  learned  and 
the  polite,  it  was  employed  by  almost  every  writer 
who  aspired  to  a  wide  and  durable  reputation.  A 
person  who  was  ignorant  of  it  was  shut  out  from 
all  acquaintance,  not  merely  with  Cicero  and  Virgil, 
not  merely  with  heavy  treatises  on  canon-law  and 
school-divinity,  but  with  the  most  interesting  memoirs, 
state  papers,  and  pamphlets  of  his  own  time,  nay 
even  with  the  most  admired  poetry  and  the  most 
popular  squibs  which  appeared  on  the  fleeting  topics 
of  the  day,  with  Buchanan’s  complimentary  verses, 
with  Erasmus’s  dialogues,  with  Hutten’s  epistles. 

This  is  no  longer  the  case.  All  political  and 
religious  controversy  is  now  conducted  in  the  modern 
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languages.  The  ancient  tongues  are  used  only  in 
comments  on  the  ancient  writers.  The  great  pro¬ 
ductions  of  Athenian  and  Roman  genius  are  indeed 
still  what  they  were.  But  though  their  positive  value 
is  unchanged,  their  relative  value,  when  compared 
with  the  whole  mass  of  mental  wealth  possessed  by 
mankind,  has  been  constantly  falling.  They  were 
the  intellectual  all  of  our  ancestors.  They  are  but  a 
part  of  our  treasures.  Over  what  tragedy  could  Lady 
Jane  Grey  have  wept,  over  what  comedy  could  she 
have  smiled,  if  the  ancient  dramatists  had  not  been  in 
her  library  ?  A  modern  reader  can  make  shift  with¬ 
out  CEdipus  and  Medea,  while  he  possesses  Othello 
and  Hamlet.  If  he  knows  nothing  of  Pyrgopolynices 
and  Thraso,  he  is  familiar  with  Bobadil,  and  Bessus, 
and  Pistol,  and  Parolles.  If  he  cannot  enjoy  the 
delicious  irony  of  Plato,  he  may  find  some  compen¬ 
sation  in  that  of  Pascal.  If  he  is  shut  out  from 
Nephelococcygia,  he  may  take  refuge  in  Lilliput. 
We  are  guilty,  we  hope,  of  no  irreverence  towards 
those  great  nations  to  which  the  human  race  owes 
art,  science,  taste,  civil  and  intellectual  freedom,  when 
we  say,  that  the  stock  bequeathed  by  them  to  us  has 
been  so  carefully  improved  that  the  accumulated 
interest  now  exceeds  the  principal.  We  believe  that 
the  books  which  have  been  written  in  the  languages 
of  western  Europe,  during  the  last  two  hundred  and 
fifty  years, — translations  from  the  ancient  languages, 
of  course  included, — are  of  greater  value  than  all  the 
books  which  at  the  beginning  of  that  period  were 
extant  in  the  world.  With  the  modern  languages  of 
Europe  English  women  are  at  least  as  well  acquainted 
as  English  men.  When,  therefore,  we  compare  the 
acquirements  of  Lady  Jane  Grey  with  those  of  an 
accomplished  young  woman  of  our  own  time,  we 
have  no  hesitation  in  awarding  the  superiority  to  the 
latter.  We  hope  that  our  readers  will  pardon  this 
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digression.  It  is  long  ;  but  it  can  hardly  be  called 
unseasonable,  if  it  tends  to  convince  them  that  they 
are  mistaken  in  thinking  that  the  great-great-grand¬ 
mothers  of  their  great-great-grandmothers  were  supe¬ 
rior  women  to  their  sisters  and  their  wives. 

Francis  Bacon,  the  youngest  son  of  Sir  Nicholas, 
was  born  at  York  House,  his  father’s  residence  in  the 
Strand,  on  the  twenty-second  of  January,  1561.  The 
health  of  Francis  was  very  delicate  ;  and  to  this  cir¬ 
cumstance  may  be  partly  attributed  that  gravity  of 
carriage,  and  that  love  of  sedentary  pursuits,  which 
distinguished  him  from  other  boys.  Every  body 
knows  how  much  his  premature  readiness  of  wit  and 
sobriety  of  deportment  amused  the  Queen,  and  how 
she  used  to  call  him  her  young  Lord  Keeper.  We 
are  told  that,  while  still  a  mere  child,  he  stole  away 
from  his  playfellows  to  a  vault  in  St.  James’s  Fields, 
for  the  purpose  of  investigating  the  cause  of  a  singular 
echo  which  he  had  observed  there.  It  is  certain  that, 
at  only  twelve,  he  busied  himself  with  very  ingenious 
speculations  on  the  art  of  legerdemain  :  a  subject 
which,  as  Professor  Dugald  Stewart  has  most  justly 
observed,  merits  much  more  attention  from  philo¬ 
sophers  than  it  has  ever  received.  These  are  trifles. 
But  the  eminence  which  Bacon  afterwards  attained 
makes  them  interesting. 

In  the  thirteenth  year  of  his  age  he  was  entered 
at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge.  That  celebrated 
school  of  learning  enjoyed  the  peculiar  favour  of  the 
Lord  Treasurer  and  the  Lord  Keeper,  and  acknow¬ 
ledged  the  advantages  which  it  derived  from  their 
patronage  in  a  public  letter  which  bears  date  just 
a  month  after  the  admission  of  Francis  Bacon.  The 
master  was  Whitgift,  afterwards  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  a  narrow-minded,  mean,  and  tyran¬ 
nical  priest,  who  gained  power  by  servility  and 
adulation,  and  employed  it  in  persecuting  both 
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those  who  agreed  with  Calvin  about  Church  Govern¬ 
ment,  and  those  who  differed  from  Calvin  touching 
the  doctrine  of  Reprobation.  He  was  now  in  a 
chrysalis  state,  putting  off  the  worm  and  putting  on 
the  dragon-fly,  a  kind  of  intermediate  grub  between 
sycophant  and  oppressor.  He  was  indemnifying 
himself  for  the  court  which  he  found  it  expedient  to 
pay  to  the  Ministers  by  exercising  much  petty  tyranny 
within  his  own  college.  It  would  be  unjust,  however, 
to  deny  him  the  praise  of  having  rendered  about  this 
time  one  important  service  to  letters.  He  stood  up 
manfully  against  those  who  wished  to  make  Trinity 
College  a  mere  appendage  to  Westminster  School : 
and  by  this  act,  the  only  good  act,  as  far  as  we 
remember,  of  his  long  public  life,  he  saved  the  noblest 
place  of  education  in  England  from  the  degrading 
fate  of  King’s  College  and  New  College. 

It  has  often  been  said  that  Bacon,  while  still  at 
college,  planned  that  great  intellectual  revolution 
with  which  his  name  is  inseparably  connected.  The 
evidence  on  this  subject,  however,  is  hardly  sufficient 
to  prove  what  is  in  itself  so  improbable  as  that  any 
definite  scheme  of  that  kind  should  have  been  so 
early  formed,  even  by  so  powerful  and  active  a  mind. 
But  it  is  certain  that,  after  a  residence  of  three  years 
at  Cambridge,  Bacon  departed,  carrying  with  him  a 
profound  contempt  for  the  course  of  study  pursued 
there,  a  fixed  conviction  that  the  system  of  academic 
education  in  England  was  radically  vicious,  a  just 
scorn  for  the  trifles  on  which  the  followers  of  Aristotle 
had  wasted  their  powers,  and  no  great  reverence  for 
Aristotle  himself. 

In  his  sixteenth  year  he  visited  Paris,  and  resided 
there  for  some  time,  under  the  care  of  Sir  Amias 
Paulet,  Elizabeth’s  minister  at  the  French  court,  and 
one  of  the  ablest  and  most  upright  of  the  many 
valuable  servants  whom  she  employed.  France  was 
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at  that  time  in  a  deplorable  state  of  agitation.  The 
Huguenots  and  the  Catholics  were  mustering  all 
their  force  for  the  fiercest  and  most  protracted  of 
their  many  struggles  :  while  the  prince,  whose  duty 
it  was  to  protect  and  to  restrain  both,  had  by  his  vices 
and  follies  degraded  himself  so  deeply  that  he  had  no 
authority  over  either.  Bacon,  however,  made  a  tour 
through  several  provinces,  and  appears  to  have  passed 
sometime  at  Poitiers.  We  have  abundant  proof  that 
during  his  stay  on  the  Continent  he  did  not  neglect 
literary  and  scientific  pursuits.  But  his  attention 
seems  to  have  been  chiefly  directed  to  statistics  and 
diplomacy.  It  was  at  this  time  that  he  wrote  those 
Notes  on  the  State  of  Europe  which  are  printed 
in  his  works.  He  studied  the  principles  of  the  art 
of  deciphering  with  great  interest,  and  invented  one 
cipher  so  ingenious  that,  many  years  later,  he  thought 
it  deserving  of  a  place  in  the  De  Auginentis.  In 
February,  1580,  while  engaged  in  these  pursuits,  he 
received  intelligence  of  the  almost  sudden  death  of 
his  father,  and  instantly  returned  to  England. 

His  prospects  were  greatly  overcast  by  this  event. 
He  was  most  desirous  to  obtain  a  provision  which 
might  enable  him  to  devote  himself  to  literature 
and  politics.  He  applied  to  the  Government  ;  and  it 
seems  strange  that  he  should  have  applied  in  vain. 
His  wishes  were  moderate.  His  hereditary  claims  on 
the  administration  were  great.  He  had  himself  been 
favourably  noticed  by  the  Queen.  His  uncle  was 
Prime  Minister.  His  own  talents  were  such  as  any 
minister  might  have  been  eager  to  enlist  in  the  public 
service.  But  his  solicitations  were  unsuccessful.  The 
truth  is  that  the  Cecils  disliked  him,  and  did  all  that 
they  could  decently  do  to  keep  him  down.  It  has 
never  been  alleged  that  Bacon  had  done  any  thing  to 
merit  this  dislike  ;  nor  is  it  at  all  probable  that  a  man 
whose  temper  was  naturally  mild,  whose  manners 
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were  courteous,  who,  through  life,  nursed  his  fortunes 
with  the  utmost  care,  and  who  was  fearful  even  to  a 
fault  of  offending  the  powerful,  would  have  given  any 
just  cause  of  displeasure  to  a  kinsman  who  had  the 
means  of  rendering  him  essential  service  and  of  doing 
him  irreparable  injury.  The  real  explanation,  we 
believe,  is  this.  Robert  Cecil,  the  Treasurer’s  second 
son,  was  younger  by  a  few  months  than  Bacon.  He 
had  been  educated  with  the  utmost  care,  had  been 
initiated,  while  still  a  boy,  in  the  mysteries  of  diplo¬ 
macy  and  court-intrigue,  and  was  just  at  this  time 
about  to  be  produced  on  the  stage  of  public  life. 
The  wish  nearest  to  Burleigh’s  heart  was  that  his  own 
greatness  might  descend  to  this  favourite  child.  But 
even  Burleigh’s  fatherly  partiality  could  hardly  pre¬ 
vent  him  from  perceiving  that  Robert,  with  all  his 
abilities  and  acquirements,  was  no  match  for  his 
cousin  Francis.  This  seems  to  us  the  only  rational 
explanation  of  the  Treasurer’s  conduct.  Mr.  Montagu 
is  more  charitable.  He  supposes  that  Burleigh  was 
influenced  merely  by  affection  for  his  nephew,  and 
was  “  little  disposed  to  encourage  him  to  rely  on 
others  rather  than  on  himself,  and  to  venture  on  the 
quicksands  of  politics,  instead  of  the  certain  profes¬ 
sion  of  the  law.”  If  such  were  Burleigh’s  feelings,  it 
seems  strange  that  he  should  have  suffered  his  son  to 
venture  on  those  quicksands  from  which  he  so  care¬ 
fully  preserved  his  nephew.  But  the  truth  is  that, 
if  Burleigh  had  been  so  disposed,  he  might  easily 
have  secured  to  Bacon  a  comfortable  provision  which 
should  have  been  exposed  to  no  risk.  And  it  is  cer¬ 
tain  that  he  showed  as  little  disposition  to  enable 
his  nephew  to  live  by  a  profession  as  to  enable  him 
to  live  without  a  profession.  That  Bacon  himself 
attributed  the  conduct  of  his  relatives  to  jealousy 
of  his  superior  talents,  we  have  not  the  smallest  doubt. 
In  a  letter  written  many  years  later  to  Villiers,  he 
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expresses  himself  thus  :  “  Countenance,  encourage, 
and  advance  able  men  in  all  kinds,  degrees,  and  pro¬ 
fessions.  For  in  the  time  of  the  Cecils,  the  father 
and  the  son,  able  men  were  by  design  and  of  purpose 
suppressed.” 

Whatever  Burleigh’s  motives  might  be,  his  purpose 
was  unalterable.  The  supplications  which  Francis 
addressed  to  his  uncle  and  aunt  were  earnest,  humble, 
and  almost  servile.  He  was  the  most  promising  and 
accomplished  young  man  of  his  time.  His  father  had 
been  the  brother-in-law,  the  most  useful  colleague, 
the  nearest  friend  of  the  Minister.  But  all  this  availed 
poor  Francis  nothing.  He  was  forced,  much  against 
his  will,  to  betake  himself  to  the  study  of  the  law. 
He  was  admitted  at  Gray’s  Inn  ;  and,  during  some 
years,  he  laboured  there  in  obscurity. 

What  the  extent  of  his  legal  attainments  may  have 
been  it  is  difficult  to  say.  It  was  not  hard  for  a  man 
of  his  powers  to  acquire  that  very7  moderate  portion 
of  technical  knowledge  which,  when  joined  to  quick¬ 
ness,  tact,  wit,  ingenuity,  eloquence,  and  knowledge 
of  the  world,  is  sufficient  to  raise  an  advocate  to  the 
highest  professional  eminence.  The  general  opinion 
appears  to  have  been  that  which  was  on  one  occasion 
expressed  by  Elizabeth.  “  Bacon,”  said  she,  “  hath 
a  great  wit  and  much  learning  ;  but  in  law  showeth 
to  the  uttermost  of  his  knowledge,  and  is  not  deep.” 
The  Cecils,  we  suspect,  did  their  best  to  spread  this 
opinion  by  whispers  and  insinuations.  Coke  openly 
proclaimed  it  with  that  rancorous  insolence  which 
was  habitual  to  him.  No  reports  are  more  readily 
believed  than  those  which  disparage  genius,  and 
soothe  the  envy  of  conscious  mediocrity.  It  must 
have  been  inexpressibly  consoling  to  a  stupid  ser¬ 
geant,  the  forerunner  of  him  who,  a  hundred  and  fifty 
years  later,  “  shook  his  head  at  Murray  as  a  wit,”  to 
know  that  the  most  profound  thinker  and  the  most 
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accomplished  orator  of  the  age  was  very  imperfectly 
acquainted  with  the  law  touching  bastard  eignt  and 
mulier  puisn /,  and  confounded  the  right  of  free  fishery 
with  that  of  common  of  piscary. 

It  is  certain  that  no  man  in  that  age,  or  indeed 
during  the  century  and  a  half  which  followed,  was 
better  acquainted  than  Bacon  with  the  philosophy  of 
law.  His  technical  knowledge  was  quite  sufficient, 
with  the  help  of  his  admirable  talents  and  of  his  in¬ 
sinuating  address,  to  procure  clients.  He  rose  very 
rapidly  into  business,  and  soon  entertained  hopes  of 
being  called  within  the  bar.  He  applied  to  Lord 
Burleigh  for  that  purpose,  but  received  a  testy  refusal. 
Of  the  grounds  of  that  refusal  we  can,  in  some  measure, 
judge  by  Bacon’s  answer,  which  is  still  extant.  It 
seems  that  the  old  Lord,  whose  temper,  age,  and 
gout  had  by  no  means  altered  for  the  better,  and  who 
loved  to  mark  his  dislike  of  the  showy,  quick-witted 
young  men  of  the  rising  generation,  took  this  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  read  Francis  a  very  sharp  lecture  on  his 
vanity  and  want  of  respect  for  his  betters.  Francis 
returned  a  most  submissive  reply,  thanked  the 
Treasurer  for  the  admonition,  and  promised  to  profit 
by  it.  Strangers  meanwhile  were  less  unjust  to  the 
young  barrister  than  his  nearest  kinsman  had  been. 
In  his  twenty-sixth  year  he  became  a  bencher  of  his 
Inn ;  and  two  years  later  he  was  appointed  Lent 
reader.  At  length,  in  1 590,  he  obtained  for  the  first 
time  some  show  of  favour  from  the  Court.  He  was 
sworn  in  Queen’s  Counsel  extraordinary.  But  this 
mark  of  honour  was  not  accompanied  by  any  pecuniary 
emolument.  He  continued,  therefore,  to  solicit  his 
powerful  relatives  for  some  provision  which  might 
enable  him  to  live  without  drudging  at  his  profession. 
He  bore,  with  a  patience  and  serenity  which,  we  fear, 
bordered  on  meanness,  the  morose  humours  of  his 
uncle,  and  the  sneering  reflections  which  his  cousin 
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cast  on  speculative  men,  lost  in  philosophical  dreams, 
and  too  wise  to  be  capable  of  transacting  public  busi¬ 
ness.  At  length  the  Cecils  were  generous  enough  to 
procure  for  him  the  reversion  of  the  Registrarship 
of  the  Star  Chamber.  This  was  a  lucrative  place  ;  but, 
as  many  years  elapsed  before  it  fell  in,  he  was  still 
under  the  necessity  of  labouring  for  his  daily  bread. 

In  the  Parliament  which  was  called  in  1593  he  sat 
as  member  for  the  county  of  Middlesex,  and  soon 
attained  eminence  as  a  debater.  It  is  easy  to  perceive 
from  the  scanty  remains  of  his  oratory  that  the  same 
compactness  of  expression  and  richness  of  fancy  which 
appear  in  his  writings  characterized  his  speeches  ;  and 
that  his  extensive  acquaintance  with  literature  and 
history  enabled  him  to  entertain  his  audience  with  a 
vast  variety  of  illustrations  and  allusions  which  were 
generally  happy  and  apposite,  but  which  were  pro¬ 
bably  not  least  pleasing  to  the  taste  of  that  age  when 
they  were  such  as  would  now  be  thought  childish  or 
pedantic.  It  is  evident  also  that  he  was,  as  indeed 
might  have  been  expected,  perfectly  free  from  those 
faults  which  are  generally  found  in  an  advocate  who, 
after  having  risen  to  eminence  at  the  bar,  enters  the 
House  of  Commons  ;  that  it  was  his  habit  to  deal 
with  every  great  question,  not  in  small  detached 
portions,  but  as  a  whole  ;  that  he  refined  little,  and 
that  his  reasonings  were  those  of  a  capacious  rather 
than  a  subtle  mind.  Ben  Jonson,  a  most  unexcep¬ 
tionable  judge,  has  described  Bacon’s  eloquence  in 
words,  which,  though  often  quoted,  will  bear  to  be 
quoted  again.  “  There  happened  in  my  time  one  noble 
speaker  who  was  full  of  gravity  in  his  speaking.  His 
language,  where  he  could  spare  or  pass  by  a  jest,  was 
nobly  censorious.  No  man  ever  spoke  more  neatly, 
more  pressly,  more  weightily,  or  suffered  less  empti¬ 
ness,  less  idleness,  in  what  he  uttered.  No  member 
of  his  speech  but  consisted  of  his  own  graces.  His 
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hearers  could  not  cough  or  look  aside  from  him  with¬ 
out  loss.  He  commanded  where  he  spoke,  and  had 
his  judges  angry  and  pleased  at  his  devotion.  No 
man  had  their  affections  more  in  his  power.  The 
fear  of  every  man  that  heard  him  was  lest  he  should 
make  an  end.”  From  the  mention  which  is  made  of 
judges,  it  would  seem  that  Jonson  had  heard  Bacon 
only  at  the  Bar.  Indeed  we  imagine  that  the  House 
of  Commons  was  then  almost  inaccessible  to  strangers. 
It  is  not  probable  that  a  man  of  Bacon’s  nice  obser¬ 
vation  would  speak  in  Parliament  exactly  as  he  spoke 
in  the  Court  of  Queen’s  Bench.  But  the  graces  of 
manner  and  language  must,  to  a  great  extent,  have 
been  common  between  the  Queen’s  Counsel  and  the 
Knight  of  the  Shire. 

Bacon  tried  to  play  a  very  difficult  game  in  politics. 
He  wished  to  be  at  once  a  favourite  at  Court  and 
popular  with  the  multitude.  If  any  man  could  have 
succeeded  in  this  attempt,  a  man  of  talents  so  rare, 
of  judgment  so  prematurely  ripe,  of  temper  so  calm, 
and  of  manners  so  plausible,  might  have  been  expected 
to  succeed.  Nor  indeed  did  he  wholly  fail.  Once, 
however,  he  indulged  in  a  burst  of  patriotism  which 
cost  him  a  long  and  bitter  remorse,  and  which  he 
never  ventured  to  repeat.  The  Court  asked  for  large 
subsidies  and  for  speedy  payment.  The  remains  of 
Bacon’s  speech  breathe  all  the  spirit  of  the  Long 
Parliament.  “  The  gentlemen,”  said  he,  “  must  sell 
their  plate,  and  the  farmers  their  brass  pots,  ere  this 
will  be  paid  ;  and  for  us,  we  are  here  to  search  the 
wounds  of  the  realm,  and  not  to  skim  them  over. 
The  dangers  are  these.  First,  we  shall  breed  discon¬ 
tent  and  endanger  her  Majesty’s  safety,  which  must 
consist  more  in  the  love  of  the  people  than  their 
wealth.  Secondly,  this  being  granted  in  this  sort, 
other  princes  hereafter  will  look  for  the  like  ;  so  that 
we  shall  put  an  evil  precedent  on  ourselves  and  our 
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posterity  ;  and  in  histories,  it  is  to  be  observed,  of  all 
nations  the  English  are  not  to  be  subject,  base,  or 
taxable.”  The  Queen  and  her  ministers  resented 
this  outbreak  of  public  spirit  in  the  highest  manner. 
Indeed,  many  an  honest  member  of  the  House  of 
Commons  had,  for  a  much  smaller  matter,  been  sent 
to  the  Tower  by  the  proud  and  hot-blooded  Tudors. 
The  young  patriot  condescended  to  make  the  most 
abject  apologies.  He  adjured  the  Lord  Treasurer  to 
show  some  favour  to  his  poor  servant  and  ally.  He 
bemoaned  himself  to  the  Lord  Keeper,  in  a  letter 
which  may  keep  in  countenance  the  most  unmanly 
of  the  epistles  which  Cicero  wrote  during  his  banish¬ 
ment.  The  lesson  was  not  thrown  away.  Bacon 
never  offended  in  the  same  manner  again. 

He  was  now  satisfied  that  he  had  little  to  hope  from 
the  patronage  of  those  powerful  kinsmen  whom  he 
had  solicited  during  twelve  years  with  such  meek 
pertinacity  ;  and  he  began  to  look  towards  a  different 
quarter.  Among  the  courtiers  of  Elizabeth  had  lately 
appeared  a  new  favourite,  young,  noble,  wealthy, 
accomplished,  eloquent,  brave,  generous,  aspiring  ;  a 
favourite  who  had  obtained  from  the  grey-headed 
Queen  such  marks  of  regard  as  she  had  scarce  vouch¬ 
safed  to  Leicester  in  the  season  of  the  passions  ;  who 
was  at  once  the  ornament  of  the  palace  and  the  idol 
of  the  city  ;  who  was  the  common  patron  of  men  of 
letters  and  of  men  of  the  sword  ;  who  was  the  com¬ 
mon  refuge  of  the  persecuted  Catholic  and  of  the 
persecuted  Puritan.  The  calm  prudence  which  had 
enabled  Burleigh  to  shape  his  course  through  so  many 
dangers,  and  the  vast  experience  which  he  had 
acquired  in  dealing  with  two  generations  of  colleagues 
and  rivals,  seemed  scarcely  sufficient  to  support  him 
in  this  new  competition  ;  and  Robert  Cecil  sickened 
with  fear  and  envy  as  he  contemplated  the  rising  fame 
and  influence  of  Essex. 
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The  history  of  the  factions  which,  towards  the 
close  of  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  divided  her  court  and 
her  council,  though  pregnant  with  instruction,  is  by 
no  means  interesting  or  pleasing.  Both  parties  em¬ 
ployed  the  means  which  are  familiar  to  unscrupulous 
statesmen  ;  and  neither  had,  or  even  pretended  to 
have,  any  important  end  in  view.  The  public  mind 
was  then  reposing  from  one  great  effort,  and  collect¬ 
ing  strength  for  another.  That  impetuous  and 
appalling  rush  with  which  the  human  intellect  had 
moved  forward  in  the  career  of  truth  and  liberty, 
during  the  fifty  years  which  followed  the  separation 
of  Luther  from  the  communion  of  the  Church  of 
Rome  was  now  over.  The  boundary  between  Pro¬ 
testantism  and  Popery  had  been  fixed  very  nearly 
where  it  still  remains.  England,  Scotland,  the  north¬ 
ern  kingdoms  were  on  one  side ;  Ireland,  Spain, 
Portugal,  Italy,  on  the  other.  The  line  of  demarca¬ 
tion  ran,  as  it  still  runs,  through  the  midst  of  the 
Netherlands,  of  Germany,  and  of  Switzerland,  divid¬ 
ing  province  from  province,  electorate  from  electorate, 
and  canton  from  canton.  France  might  be  considered 
as  a  debatable  land,  in  which  the  contest  was  still 
undecided.  Since  that  time,  the  two  religions  have 
done  little  more  than  maintain  their  ground.  A  few 
occasional  incursions  have  been  made.  But  the 
general  frontier  remains  the  same.  During  two 
hundred  and  fifty  years  no  great  society  has  risen  up 
like  one  man,  and  emancipated  itself  by  one  mighty 
effort  from  the  superstition  of  ages.  This  spectacle 
was  common  in  the  sixteenth  century.  Why  has  it 
ceased  to  be  so  ?  Why  has  so  violent  a  movement 
been  followed  by  so  long  a  repose  ?  The  doctrines 
of  the  reformers  are  not  less  agreeable  to  reason  or 
to  revelation  now  than  formerly.  The  public  mind 
is  assuredly  not  less  enlightened  now  than  formerly. 
Why  is  it  that  Protestantism,  after  carrying  every 
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thing  before  it  in  a  time  of  comparatively  little  know¬ 
ledge  and  little  freedom,  should  make  no  perceptible 
progress  in  a  reasoning  and  tolerant  age  ;  that  the 
Luthers,  the  Calvins,  the  Knoxes,  the  Zwingles,  should 
have  left  no  successors  ;  that  during  two  centuries 
and  a  half  fewer  converts  should  have  been  brought 
over  from  the  Church  of  Rome  than  at  the  time  of 
the  Reformation  were  sometimes  gained  in  a  year  ? 
This  has  always  appeared  to  us  one  of  the  most 
curious  and  interesting  problems  in  history.  On 
some  future  occasion  we  may  perhaps  attempt  to 
solve  it.  At  present  it  is  enough  to  say  that,  at  the 
close  of  Elizabeth’s  reign,  the  Protestant  party,  to 
borrow  the  language  of  the  Apocalypse,  had  left  its 
first  love  and  had  ceased  to  do  its  first  works. 

The  great  struggle  of  the  sixteenth  century  was 
over.  The  great  struggle  of  the  seventeenth  century 
had  not  commenced.  The  confessors  of  Mary’s  reign 
were  dead.  The  members  of  the  Long  Parliament 
were  still  in  their  cradles.  The  Papists  had  been 
deprived  of  all  power  in  the  state.  The  Puritans  had 
not  yet  attained  any  formidable  extent  of  power. 
True  it  is  that  a  student,  well  acquainted  with  the 
history  of  the  next  generation,  can  easily  discern  in 
the  proceedings  of  the  last  Parliaments  of  Elizabeth 
the  germ  of  great  and  ever  memorable  events.  But 
to  the  eye  of  a  contemporary  nothing  of  this  ap¬ 
peared.  The  two  sections  of  ambitious  men  who  were 
struggling  for  power  differed  from  each  other  on  no 
important  public  question.  Both  belonged  to  the 
Established  Church.  Both  professed  boundless  loyalty 
to  the  Queen.  Both  approved  the  war  with  Spain. 
There  is  not,  as  far  as  we  are  aware,  any  reason  to 
believe  that  they  entertained  different  views  concern¬ 
ing  the  succession  to  the  Crown.  Certainly  neither 
faction  had  any  great  measure  of  reform  in  view. 
Neither  attempted  to  redress  any  public  grievance. 
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The  most  odious  and  pernicious  grievance  under 
which  the  nation  then  suffered  was  a  source  of  profit 
to  both,  and  was  defended  by  both  with  equal  zeal. 
Raleigh  held  a  monopoly  of  cards,  Essex  a  monopoly 
of  sweet  wines.  In  fact,  the  only  ground  of  quarrel 
between  the  parties  was  that  they  could  not  agree 
as  to  their  respective  shares  of  power  and  patronage. 

Nothing  in  the  political  conduct  of  Essex  entitles 
him  to  esteem  ;  and  the  pity  with  which  we  regard 
his  early  and  terrible  end  is  diminished  by  the  con¬ 
sideration,  that  he  put  to  hazard  the  lives  and  fortunes 
of  his  most  attached  friends,  and  endeavoured  to 
throw  the  whole  country  into  confusion,  for  objects 
purely  personal.  Still,  it  is  impossible  not  to  be 
deeply  interested  for  a  man  so  brave,  high-spirited, 
and  generous ;  for  a  man  who,  while  he  conducted 
himself  towards  his  sovereign  with  a  boldness  such 
as  was  then  found  in  no  other  subject,  conducted 
himself  towards  his  dependents  with  a  delicacy  such 
as  has  rarely  been  found  in  any  other  patron.  Unlike 
the  vulgar  herd  of  benefactors,  he  desired  to  inspire, 
not  gratitude,  but  affection.  He  tried  to  make  those 
whom  he  befriended  feel  towards  him  as  towards  an 
equal.  His  mind,  ardent,  susceptible,  naturally  dis¬ 
posed  to  admiration  of  all  that  is  great  and  beautiful, 
was  fascinated  by  the  genius  and  the  accomplishments 
of  Bacon.  A  close  friendship  was  soon  formed 
between  them,  a  friendship  destined  to  have  a  dark, 
a  mournful,  a  shameful  end. 

In  1594  the  office  of  Attorney-General  became 
vacant,  and  Bacon  hoped  to  obtain  it.  Essex  made 
his  friend’s  cause  his  own,  sued,  expostulated,  pro¬ 
mised,  threatened,  but  all  in  vain.  It  is  probable 
that  the  dislike  felt  by  the  Cecils  for  Bacon  had  been 
increased  by  the  connexion  which  he  had  lately 
formed  with  the  Earl.  Robert  was  then  on  the  point 
of  being  made  Secretary  of  State.  He  happened 
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one  day  to  be  in  the  same  coach  with  Essex,  and  a 
remarkable  conversation  took  place  between  them. 
“  My  Lord,”  said  Sir  Robert,  “  the  Queen  has  deter¬ 
mined  to  appoint  an  Attorney-General  without  more 
delay.  I  pray  your  Lordship  to  let  me  know  whom 
you  will  favour.”  “  I  wonder  at  your  question,”  replied 
the  Earl.  “You  cannot  but  know  that  resolutely, 
against  all  the  world,  I  stand  for  your  cousin,  Francis 
Bacon.”  “  Good  Lord  !  ”  cried  Cecil,  unable  to  bridle 
his  temper,  “  I  wonder  your  Lordship  should  spend 
your  strength  on  so  unlikely  a  matter.  Can  you 
name  one  precedent  of  so  raw  a  youth  promoted  to 
so  great  a  place  ?  ”  This  objection  came  with  a 
singularly  bad  grace  from  a  man  who,  though  younger 
than  Bacon,  was  in  daily  expectation  of  being  made 
Secretary  of  State.  The  blot  was  too  obvious  to  be 
missed  by  Essex,  who  seldom  forbore  to  speak  his 
mind.  “  I  have  made  no  search,”  said  he,  “  for  pre¬ 
cedents  of  young  men  who  have  filled  the  office  of 
Attorney-General.  But  I  could  name  to  you,  Sir 
Robert,  a  man  younger  than  Francis,  less  learned, 
and  equally  inexperienced,  who  is  suing  and  striving 
with  all  his  might  for  an  office  of  far  greater  weight.” 
Sir  Robert  had  nothing  to  say  but  that  he  thought 
his  own  abilities  equal  to  the  place  which  he  hoped 
to  obtain,  and  that  his  father’s  long  services  deserved 
such  a  mark  of  gratitude  from  the  Queen  ;  as  if  his 
abilities  were  comparable  to  his  cousin’s,  or  as  if  Sir 
Nicholas  Bacon  had  done  no  service  to  the  State. 
Cecil  then  hinted  that,  if  Bacon  would  be  satisfied 
with  the  Solicitorship,  that  might  be  of  easier  diges¬ 
tion  to  the  Queen.  “  Digest  me  no  digestions,”  said 
the  generous  and  ardent  Earl.  “  The  Attorneyship 
for  Francis  is  that  I  must  have  ;  and  in  that  I  will 
spend  all  my  power,  might,  authority,  and  amity  ;  and 
with  tooth  and  nail  procure  the  same  for  him  against 
whomsoever ;  and  whosoever  getteth  this  office  out 
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of  my  hands  for  any  other,  before  he  have  it,  it  shall 
cost  him  the  coming  by.  And  this  be  you  assured 
of,  Sir  Robert,  for  now  I  fully  declare  myself ;  and 
for  my  own  part,  Sir  Robert,  I  think  strange  both  of 
my  Lord  Treasurer  and  you,  that  can  have  the  mind 
to  seek  the  preference  of  a  stranger  before  so  near  a 
kinsman  ;  for  if  you  weigh  in  a  balance  the  parts  every 
way  of  his  competitor  and  him,  only  excepting  five 
poor  years  of  admitting  to  a  house  of  court  before 
Francis,  you  shall  find  in  all  other  respects  whatsoever 
no  comparison  between  them.” 

When  the  office  of  Attorney-General  was  filled 
up,  the  Earl  pressed  the  Queen  to  make  Bacon 
Solicitor-General,  and,  on  this  occasion,  the  old  Lord 
Treasurer  professed  himself  not  unfavourable  to  his 
nephew’s  pretensions.  But,  after  a  contest  which 
lasted  more  than  a  year  and  a  half,  and  in  which 
Essex,  to  use  his  own  words,  “  spent  all  his  power, 
might,  authority,  and  amity,”  the  place  was  given  to 
another.  Essex  felt  this  disappointment  keenly,  but 
found  consolation  in  the  most  munificent  and  delicate 
liberality.  He  presented  Bacon  with  an  estate  worth 
near  two  thousand  pounds,  situated  at  Twickenham  ; 
and  this,  as  Bacon  owned  many  years  after,  “  with  so 
kind  and  noble  circumstances  as  the  manner  was 
worth  more  than  the  matter.” 

It  was  soon  after  these  events  that  Bacon  first 
appeared  before  the  public  as  a  writer.  Early  in 
1597  he  published  a  small  volume  of  Essays,  which 
was  afterwards  enlarged  by  successive  additions  to 
many  times  its  original  bulk.  This  little  work  was, 
as  it  well  deserved  to  be,  exceedingly  popular.  It 
was  reprinted  in  a  few  months ;  it  was  translated 
into  Latin,  French,  and  Italian  ;  and  it  seems  to 
have  at  once  established  the  literary  reputation  of 
its  author.  But,  though  Bacon’s  reputation  rose, 
his  fortunes  were  still  depressed.  He  was  in  great 
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pecuniary  difficulties ;  and,  on  one  occasion,  was 
arrested  in  the  street  at  the  suit  of  a  goldsmith  for  a 
debt  of  three  hundred  pounds,  and  was  carried  to  a 
spunging-house  in  Coleman  Street. 

The  kindness  of  Essex  was  in  the  meantime 
indefatigable.  In  1596  he  sailed  on  his  memorable 
expedition  to  the  coast  of  Spain.  At  the  very 
moment  of  his  embarkation,  he  wrote  to  several  of 
his  friends,  commending  to  them,  during  his  own 
absence,  the  interests  of  Bacon.  He  returned,  after 
performing  the  most  brilliant  military  exploit  that 
was  achieved  on  the  Continent  by  English  arms 
during  the  long  interval  which  elapsed  between  the 
battle  of  Agincourt  and  that  of  Blenheim.  His 
valour,  his  talents,  his  humane  and  generous  disposi¬ 
tion,  had  made  him  the  idol  of  his  countrymen,  and 
had  extorted  praise  from  the  enemies  whom  he  had 
conquered.1  He  had  always  been  proud  and  head¬ 
strong  ;  and  his  splendid  success  seems  to  have 
rendered  his  faults  more  offensive  than  ever.  But  to 
his  friend  Francis  he  was  still  the  same.  Bacon  had 
some  thoughts  of  making  his  fortune  by  marriage, 
and  had  begun  to  pay  court  to  a  widow  of  the  name 
of  Hatton.  The  eccentric  manners  and  violent 
temper  of  this  woman  made  her  a  disgrace  and  a 
torment  to  her  connexions.  But  Bacon  was  not 
aware  of  her  faults,  or  was  disposed  to  overlook  them 
for  the  sake  of  her  ample  fortune.  Essex  pleaded 
his  friend’s  cause  with  his  usual  ardour.  The  letters 
which  the  Earl  addressed  to  Lady  Hatton  and  to  her 
mother  are  still  extant,  and  are  highly  honourable 
to  him.  “  If,”  he  wrote,  “  she  were  my  sister  or  my 
daughter,  I  protest  I  would  as  confidently  resolve  to 
further  it  as  I  now  persuade  you:”  and  again,  “If 
my  faith  be  any  thing,  I  protest,  if  I  had  one  as  near 
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me  as  she  is  to  you,  I  had  rather  match  her  with  him, 
than  with  men  of  far  greater  titles.”  The  suit, 
happily  for  Bacon,  was  unsuccessful.  The  lady  in¬ 
deed  was  kind  to  him  in  more  ways  than  one.  She 
rejected  him ;  and  she  accepted  his  enemy.  She 
married  that  narrow-minded,  bad-hearted  pedant,  Sir 
Edward  Coke,  and  did  her  best  to  make  him  as 
miserable  as  he  deserved  to  be. 

The  fortunes  of  Essex  had  now  reached  their 
height,  and  began  to  decline.  He  possessed  indeed 
all  the  qualities  which  raise  men  to  greatness  rapidly. 
But  he  had  neither  the  virtues  nor  the  vices  which 
enable  men  to  retain  greatness  long.  His  frankness, 
his  keen  sensibility  to  insult  and  injustice  were  by  no 
means  agreeable  to  a  sovereign  naturally  impatient  of 
opposition,  and  accustomed,  during  forty  years,  to 
the  most  extravagant  flattery  and  the  most  abject 
submission.  The  daring  and  contemptuous  manner 
in  which  he  bade  defiance  to  his  enemies  excited 
their  deadly  hatred.  His  administration  in  Ireland 
was  unfortunate,  and  in  many  respects  highly  blam- 
able.  Though  his  brilliant  courage  and  his  impetuous 
activity  fitted  him  admirably  for  such  enterprises  as 
that  of  Cadiz,  he  did  not  possess  the  caution,  patience, 
and  resolution  necessary  for  the  conduct  of  a  pro¬ 
tracted  war,  in  which  difficulties  were  to  be  gradually 
surmounted,  in  which  much  discomfort  was  to  be 
endured,  and  in  which  few  splendid  exploits  could 
be  achieved.  For  the  civil  duties  of  his  high  place  he 
was  still  less  qualified.  Though  eloquent  and  accom¬ 
plished,  he  was  in  no  sense  a  statesman.  The  multi¬ 
tude  indeed  still  continued  to  regard  even  his  faults 
with  fondness.  But  the  Court  had  ceased  to  give 
him  credit,  even  for  the  merit  which  he  really  pos¬ 
sessed.  The  person  on  whom,  during  the  decline  of 
his  influence,  he  chiefly  depended,  to  whom  he  con¬ 
fided  his  perplexities,  whose  advice  he  solicited, 
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whose  intercession  he  employed,  was  his  friend  Bacon. 
The  lamentable  truth  must  be  told.  This  friend,  so 
loved,  so  trusted,  bore  a  principal  part  in  ruining  the 
Earl’s  fortunes,  in  shedding  his  blood,  and  in  blacken¬ 
ing  his  memory. 

But  let  us  be  just  to  Bacon.  We  believe  that,  to 
the  last,  he  had  no  wish  to  injure  Essex.  Nay,  we 
believe  that  he  sincerely  exerted  himself  to  serve 
Essex,  as  long  as  he  thought  that  he  could  serve 
Essex  without  injuring  himself.  The  advice  which 
he  gave  to  his  noble  benefactor  was  generally  most 
judicious.  He  did  all  in  his  powrer  to  dissuade  the 
Earl  from  accepting  the  Government  of  Ireland. 
“  For,”  says  he,  “  I  did  as  plainly  see  his  overthrow 
chained  as  it  were  by  destiny  to  that  journey,  as  it  is 
possible  for  a  man  to  ground  a  judgment  upon  future 
contingents.”  The  prediction  was  accomplished. 
Essex  returned  in  disgrace.  Bacon  attempted  to 
mediate  between  his  friend  and  the  Queen  ;  and,  we 
believe,  honestly  employed  all  his  address  for  that 
purpose.  But  the  task  which  he  had  undertaken 
was  too  difficult,  delicate,  and  perilous,  even  for  so 
wary  and  dexterous  an  agent.  He  had  to  manage 
two  spirits  equally  proud,  resentful,  and  ungovernable. 
At  Essex  House,  he  had  to  calm  the  rage  of  a  young 
hero  incensed  by  multiplied  wrongs  and  humiliations, 
and  then  to  pass  to  Whitehall  for  the  purpose  of 
soothing  the  peevishness  of  a  sovereign,  whose  tem¬ 
per,  never  very  gentle,  had  been  rendered  morbidly 
irritable  by  age,  by  declining  health,  and  by  the  long 
habit  of  listening  to  flattery  and  exacting  implicit 
obedience.  It  is  hard  to  serve  two  masters.  Situated 
as  Bacon  was,  it  was  scarcely  possible  for  him  to 
shape  his  course  so  as  not  to  give  one  or  both  of  his 
employers  reason  to  complain.  For  a  time  he  acted 
as  fairly  as,  in  circumstances  so  embarrassing,  could 
reasonably  be  expected.  At  length  he  found  that, 
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while  he  was  trying  to  prop  the  fortunes  of  another, 
he  was  in  danger  of  shaking  his  own.  He  had  dis¬ 
obliged  both  the  parties  whom  he  wished  to  recon¬ 
cile.  Essex  thought  him  wanting  in  zeal  as  a  friend  : 
Elizabeth  thought  him  wanting  in  duty  as  a  subject. 
The  Earl  looked  on  him  as  a  spy  of  the  Queen  :  the 
Queen  as  a  creature  of  the  Earl.  The  reconciliation 
which  he  had  laboured  to  effect  appeared  utterly 
hopeless.  A  thousand  signs,  legible  to  eyes  far  less 
keen  than  his,  announced  that  the  fall  of  his  patron 
was  at  hand.  He  shaped  his  course  accordingly. 
When  Essex  was  brought  before  the  council  to 
answer  for  his  conduct  in  Ireland,  Bacon,  after  a 
faint  attempt  to  excuse  himself  from  taking  part 
against  his  friend,  submitted  himself  to  the  Queen’s 
pleasure,  and  appeared  at  the  bar  in  support  of  the 
charges.  But  a  darker  scene  was  behind.  The  un¬ 
happy  young  nobleman,  made  reckless  by  despair, 
ventured  on  a  rash  and  criminal  enterprise,  which 
rendered  him  liable  to  the  highest  penalties  of  the 
law.  What  course  was  Bacon  to  take  ?  This  was 
one  of  those  conjunctures  which  show  what  men  are. 
To  a  high-minded  man,  wealth,  power,  court-favour, 
even  personal  safety,  would  have  appeared  of  no 
account,  when  opposed  to  friendship,  gratitude,  and 
honour.  Such  a  man  would  have  stood  by  the  side 
of  Essex  at  the  trial,  would  have  “  spent  all  his  power, 
might,  authority,  and  amity  ”  in  soliciting  a  mitiga¬ 
tion  of  the  sentence,  would  have  been  a  daily  visitor 
at  the  cell,  would  have  received  the  last  injunctions 
and  the  last  embrace  on  the  scaffold,  would  have 
employed  all  the  powers  of  his  intellect  to  guard  from 
insult  the  fame  of  his  generous  though  erring  friend. 
An  ordinary  man  would  neither  have  incurred  the 
danger  of  succouring  Essex,  nor  the  disgrace  of 
assailing  him.  Bacon  did  not  even  preserve  neutrality. 
He  appeared  as  counsel  for  the  prosecution.  In  that 
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situation,  he  did  not  confine  himself  to  what  would 
have  been  amply  sufficient  to  procure  a  verdict.  He 
employed  all  his  wit,  his  rhetoric,  and  his  learning, 
not  to  insure  a  conviction, — for  the  circumstances 
were  such  that  a  conviction  was  inevitable, — but  to 
deprive  the  unhappy  prisoner  of  all  those  excuses 
which,  though  legally  of  no  value,  yet  tended  to 
diminish  the  moral  guilt  of  the  crime,  and  which, 
therefore,  though  they  could  not  justify  the  peers  in 
pronouncing  an  acquittal,  might  incline  the  Queen  to 
grant  a  pardon.  The  Earl  urged  as  a  palliation  of 
his  frantic  acts  that  he  was  surrounded  by  powerful 
and  inveterate  enemies,  that  they  had  ruined  his 
fortunes,  that  they  sought  his  life,  and  that  their  per¬ 
secutions  had  driven  him  to  despair.  This  was  true  ; 
and  Bacon  well  knew  it  to  be  true.  But  he  affected 
to  treat  it  as  an  idle  pretence.  He  compared  Essex 
to  Pisistratus  who,  by  pretending  to  be  in  imminent 
danger  of  assassination,  and  by  exhibiting  self- 
inflicted  wounds,  succeeded  in  establishing  tyranny  at 
Athens.  This  was  too  much  for  the  prisoner  to  bear. 
He  interrupted  his  ungrateful  friend  by  calling  on  him 
to  quit  the  part  of  an  advocate,  to  come  forward  as  a 
witness,  and  to  tell  the  Lords  whether,  in  old  times, 
he,  Francis  Bacon,  had  not  under  his  own  hand, 
repeatedly  asserted  the  truth  of  what  he  now  repre¬ 
sented  as  idle  pretexts.  It  is  painful  to  go  on  with 
this  lamentable  story.  Bacon  returned  a  shuffling 
answer  to  the  Earl’s  question,  and,  as  if  the  allusion 
to  Pisistratus  were  not  sufficiently  offensive,  made 
another  allusion  still  more  unjustifiable.  He  com¬ 
pared  Essex  to  Henry  Duke  of  Guise,  and  the  rash 
attempt  in  the  city  to  the  day  of  the  barricades 
at  Paris.  Why  Bacon  had  recourse  to  such  a  topic 
it  is  difficult  to  say.  It  was  quite  unnecessary  for 
the  purpose  of  obtaining  a  verdict.  It  was  certain 
to  produce  a  strong  impression  on  the  mind  of  the 
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haughty  and  jealous  princess  on  whose  pleasure  the 
Earl’s  fate  depended.  The  faintest  allusion  to 
the  degrading  tutelage  in  which  the  last  Valois  had 
been  held  by  the  House  of  Lorraine  was  sufficient  to 
harden  her  heart  against  a  man  who  in  rank,  in  mili¬ 
tary  reputation,  in  popularity  among  the  citizens  of 
the  capital,  bore  some  resemblance  to  the  Captain  of 
the  League. 

Essex  was  convicted.  Bacon  made  no  effort  to 
save  him,  though  the  Queen’s  feelings  were  such  that 
he  might  have  pleaded  his  benefactor’s  cause,  possibly 
with  success,  certainly  without  any  serious  danger 
to  himself.  The  unhappy  nobleman  was  executed. 
His  fate  excited  strong,  perhaps  unreasonable  feel¬ 
ings  of  compassion  and  indignation.  The  Queen  was 
received  by  the  citizens  of  London  with  gloomy 
looks  and  faint  acclamations.  She  thought  it  ex¬ 
pedient  to  publish  a  vindication  of  her  late  proceed¬ 
ings.  The  faithless  friend  who  had  assisted  in  taking 
the  Earl’s  life  was  now  employed  to  murder  the 
Earl’s  fame.  The  Queen  had  seen  some  of  Bacon’s 
writings  and  had  been  pleased  with  them.  He  was 
accordingly  selected  to  write  “  A  Declaration  of  the 
Practices  and  Treasons  attempted  and  committed 
by  Robert  Earl  of  Essex,”  which  was  printed  by 
authority.  In  the  succeeding  reign,  Bacon  had  not  a 
word  to  say  in  defence  of  this  performance,  a  per¬ 
formance  abounding  in  expressions  which  no  generous 
enemy  would  have  employed  respecting  a  man  who 
had  so  dearly  expiated  his  offences.  His  only  ex¬ 
cuse  was,  that  he  wrote  it  by  command,  that  he 
considered  himself  as  a  mere  secretary,  that  he  had 
particular  instructions  as  to  the  way  in  which  he  was 
to  treat  every  part  of  the  subject,  and  that,  in  fact, 
he  had  furnished  only  the  arrangement  and  the 
style. 

We  regret  to  say  that  the  whole  conduct  of  Bacon 
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through  the  course  of  these  transactions  appears  to 
Mr.  Montagu  not  merely  excusable,  but  deserving 
of  high  admiration.  The  integrity  and  benevolence 
of  this  gentleman  are  so  well  known  that  our  readers 
will  probably  be  at  a  loss  to  conceive  by  what  steps 
he  can  have  arrived  at  so  extraordinary  a  conclusion  : 
and  we  are  half  afraid  that  they  will  suspect  us  of 
practising  some  artifice  upon  them  when  we  report 
the  principal  arguments  which  he  employs. 

In  order  to  get  rid  of  the  charge  of  ingratitude, 
Mr.  Montagu  attempts  to  show  that  Bacon  lay  under 
greater  obligations  to  the  Queen  than  to  Essex. 
What  these  obligations  were  it  is  not  easy  to  discover. 
The  situation  of  Queen’s  Counsel,  and  a  remote 
reversion,  were  surely  favours  very  far  below  Bacon’s 
personal  and  hereditary  claims.  They  were  favours 
which  had  not  cost  the  Queen  a  groat,  nor  had  they 
put  a  groat  into  Bacon’s  purse.  It  was  necessary  to 
rest  Elizabeth’s  claims  to  gratitude  on  some  other 
ground  ;  and  this  Mr.  Montagu  felt.  “  What  perhaps 
was  her  greatest  kindness,”  says  he,  “  instead  of  having 
hastily  advanced  Bacon,  she  had,  with  a  continuance 
of  her  friendship,  made  him  bear  the  yoke  in  his  youth. 
Such  were  his  obligations  to  Elizabeth.”  Such  indeed 
they  were.  Being  the  son  of  one  of  her  oldest  and 
most  faithful  ministers,  being  himself  the  ablest  and 
most  accomplished  young  man  of  his  time,  he  had 
been  condemned  by  her  to  drudgery,  to  obscurity,  to 
poverty.  She  had  depreciated  his  acquirements. 
She  had  checked  him  in  the  most  imperious  manner, 
when  in  Parliament  he  ventured  to  act  an  inde¬ 
pendent  part.  She  had  refused  to  him  the  profes¬ 
sional  advancement  to  which  he  had  a  just  claim. 
To  her  it  was  owing  that,  while  younger  men,  not 
superior  to  him  in  extraction,  and  far  inferior  to  him 
in  every  kind  of  personal  merit,  were  filling  the 
highest  offices  of  the  state,  adding  manor  to  manor, 
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rearing  palace  after  palace,  he  was  lying  at  a  spunging- 
house  for  a  debt  of  three  hundred  pounds.  Assuredly 
if  Bacon  owed  gratitude  to  Elizabeth,  he  owed  none 
to  Essex.  If  the  Queen  really  was  his  best  friend, 
the  Earl  was  his  worst  enemy.  We  wonder  that  Mr. 
Montagu  did  not  press  this  argument  a  little  further. 
He  might  have  maintained  that  Bacon  was  excusable 
in  revenging  himself  on  a  man  who  had  attempted  to 
rescue  his  youth  from  the  salutary  yoke  imposed  on 
it  by  the  Queen,  who  had  wished  to  advance  him 
hastily,  who,  not  content  with  attempting  to  inflict  the 
Attorney-Generalship  upon  him,  had  been  so  cruel  as 
to  present  him  with  a  landed  estate. 

Again,  we  can  hardly  think  Mr.  Montagu  serious 
when  he  tells  us  that  Bacon  was  bound  for  the  sake 
of  the  public  not  to  destroy  his  own  hopes  of  advance¬ 
ment,  and  that  he  took  part  against  Essex  from  a 
wish  to  obtain  power  which  might  enable  him  to  be 
useful  to  his  country.  We  really  do  not  know  how 
to  refute  such  arguments  except  by  stating  them. 
Nothing  is  impossible  which  does  not  involve  a  contra¬ 
diction.  It  is  barely  possible  that  Bacon’s  motives 
for  acting  as  he  did  on  this  occasion  may  have  been 
gratitude  to  the  Queen  for  keeping  him  poor,  and  a 
desire  to  benefit  his  fellow-creatures  in  some  high 
situation.  And  there  is  a  possibility  that  Bonner 
may  have  been  a  good  Protestant  who,  being  con¬ 
vinced  that  the  blood  of  martyrs  is  the  seed  of  the 
Church,  heroically  went  through  all  the  drudgery  and 
infamy  of  persecution,  in  order  that  he  might  inspire 
the  English  people  with  an  intense  and  lasting  hatred 
of  Popery.  There  is  a  possibility  that  Jeffreys  may 
have  been  an  ardent  lover  of  liberty,  and  that  he  may 
have  beheaded  Algernon  Sydney,  and  burned  Eliza¬ 
beth  Gaunt,  only  in  order  to  produce  a  reaction  which 
might  lead  to  the  limitation  of  the  prerogative. 
There  is  a  possibility  that  Thurtell  may  have  killed 
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Weare  only  in  order  to  give  the  youth  of  England  an 
impressive  warning  against  gaming  and  bad  company. 
There  is  a  possibility  that  Fauntleroy  may  have 
forged  powers  of  attorney,  only  in  order  that  his  fate 
might  turn  the  attention  of  the  public  to  the  defects 
of  the  penal  law.  These  things,  we  say,  are  possible. 
But  they  are  so  extravagantly  improbable  that  a  man 
who  should  act  on  such  suppositions  would  be  fit  only 
for  Saint  Luke’s.  And  we  do  not  see  why  supposi¬ 
tions  on  which  no  rational  man  would  act  in  ordinary 
life  should  be  admitted  into  history. 

Mr.  Montagu’s  notion  that  Bacon  desired  power 
only  in  order  to  do  good  to  mankind  appears  some¬ 
what  strange  to  us,  when  we  consider  how  Bacon 
afterwards  used  power,  and  how  he  lost  it.  Surely 
the  service  which  he  rendered  to  mankind  by  taking 
Lady  Wharton’s  broad  pieces  and  Sir  John  Kennedy’s 
cabinet  was  not  of  such  vast  importance  as  to  sanctify 
all  the  means  which  might  conduce  to  that  end.  If 
the  case  were  fairly  stated,  it  would,  we  much  fear, 
stand  thus  :  Bacon  was  a  servile  advocate,  that  he 
might  be  a  corrupt  judge. 

Mr.  Montagu  maintains  that  none  but  the  ignorant 
and  unreflecting  can  think  Bacon  censurable  for  any 
thing  that  he  did  as  counsel  for  the  Crown,  and  that 
no  advocate  can  justifiably  use  any  discretion  as  to 
the  party  for  whom  he  appears.  We  will  not  at 
present  inquire  whether  the  doctrine  which  is  held  on 
this  subject  by  English  lawyers  be  or  be  not  agreeable 
to  reason  and  morality  ;  whether  it  be  right  that  a 
man  should,  with  a  wig  on  his  head,  and  a  band 
round  his  neck,  do  for  a  guinea  what,  without  those 
appendages,  he  would  think  it  wicked  and  infamous 
to  do  for  an  empire  ;  whether  it  be  right  that,  not 
merely  believing  but  knowing  a  statement  to  be  true, 
he  should  do  all  that  can  be  done  by  sophistry,  by 
rhetoric,  by  solemn  asseveration,  by  indignant  ex- 
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clamation,  by  gesture,  by  play  of  features,  by  terrify¬ 
ing  one  honest  witness,  by  perplexing  another,  to 
cause  a  jury  to  think  that  statement  false.  It  is  not 
necessary  on  the  present  occasion  to  decide  these 
questions.  The  professional  rules,  be  they  good  or 
bad,  are  rules  to  which  many  wise  and  virtuous  men 
have  conformed,  and  are  daily  conforming.  If,  there¬ 
fore,  Bacon  did  no  more  than  these  rules  required  of 
him,  we  shall  readily  admit  that  he  was  blameless,  or, 
at  least,  excusable.  But  we  conceive  that  his  conduct 
was  not  justifiable  according  to  any  professional  rules 
that  now  exist,  or  that  ever  existed  in  England.  It 
has  always  been  held  that  in  criminal  cases  in  which 
the  prisoner  was  denied  the  help  of  counsel,  and, 
above  all,  in  capital  cases,  advocates  were  both  en¬ 
titled  and  bound  to  exercise  a  discretion.  It  is  true 
that,  after  the  Revolution,  when  the  Parliament  began 
to  make  inquisition  for  the  innocent  blood  which  had 
been  shed  by  the  last  Stuarts,  a  feeble  attempt  was 
made  to  defend  the  lawyers  who  had  been  accomplices 
in  the  murder  of  Sir  Thomas  Armstrong,  on  the 
ground  that  they  had  only  acted  professionally.  The 
wretched  sophism  was  silenced  by  the  execrations  of 
the  House  of  Commons.  “  Things  will  never  be  well 
done,”  said  Mr.  Foley,  “  till  some  of  that  profession  be 
made  examples.”  “  We  have  a  new  sort  of  monsters  in 
the  world,”  said  the  younger  Hampden,  “  haranguing 
a  man  to  death.  These  I  call  bloodhounds.  Sawyer 
is  very  criminal  and  guilty  of  this  murder.”  “  I  speak 
to  discharge  my  conscience,”  said  Mr.  Garroway.  “  I 
will  not  have  the  blood  of  this  man  at  my  door. 
Sawyer  demanded  judgment  against  him  and  execu¬ 
tion.  I  believe  him  guilty  of  the  death  of  this  man. 
Do  what  you  will  with  him.”  “  If  the  profession  of 
the  law,”  said  the  elder  Hampden,  “  gives  a  man 
authority  to  murder  at  this  rate,  it  is  the  interest  of 
all  men  to  rise  and  exterminate  that  profession.”  Nor 
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was  this  language  held  only  by  unlearned  country 
gentlemen.  Sir  William  Williams,  one  of  the  ablest 
and  most  unscrupulous  lawyers  of  the  age,  took  the 
same  view  of  the  case.  He  had  not  hesitated,  he 
said,  to  take  part  in  the  prosecution  of  the  Bishops, 
because  they  were  allowed  counsel.  But  he  main¬ 
tained  that,  where  the  prisoner  was  not  allowed 
counsel,  the  Counsel  for  the  Crown  was  bound  to 
exercise  a  discretion,  and  that  every  lawyer  who 
neglected  this  distinction  was  a  betrayer  of  the  law. 
But  it  is  unnecessary  to  cite  authority.  It  is  known 
to  every  body  who  has  ever  looked  into  a  court  of 
quarter-sessions  that  lawyers  do  exercise  a  discretion 
in  criminal  cases  ;  and  it  is  plain  to  every  man  of 
common  sense  that,  if  they  did  not  exercise  such  a 
discretion,  they  would  be  a  more  hateful  body  of  men 
than  those  bravoes  who  used  to  hire  out  their  stilettoes 
in  Italy. 

Bacon  appeared  against  a  man  who  was  indeed 
guilty  of  a  great  offence,  but  who  had  been  his  bene¬ 
factor  and  friend.  He  did  more  than  this.  Nay,  he 
did  more  than  a  person  who  had  never  seen  Essex 
would  have  been  justified  in  doing.  He  employed 
all  the  art  of  an  advocate  in  order  to  make  the 
prisoner’s  conduct  appear  more  inexcusable  and  more 
dangerous  to  the  state  than  it  really  had  been.  All 
that  professional  duty  could,  in  any  case,  have  re¬ 
quired  of  him  would  have  been  to  conduct  the  cause 
so  as  to  insure  a  conviction.  But  from  the  nature  of 
the  circumstances  there  could  not  be  the  smallest 
doubt  that  the  Earl  would  be  found  guilty.  The 
character  of  the  crime  was  unequivocal.  It  had  been 
committed  recently,  in  broad  daylight,  in  the  streets 
of  the  capita],  in  the  presence  of  thousands.  If  ever 
there  was  an  occasion  on  which  an  advocate  had  no 
temptation  to  resort  to  extraneous  topics,  for  the 
purpose  of  blinding  the  judgment  and  inflaming  the 
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passions  of  a  tribunal,  this  was  that  occasion.  Why- 
then  resort  to  arguments  which,  while  they  could  add 
nothing  to  the  strength  of  the  case,  considered  in  a 
legal  point  of  view,  tended  to  aggravate  the  moral 
guilt  of  the  fatal  enterprise,  and  to  excite  fear  and 
resentment  in  that  quarter  from  which  alone  the  Earl 
could  now  expect  mercy  ?  Why  remind  the  audience 
of  the  arts  of  the  ancient  tyrants  ?  Why  deny,  what 
every  body  knew  to  be  the  truth,  that  a  powerful 
faction  at  court  had  long  sought  to  effect  the  ruin  of 
the  prisoner  ?  Why,  above  all,  institute  a  parallel 
between  the  unhappy  culprit  and  the  most  wicked 
and  most  successful  rebel  of  the  age?  Was  it  abso¬ 
lutely  impossible  to  do  all  that  professional  duty 
required  without  reminding  a  jealous  sovereign  of  the 
League,  of  the  barricades,  and  of  all  the  humiliations 
which  a  too  powerful  subject  had  heaped  on  Henry 
the  Third  ? 

But  if  we  admit  the  plea  which  Mr.  Montagu 
urges  in  defence  of  what  Bacon  did  as  an  advocate, 
what  shall  we  say  of  the  “Declaration  of  the  Treasons 
of  Robert  Earl  of  Essex  ”  ?  Here  at  least  there  was 
no  pretence  of  professional  obligation.  Even  those 
who  may  think  it  the  duty  of  a  lawyer  to  hang,  draw, 
and  quarter  his  benefactors,  for  a  proper  consideration, 
will  hardly  say  that  it  is  his  duty  to  write  abusive 
pamphlets  against  them,  after  they  are  in  their  graves. 
Bacon  excused  himself  by  saying  that  he  was  not 
answerable  for  the  matter  of  the  book,  and  that  he 
furnished  only  the  language.  But  why  did  he  endow 
such  purposes  with  words  ?  Could  no  hack  writer, 
without  virtue  or  shame,  be  found  to  exaggerate  the 
errors,  already  so  dearly  expiated,  of  a  gentle  and 
noble  spirit  ?  Every  age  produces  those  links  between 
the  man  and  the  baboon.  Every  age  is  fertile  of 
Oldmixons,  of  Kenricks,  and  of  Antony  Pasquins. 
But  was  it  for  Bacon  so  to  prostitute  his  intellect  ? 
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Could  he  not  feel  that,  while  he  rounded  and  pointed 
some  period  dictated  by  the  envy  of  Cecil,  or  gave 
a  plausible  form  to  some  slander  invented  by  the 
dastardy  malignity  of  Cobham,  he  was  not  sinning 
merely  against  his  friend’s  honour  and  his  own  ? 
Could  he  not  feel  that  letters,  eloquence,  philosophy, 
were  all  degraded  in  his  degradation  ? 

The  real  explanation  of  all  this  is  perfectly 
obvious  ;  and  nothing  but  a  partiality  amounting  to 
a  ruling  passion  could  cause  any  body  to  miss  it. 
The  moral  qualities  of  Bacon  wrere  not  of  a  high  order. 
We  do  not  say  that  he  was  a  bad  man.  He  was  not 
inhuman  or  tyrannical.  He  bore  with  meekness  his 
high  civil  honours,  and  the  far  higher  honours  gained 
by  his  intellect.  He  was  very  seldom,  if  ever,  pro¬ 
voked  into  treating  any  person  with  malignity  and 
insolence.  No  man  more  readily  held  up  the  left 
cheek  to  those  wrho  had  smitten  the  right.  No  man 
was  more  expert  at  the  soft  answer  which  turneth 
away  wrath.  He  was  never  charged,  by  any  accuser 
entitled  to  the  smallest  credit,  with  licentious  habits. 
His  even  temper,  his  flowing  courtesy,  the  general 
respectability  of  his  demeanour,  made  a  favourable 
impression  on  those  who  saw  him  in  situations  which 
do  not  severely  try  the  principles.  His  faults  were — 
we  write  it  with  pain— coldness  of  heart,  and  mean¬ 
ness  of  spirit.  He  seems  to  have  been  incapable  of 
feeling  strong  affection,  of  facing  great  dangers,  of 
making  great  sacrifices.  His  desires  were  set  on 
things  below.  Wealth,  precedence,  titles,  patronage, 
the  mace,  the  seals,  the  coronet,  large  houses,  fair 
gardens,  rich  manors,  massy  services  of  plate,  gay 
hangings,  curious  cabinets,  had  as  great  attractions 
for  him  as  for  any  of  the  courtiers  who  dropped  on 
their  knees  in  the  dirt  when  Elizabeth  passed  by,  and 
then  hastened  home  to  write  to  the  King  of  Scots 
that  her  Grace  seemed  to  be  breaking  fast.  For  these 
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objects  he  had  stooped  to  every  thing  and  endured 
every  thing.  For  these  he  had  sued  in  the  humblest 
manner,  and,  when  unjustly  and  ungraciously  repulsed, 
had  thanked  those  who  had  repulsed  him,  and  had 
begun  to  sue  again.  For  these  objects,  as  soon  as  he 
found  that  the  smallest  show  of  independence  in 
Parliament  was  offensive  to  the  Queen,  he  had  abased 
himself  to  the  dust  before  her,  and  implored  forgive¬ 
ness  in  terms  better  suited  to  a  convicted  thief  than 
to  a  knight  of  the  shire.  For  these  he  joined,  and 
for  these  he  forsook,  Lord  Essex.  He  continued  to 
plead  his  patron’s  cause  with  the  Queen  as  long  as 
he  thought  that  by  pleading  that  cause  he  might 
serve  himself.  Nay,  he  went  further ;  for  his  feelings, 
though  not  warm,  were  kind  ;  he  pleaded  that  cause 
as  long  as  he  thought  that  he  could  plead  it  without 
injury  to  himself.  But  when  it  became  evident  that 
Essex  was  going  headlong  to  his  ruin,  Bacon  began 
to  tremble  for  his  own  fortunes.  What  he  had  to 
fear  would  not  indeed  have  been  very  alarming  to  a 
man  of  lofty  character.  It  was  not  death.  It  was 
not  imprisonment.  It  was  the  loss  of  court  favour. 
It  was  the  being  left  behind  by  others  in  the  career 
of  ambition.  It  was  the  having  leisure  to  finish  the 
Instauratio  Magna .  The  Queen  looked  coldly  on 
him.  The  courtiers  began  to  consider  him  as  a 
marked  man.  He  determined  to  change  his  line  of 
conduct,  and  to  proceed  in  a  new  course  with  so 
much  vigour  as  to  make  up  for  lost  time.  When 
once  he  had  determined  to  act  against  his  friend, 
knowing  himself  to  be  suspected,  he  acted  with  more 
zeal  than  would  have  been  necessary  or  justifiable 
if  he  had  been  employed  against  a  stranger.  He 
exerted  his  professional  talents  to  shed  the  Earl’s 
blood,  and  his  literary  talents  to  blacken  the  Earl’s 
memory. 

It  is  certain  that  his  conduct  excited  at  the  time 
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great  and  general  disapprobation.  While  Elizabeth 
lived,  indeed,  this  disapprobation,  though  deeply  felt, 
was  not  loudly  expressed.  But  a  great  change  was 
at  hand.  The  health  of  the  Queen  had  long  been 
decaying  ;  and  the  operation  of  age  and  disease  was 
now  assisted  by  acute  mental  suffering.  The  pitiable 
melancholy  of  her  last  days  has  generally  been 
ascribed  to  her  fond  regret  for  Essex.  But  we  are 
disposed  to  attribute  her  dejection  partly  to  physical 
causes,  and  partly  to  the  conduct  of  her  courtiers  and 
ministers.  They  did  all  in  their  power  to  conceal 
from  her  the  intrigues  which  they  were  carrying  on 
at  the  Court  of  Scotland.  But  her  keen  sagacity 
was  not  to  be  so  deceived.  She  did  not  know  the 
whole.  But  she  knew  that  she  was  surrounded  by 
men  who  were  impatient  for  that  new  world  which 
was  to  begin  at  her  death,  who  had  never  been 
attached  to  her  by  affection,  and  who  were  now  but 
very  slightly  attached  to  her  by  interest.  Prostration 
and  flattery  could  not  conceal  from  her  the  cruel 
truth,  that  those  whom  she  had  trusted  and  promoted 
had  never  loved  her,  and  were  fast  ceasing  to  fear  her. 
Unable  to  avenge  herself,  and  too  proud  to  complain, 
she  suffered  sorrow  and  resentment  to  prey  on  her 
heart,  till,  after  a  long  career  of  power,  prosperity, 
and  glory,  she  died  sick  and  weary  of  the  world. 

James  mounted  the  throne  :  and  Bacon  employed 
all  his  address  to  obtain  for  himself  a  share  of  the 
favour  of  his  new  master.  This  was  no  difficult  task. 
The  faults  of  James,  both  as  a  man  and  as  a  prince, 
were  numerous ;  but  insensibility  to  the  claims  of 
genius  and  learning  was  not  among  them.  He  was 
indeed  made  up  of  two  men,  a  witty,  well-read  scholar, 
who  wrote,  disputed,  and  harangued,  and  a  nervous, 
drivelling  idiot,  who  acted.  If  he  had  been  a  Canon 
of  Christ  Church,  or  a  Prebendary  of  Westminster,  it 
is  not  improbable  that  he  would  have  left  a  highly 
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respectable  name  to  posterity  ;  that  he  would  have 
distinguished  himself  among  the  translators  of  the 
Bible,  and  among  the  Divines  who  attended  the 
Synod  of  Dort ;  and  that  he  would  have  been 
regarded  by  the  literary  world  as  no  contemptible 
rival  of  Vossius  and  Casaubon.  But  fortune  placed 
him  in  a  situation  in  which  his  weaknesses  covered 
him  with  disgrace,  and  in  which  his  accomplishments 
brought  him  no  honour.  In  a  college,  much  eccen¬ 
tricity  and  childishness  would  have  been  readily 
pardoned  in  so  learned  a  man.  But  all  that  learning 
could  do  for  him  on  the  throne  was  to  make  people 
think  him  a  pedant  as  well  as  a  fool. 

Bacon  was  favourably  received  at  Court  ;  and 
soon  found  that  his  chance  of  promotion  was  not 
diminished  by  the  death  of  the  Queen.  He  was 
solicitous  to  be  knighted,  for  two  reasons  which  are 
somewhat  amusing.  The  King  had  already  dubbed 
half  London,  and  Bacon  found  himself  the  only  un¬ 
titled  person  in  his  mess  at  Gray’s  Inn.  This  was 
not  very  agreeable  to  him.  He  had  also,  to  quote 
his  own  words,  “  found  an  Alderman’s  daughter,  a 
handsome  maiden,  to  his  liking.”  On  both  these 
grounds,  he  begged  his  cousin  Robert  Cecil,  “  if  it 
might  please  his  good  Lordship,”  to  use  his  interest 
in  his  behalf.  The  application  was  successful.  Bacon 
was  one  of  three  hundred  gentlemen  who,  on  the 
coronation-day,  received  the  honour,  if  it  is  to  be  so 
called,  of  knighthood.  The  handsome  maiden,  a 
daughter  of  Alderman  Barnham,  soon  after  consented 
to  become  Sir  Francis’s  lady. 

The  death  of  Elizabeth,  though  on  the  whole  it 
improved  Bacon’s  prospects,  was  in  one  respect  an 
unfortunate  event  for  him.  The  new  King  had 
always  felt  kindly  towards  Lord  Essex,  and,  as  soon 
as  he  came  to  the  throne,  began  to  show  favour  to 
the  House  of  Devereux,  and  to  those  who  had  stood 
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by  that  house  in  its  adversity.  Every  body  was  now 
at  liberty  to  speak  out  respecting  those  lamentable 
events  in  which  Bacon  had  borne  so  large  a  share. 
Elizabeth  was  scarcely  cold  when  the  public  feeling 
began  to  manifest  itself  by  marks  of  respect  towards 
Lord  Southampton.  That  accomplished  nobleman, 
who  will  be  remembered  to  the  latest  ages  as  the 
generous  and  discerning  patron  of  Shakspeare,  was 
held  in  honour  by  his  contemporaries  chiefly  on 
account  of  the  devoted  affection  which  he  had  borne 
to  Essex.  He  had  been  tried  and  convicted  together 
with  his  friend  ;  but  the  Queen  had  spared  his  life, 
and,  at  the  time  of  her  death,  he  was  still  a  prisoner. 
A  crowd  of  visitors  hastened  to  the  Tower  to  con¬ 
gratulate  him  on  his  approaching  deliverance.  With 
that  crowd  Bacon  could  not  venture  to  mingle.  The 
multitude  loudly  condemned  him  ;  and  his  conscience 
told  him  that  the  multitude  had  but  too  much  reason. 
He  excused  himself  to  Southampton  by  letter,  in 
terms  which,  if  he  had,  as  Mr.  Montagu  conceives, 
done  only  what  as  a  subject  and  an  advocate  he  was 
bound  to  do,  must  be  considered  as  shamefully  servile. 
He  owns  his  fear  that  his  attendance  would  give 
offence,  and  that  his  professions  of  regard  would 
obtain  no  credit.  “  Yet,”  says  he,  “it  is  as  true  as  a 
thing  that  God  knoweth,  that  this  great  change  hath 
wrought  in  me  no  other  change  towards  your  Lord- 
ship  than  this,  that  I  may  safely  be  that  to  you  now 
which  I  was  truly  before.” 

How  Southampton  received  these  apologies  we 
are  not  informed.  But  it  is  certain  that  the  general 
opinion  was  pronounced  against  Bacon  in  a  manner 
not  to  be  misunderstood.  Soon  after  his  marriage  he 
put  forth  a  defence  of  his  conduct,  in  the  form  of  a 
Letter  to  the  Earl  of  Devon.  This  tract  seems  to  us 
to  prove  only  the  exceeding  badness  of  a  cause  for 
which  such  talents  could  do  so  little. 
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It  is  not  probable  that  Bacon’s  Defence  had  much 
effect  on  his  contemporaries.  But  the  unfavourable 
impression  which  his  conduct  had  made  appears  to 
have  been  gradually  effaced.  Indeed  it  must  be  some 
very  peculiar  cause  that  can  make  a  man  like  him 
long  unpopular.  His  talents  secured  him  from  com- 
tempt,  his  temper  and  his  manners  from  hatred. 
There  is  scarcely  any  story  so  black  that  it  may  not 
be  got  over  by  a  man  of  great  abilities,  whose  abilities 
are  united  with  caution,  good-humour,  patience,  and 
affability,  who  pays  daily  sacrifice  to  Nemesis,  who 
is  a  delightful  companion,  a  serviceable  though  not  an 
ardent  friend,  and  a  dangerous  yet  a  placable  enemy. 
Waller  in  the  next  generation  was  an  eminent  instance 
of  this.  Indeed  Waller  had  much  more  than  may  at 
first  sight  appear  in  common  with  Bacon.  To  the 
higher  intellectual  qualities  of  the  great  English  phi¬ 
losopher,  to  the  genius  which  has  made  an  immortal 
epoch  in  the  history  of  science,  Waller  had  indeed  no 
pretensions.  But  the  mind  of  Waller,  as  far  as  it 
extended,  coincided  with  that  of  Bacon,  and  might,  so 
to  speak,  have  been  cut  out  of  that  of  Bacon.  In  the 
qualities  which  make  a  man  an  object  of  interest  and 
veneration  to  posterity,  they  cannot  be  compared 
together.  But  in  the  qualities  by  which  chiefly  a 
man  is  known  to  his  contemporaries  there  was  a 
striking  similarity  between  them.  Considered  as  men 
of  the  world,  as  courtiers,  as  politicians,  as  associates, 
as  allies,  as  enemies,  they  had  nearly  the  same  merits 
and  the  same  defects.  They  were  not  malignant. 
They  were  not  tyrannical.  But  they  wanted  warmth 
of  affection  and  elevation  of  sentiment.  There  were 
many  things  which  they  loved  better  than  virtue,  and 
which  they  feared  more  than  guilt.  Yet,  even  after 
they  had  stooped  to  acts  of  which  it  is  impossible  to 
read  the  account  in  the  most  partial  narratives  with¬ 
out  strong  disapprobation  and  contempt,  the  public 
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still  continued  to  regard  them  with  a  feeling  not  easily 
to  be  distinguished  from  esteem.  The  hyperbole  of 
Juliet  seemed  to  be  verified  with  respect  to  them. 
“  Upon  their  brows  shame  was  ashamed  to  sit.” 
Every  body  seemed  as  desirous  to  throw  a  veil  over 
their  misconduct  as  if  it  had  been  his  own.  Claren¬ 
don,  who  felt,  and  who  had  reason  to  feel,  strong 
personal  dislike  towards  Waller,  speaks  of  him  thus  : 
“  There  needs  no  more  to  be  said  to  extol  the  excel¬ 
lence  and  power  of  his  wit  and  pleasantness  of  his 
conversation,  than  that  it  was  of  magnitude  enough 
to  cover  a  world  of  very  great  faults,  that  is,  so  to 
cover  them  that  they  were  not  taken  notice  of  to  his 
reproach,  viz.  a  narrowness  in  his  nature  to  the  lowest 
degree,  an  abjectness  and  want  of  courage  to  support 
him  in  any  virtuous  undertaking,  an  insinuation  and 
servile  flattery  to  the  height  the  vainest  and  most 
imperious  nature  could  be  contented  with.  ...  It  had 
power  to  reconcile  him  to  those  whom  he  had  most 
offended  and  provoked,  and  continued  to  his  age  with 
that  rare  felicity,  that  his  company  was  acceptable 
where  his  spirit  was  odious,  and  he  was  at  least  pitied 
where  he  was  most  detested.”  Much  of  this,  with 
some  softening,  might,  we  fear,  be  applied  to  Bacon. 
The  influence  of  Waller’s  talents,  manners,  and  accom¬ 
plishments,  died  with  him  ;  and  the  world  has  pro¬ 
nounced  an  unbiassed  sentence  on  his  character.  A 
few  flowing  lines  are  not  bribe  sufficient  to  pervert 
the  judgment  of  posterity.  But  the  influence  of 
Bacon  is  felt  and  will  long  be  felt  over  the  whole 
civilised  world.  Leniently  as  he  was  treated  by  his 
contemporaries,  posterity  has  treated  him  more 
leniently  still.  Turn  where  we  may,  the  trophies  of 
that  mighty  intellect  are  full  in  view.  We  are  judging 
Manlius  in  sight  of  the  Capitol. 

Under  the  reign  of  James,  Bacon  grew  rapidly  in 
fortune  and  favour.  In  1604  he  was  appointed  King’s 
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Counsel,  with  a  fee  of  forty  pounds  a  year ;  and  a 
pension  of  sixty  pounds  a  year  was  settled  upon  him. 
In  1607  he  became  Solicitor-General,  in  1612  Attor¬ 
ney-General.  He  continued  to  distinguish  himself 
in  Parliament,  particularly  by  his  exertions  in  favour 
of  one  excellent  measure  on  which  the  King’s  heart 
was  set,  the  union  of  England  and  Scotland.  It  was 
not  difficult  for  such  an  intellect  to  discover  many 
irresistible  arguments  in  favour  of  such  a  scheme. 
He  conducted  the  great  case  of  the  Post  Nati  in  the 
Exchequer  Chamber  ;  and  the  decision  of  the  judges, 
a  decision  the  legality  of  which  may  be  questioned, 
but  the  beneficial  effect  of  which  must  be  acknow¬ 
ledged,  was  in  a  great  measure  attributed  to  his 
dexterous  management.  While  actively  engaged  in 
the  House  of  Commons  and  in  the  courts  of  law,  he 
still  found  leisure  for  letters  and  philosophy.  The 
noble  treatise  on  the  “  Advancement  of  Learning,” 
which  at  a  later  period  was  expanded  into  the  De 
Augmentis,  appeared  in  1605.  The  “Wisdom  of  the 
Ancients,”  a  work  which,  if  it  had  proceeded  from 
any  other  writer,  would  have  been  considered  as  a 
masterpiece  of  wit  and  learning,  but  which  adds  little 
to  the  fame  of  Bacon,  was  printed  in  1609.  1°  the 

meantime  the  Novum  Organum  was  slowly  proceed¬ 
ing.  Several  distinguished  men  of  learning  had  been 
permitted  to  see  sketches  or  detached  portions  of 
that  extraordinary  book  ;  and,  though  they  were  not 
generally  disposed  to  admit  the  soundness  of  the 
author’s  views,  they  spoke  with  the  greatest  admira¬ 
tion  of  his  genius.  Sir  Thomas  Bodley,  the  founder 
of  one  of  the  most  magnificent  of  English  libraries, 
was  among  those  stubborn  Conservatives  who  con¬ 
sidered  the  hopes  with  which  Bacon  looked  forward 
to  the  future  destinies  of  the  human  race  as  utterly 
chimerical,  and  who  regarded  with  distrust  and 
aversion  the  innovating  spirit  of  the  new  schismatics 
VOL.  VIII  N  N 


Lord  Bacon 


546 

in  philosophy.  Yet  even  Bodley,  after  perusing  the 
Cogitata  et  Visa ,  one  of  the  most  precious  of  those 
scattered  leaves  out  of  which  the  great  oracular 
volume  was  afterwards  made  up,  acknowledged  that 
in  “  those  very  points,  and  in  all  proposals  and  plots 
in  that  book,  Bacon  showed  himself  a  master-work¬ 
man  ;  ”  and  that  “  it  could  not  be  gainsaid  but  all  the 
treatise  over  did  abound  with  choice  conceits  of  the 
present  state  of  learning,  and  with  worthy  contem¬ 
plations  of  the  means  to  procure  it.”  In  1612  a 
new  edition  of  the  “  Essays  ”  appeared,  with  additions 
surpassing  the  original  collection  both  in  bulk  and 
quality.  Nor  did  these  pursuits  distract  Bacon’s  atten¬ 
tion  from  a  work  fUe  most  arduous,  the  most  glorious, 
and  the  most  ^eful  that  even  his  mighty  powers 
could  have  achieved,  “  the  reducing  and  re-compiling,” 
to  use  his  own  phrase,  “  of  the  laws  of  England.” 

Unhappily  he  was  at  that  very  time  employed  in 
perverting  those  laws  to  the  vilest  purposes  of  tyranny. 
When  Oliver  St.  John  was  brought  before  the  Star 
Chamber  for  maintaining  that  the  King  had  no  right 
to  levy  Benevolences,  and  was  for  his  manly  and 
constitutional  conduct  sentenced  to  imprisonment 
during  the  royal  pleasure  and  to  a  fine  of  five  thousand 
pounds,  Bacon  appeared  as  counsel  for  the  prosecu¬ 
tion.  About  the  same  time  he  was  deeply  engaged 
in  a  still  more  disgraceful  transaction.  An  aged 
clergyman,  of  the  name  of  Peacham,  was  accused  of 
treason  on  account  of  some  passages  of  a  sermon  which 
was  found  in  his  study.  The  sermon,  whether  written 
by  him  or  not,  had  never  been  preached.  It  did  not 
appear  that  he  had  any  intention  of  preaching  it. 
The  most  servile  lawyers  of  those  servile  times  were 
forced  to  admit  that  there  were  great  difficulties  both 
as  to  the  facts  and  as  to  the  law.  Bacon  was  em¬ 
ployed  to  remove  those  difficulties.  He  was  employed 
to  settle  the  question  of  law  by  tampering  with  the 
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judges,  and  the  question  of  fact  by  torturing  the 
prisoner. 

Three  judges  of  the  Court  of  King’s  Bench  were 
tractable.  But  Coke  was  made  of  different  stuff. 
Pedant,  bigot,  and  brute  as  he  was,  he  had  qualities 
which  bore  a  strong,  though  a  very  disagreeable 
resemblance  to  some  of  the  highest  virtues  which  a 
public  man  can  possess.  He  was  an  exception  to  a 
maxim  which  we  believe  to  be  generally  true,  that 
those  who  trample  on  the  helpless  are  disposed  to 
cringe  to  the  powerful.  He  behaved  with  gross  rude¬ 
ness  to  his  juniors  at  the  bar,  and  with  execrable 
cruelty  to  prisoners  on  trial  for  their  lives.  But  he 
stood  up  manfully  against  the  King  and  the  King’s 
favourites.  No  man  of  that  age  appeared  to  so  little 
advantage  when  he  was  opposed  to  an  inferior,  and 
was  in  the  wrong.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  but 
fair  to  admit  that  no  man  of  that  age  made  so  creditable 
a  figure  when  he  was  opposed  to  a  superior,  and 
happened  to  be  in  the  right.  On  such  occasions,  his 
half-suppressed  insolence  and  his  impracticable  ob¬ 
stinacy  had  a  respectable  and  interesting  appearance, 
when  compared  with  the  abject  servility  of  the  bar 
and  of  the  bench.  On  the  present  occasion  he  was 
stubborn  and  surly.  He  declared  that  it  was  a  new 
and  a  highly  improper  practice  in  the  judges  to  confer 
with  a  law-officer  of  the  crown  about  capital  cases 
which  they  were  afterwards  to  try  ;  and  for  some 
time  he  resolutely  kept  aloof.  But  Bacon  was  equally 
artful  and  persevering.  “  I  am  not  wholly  out  of 
hope,”  said  he  in  a  letter  to  the  King,  “  that  my  Lord 
Coke  himself,  when  I  have  in  some  dark  manner  put 
him  in  doubt  that  he  shall  be  left  alone,  will  not 
be  singular.”  After  some  time  Bacon’s  dexterity  was 
successful  ;  and  Coke,  sullenly  and  reluctantly,  fol¬ 
lowed  the  example  of  his  brethren.  But  in  order 
to  convict  Peacham  it  was  necessary  to  find  facts  as 
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well  as  law.  Accordingly,  this  wretched  old  man  was 
put  to  the  rack,  and,  while  undergoing  the  horrible 
infliction,  was  examined  by  Bacon,  but  in  vain.  No 
confession  could  be  wrung  out  of  him  ;  and  Bacon 
wrote  to  the  King,  complaining  that  Peacham  had 
a  dumb  devil.  At  length  the  trial  came  on.  A 
conviction  was  obtained  ;  but  the  charges  were  so 
obviously  futile,  that  the  government  could  not,  for 
very  shame,  carry  the  sentence  into  execution  ;  and 
Peacham  was  suffered  to  languish  away  the  short 
remainder  of  his  life  in  a  prison. 

All  this  frightful  story  Mr.  Montagu  relates 
fairly.  He  neither  conceals  nor  distorts  any  material 
fact.  But  he  can  see  nothing  deserving  of  condem¬ 
nation  in  Bacon’s  conduct.  He  tells  us  most  truly 
that  we  ought  not  to  try  the  men  of  one  age  by  the 
standard  of  another  ;  that  Sir  Matthew  Hale  is  not 
to  be  pronounced  a  bad  man  because  he  left  a  woman 
to  be  executed  for  witchcraft ;  that  posterity  will  not 
be  justified  in  censuring  judges  of  our  time,  for  selling 
offices  in  their  courts,  according  to  the  established 
practice,  bad  as  that  practice  was  ;  and  that  Bacon 
is  entitled  to  similar  indulgence.  “To  persecute  the 
lover  of  truth,”  says  Mr.  Montagu,  “  for  opposing 
established  customs,  and  to  censure  him  in  after  ages 
for  not  having  been  more  strenuous  in  opposition, 
are  errors  which  will  never  cease  until  the  pleasure 
of  self-elevation  from  the  depression  of  superiority 
is  no  more.” 

We  have  no  dispute  with  Mr.  Montagu  about  the 
general  proposition.  We  assent  to  every  word  of  it. 
But  does  it  apply  to  the  present  case  ?  Is  it  true 
that  in  the  time  of  James  the  First  it  was  the  estab¬ 
lished  practice  for  the  law  officers  of  the  Crown,  to 
hold  private  consultations  with  the  judges,  touching 
capital  cases  which  those  judges  were  afterwards  to 
try?  Certainly  not.  In  the  very  page  in  which 


Lord  Bacon 


549 


Mr.  Montagu  asserts  that  “the  influencing  a  judge 
out  of  court  seems  at  that  period  scarcely  to  have 
been  considered  as  improper,”  he  gives  the  very  words 
of  Sir  Edward  Coke  on  the  subject.  “  I  will  not  thus 
declare  what  may  be  my  judgment  by  these  auricular 
confessions  of  new  and  pernicious  tendency,  and  not 
according  to  the  customs  of  the  realm!'  Is  it  possible 
to  imagine  that  Coke,  who  had  himself  been  Attorney- 
General  during  thirteen  years,  who  had  conducted  a 
far  greater  number  of  important  state-prosecutions 
than  any  other  lawyer  named  in  English  history,  and 
who  had  passed  with  scarcely  any  interval  from  the 
Attorney-Generalship  to  the  first  seat  in  the  first 
criminal  court  in  the  realm,  could  have  been  startled 
at  an  invitation  to  confer  with  the  crown-lawyers,  and 
could  have  pronounced  the  practice  new,  if  it  had 
really  been  an  established  usage  ?  We  well  know 
that,  where  property  only  was  at  stake,  it  was  then 
a  common,  though  a  most  culpable  practice,  in  the 
judges,  to  listen  to  private  solicitation.  But  the 
practice  of  tampering  with  judges  in  order  to  procure 
capital  convictions  we  believe  to  have  been  new,  first, 
because  Coke,  who  understood  those  matters  better 
than  any  man  of  his  time,  asserted  it  to  be  new  ;  and 
secondly,  because  neither  Bacon  nor  Mr.  Montagu  has 
shown  a  single  precedent. 

How  then  stands  the  case  ?  Even  thus  :  Bacon 
was  not  conforming  to  an  usage  then  generally 
admitted  to  be  proper.  He  was  not  even  the  last 
lingering  adherent  of  an  old  abuse.  It  would  have 
been  sufficiently  disgraceful  to  such  a  man  to  be  in 
this  last  situation.  Yet  this  last  situation  would  have 
been  honourable  compared  with  that  in  which  he 
stood.  He  was  guilty  of  attempting  to  introduce  into 
the  courts  of  law  an  odious  abuse  for  which  no  pre¬ 
cedent  could  be  found.  Intellectually,  he  was  better 
fitted  than  any  man  that  England  has  ever  produced 
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for  the  work  of  improving  her  institutions.  But, 
unhappily,  we  see  that  he  did  not  scruple  to  exert 
his  great  powers  for  the  purpose  of  introducing  into 
those  institutions  new  corruptions  of  the  foulest  kind. 

The  same,  or  nearly  the  same,  may  be  said  of  the 
torturing  of  Peacham.  If  it  be  true  that  in  the  time 
of  James  the  First  the  propriety  of  torturing  prisoners 
was  generally  allowed,  we  should  admit  this  as  an 
excuse,  though  we  should  admit  it  less  readily  in  the 
case  of  such  a  man  as  Bacon  than  in  the  case  of  an 
ordinary  lawyer  or  politician.  But  the  fact  is,  that 
the  practice  of  torturing  prisoners  was  then  generally 
acknowledged  by  lawyers  to  be  illegal,  and  was 
execrated  by  the  public  as  barbarous.  More  than 
thirty  years  before  Peacham’s  trial,  that  practice  was 
so  loudly  condemned  by  the  voice  of  the  nation  that 
Lord  Burleigh  found  it  necessary  to  publish  an  apology'' 
for  having  occasionally  resorted  to  it.  But  though 
the  dangers  which  then  threatened  the  government 
were  of  a  very  different  kind  from  those  which  were 
to  be  apprehended  from  any  thing  that  Peacham  could 
write,  though  the  life  of  the  Queen  and  the  dearest 
interests  of  the  state  were  in  jeopardy,  though  the 
circumstances  were  such  that  all  ordinary  laws  might 
seem  to  be  superseded  by  that  highest  law,  the  public 
safety,  the  apology  did  not  satisfy  the  country  :  and 
the  Queen  found  it  expedient  to  issue  an  order  posi¬ 
tively  forbidding  the  torturing  of  state-prisoners  on 
any  pretence  whatever.  From  that  time,  the  practice 
of  torturing,  which  had  always  been  unpopular,  which 
had  always  been  illegal,  had  also  been  unusual. 
It  is  well  known  that  in  1628,  only  fourteen  years 
after  the  time  when  Bacon  went  to  the  Tower  to 
listen  to  the  yells  of  Peacham,  the  judges  decided 
that  Felton,  a  criminal  who  neither  deserved  nor  was 
likely  to  obtain  any  extraordinary  indulgence,  could 
not  lawfully  be  put  to  the  question.  We  therefore 
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say  that  Bacon  stands  in  a  very  different  situation 
from  that  in  which  Mr.  Montagu  tries  to  place  him. 
Bacon  was  here  distinctly  behind  his  age.  He  was 
one  of  the  last  of  the  tools  of  power  who  persisted  in 
a  practice  the  most  barbarous  and  the  most  absurd 
that  has  ever  disgraced  jurisprudence,  in  a  practice  of 
which,  in  the  preceding  generation,  Elizabeth  and  her 
ministers  had  been  ashamed,  in  a  practice  which,  a 
few  years  later,  no  sycophant  in  all  the  Inns  of  Court 
had  the  heart  or  the  forehead  to  defend.1 

Bacon  far  behind  his  age  !  Bacon  far  behind  Sir 
Edward  Coke !  Bacon  clinging  to  exploded  abuses  ! 
Bacon  withstanding  the  progress  of  improvement ! 
Bacon  struggling  to  push  back  the  human  mind ! 
The  words  seem  strange.  They  sound  like  a  contra¬ 
diction  in  terms.  Yet  the  fact  is  even  so:  and  the 
explanation  may  be  readily  found  by  any  person 
who  is  not  blinded  by  prejudice.  Mr.  Montagu  can¬ 
not  believe  that  so  extraordinary  a  man  as  Bacon 
could  be  guilty  of  a  bad  action  ;  as  if  history  were  not 
made  up  of  the  bad  actions  of  extraordinary  men, 
as  if  all  the  most  noted  destroyers  and  deceivers 
of  our  species,  all  the  founders  of  arbitrary  govern¬ 
ments  and  false  religions,  had  not  been  extraordinary 
men,  as  if  nine-tenths  of  the  calamities  which  have 
befallen  the  human  race  had  any  other  origin  than 
the  union  of  high  intelligence  with  low  desires. 

1  Since  this  Review  was  written,  Mr.  Jardine  has  published  a  very 
learned  and  ingenious  Reading  on  the  use  of  torture  in  England.  It 
has  not  however  been  thought  necessary  to  make  any  change  in  the 
observations  on  Peacham’s  case. 

It  is  impossible  to  discuss,  within  the  limits  of  a  note,  the  extensive 
question  raised  by  Mr.  Jardine.  It  is  sufficient  here  to  say  that  every 
argument  by  which  he  attempts  to  show  that  the  use  of  the  rack 
was  anciently  a  lawful  exertion  of  royal  prerogative  may  be  urged  with 
equal  force,  nay  with  far  greater  force,  to  prove  the  lawfulness  of 
benevolences,  of  ship-money,  of  Mompesson’s  patent,  of  Eliot’s 
imprisonment,  of  every  abuse,  without  exception,  which  is  condemned 
by  the  Petition  of  Right  and  the  Declaration  of  Right. 


552 


Lord  Bacon 


Bacon  knew  this  well.  He  has  told  us  that  there 
are  persons  “scientia  tanquam  angeli  alati,  cupidi- 
tatibus  vero  tanquam  serpentes  qui  humi  reptant 1 ;  ” 
and  it  did  not  require  his  admirable  sagacity  and  his 
extensive  converse  with  mankind  to  make  the  dis¬ 
covery.  Indeed,  he  had  only  to  look  within.  The 
difference  between  the  soaring  angel  and  the  creeping 
snake  was  but  a  type  of  the  difference  between  Bacon 
the  philosopher  and  Bacon  the  Attorney-General, 
Bacon  seeking  for  truth,  and  Bacon  seeking  for  the 
Seals.  Those  who  survey  only  one-half  of  his  char¬ 
acter  may  speak  of  him  with  unmixed  admiration, 
or  with  unmixed  contempt.  But  those  only  judge  of 
him  correctly  who  take  in  at  one  view  Bacon  in 
speculation  and  Bacon  in  action.  They  will  have  no 
difficulty  in  comprehending  how  one  and  the  same 
man  should  have  been  far  before  his  age  and  far 
behind  it,  in  one  line  the  boldest  and  most  useful  of 
innovators,  in  another  line  the  most  obstinate  cham¬ 
pion  of  the  foulest  abuses.  In  his  library,  all  his  rare 
powers  were  under  the  guidance  of  an  honest  ambi¬ 
tion,  of  an  enlarged  philanthropy,  of  a  sincere  love 
of  truth.  There,  no  temptation  drew  him  away 
from  the  right  course.  Thomas  Aquinas  could  pay  no 
fees.  Duns  Scotus  could  confer  no  peerages.  The 
Master  of  the  Sentences  had  no  rich  reversions  in  his 
gift.  Far  different  was  the  situation  of  the  great 
philosopher  when  he  came  forth  from  his  study  and 
his  laboratory  to  mingle  with  the  crowd  which  filled  the 
galleries  of  Whitehall.  In  all  that  crowd  there  was 
no  man  equally  qualified  to  render  great  and  lasting 
services  to  mankind.  But  in  all  that  crowd  there 
was  not  a  heart  more  set  on  things  which  no  man 
ought  to  suffer  to  be  necessary  to  his  happiness,  on 
things  which  can  often  be  obtained  only  by  the 
sacrifice  of  integrity  and  honour.  To  be  the  leader 
1  De  Augmentis,  Lib.  v.  Cap.  I. 
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of  the  human  race  in  the  career  of  improvement,  to 
found  on  the  ruins  of  ancient  intellectual  dynasties  a 
more  prosperous  and  a  more  enduring  empire,  to  be 
revered  by  the  latest  generations  as  the  most  illus¬ 
trious  among  the  benefactors  of  mankind,  all  this  was 
within  his  reach.  But  all  this  availed  him  nothing 
while  some  quibbling  special  pleader  was  promoted 
before  him  to  the  bench,  while  some  heavy  country 
gentleman  took  precedence  of  him  by  virtue  of  a 
purchased  coronet,  while  some  pandar,  happy  in  a 
fair  wife,  could  obtain  a  more  cordial  salute  from 
Buckingham,  while  some  buffoon,  versed  in  all  the 
latest  scandal  of  the  court,  could  draw  a  louder  laugh 
from  James. 

During  a  long  course  of  years,  Bacon’s  unworthy 
ambition  was  crowned  with  success.  His  sagacity 
early  enabled  him  to  perceive  who  was  likely  to  be¬ 
come  the  most  powerful  man  in  the  kingdom.  He 
probably  knew  the  King’s  mind  before  it  was  known 
to  the  King  himself,  and  attached  himself  to  Villiers, 
while  the  less  discerning  crowd  of  courtiers  still  con¬ 
tinued  to  fawn  on  Somerset.  The  influence  of  the 
younger  favourite  became  greater  daily.  The  contest 
between  the  rivals  might,  however,  have  lasted  long, 
but  for  that  frightful  crime  which,  in  spite  of  all  that 
could  be  effected  by  the  research  and  ingenuity  of 
historians,  is  still  covered  with  so  mysterious  an 
obscurity.  The  descent  of  Somerset  had  been  a 
gradual  and  almost  imperceptible  lapse.  It  now 
became  a  headlong  fall  ;  and  Villiers,  left  without  a 
competitor,  rapidly  rose  to  a  height  of  power  such  as 
no  subject  since  Wolsey  had  attained. 

There  were  many  points  of  resemblance  between 
the  two  celebrated  courtiers  who,  at  different  times, 
extended  their  patronage  to  Bacon.  It  is  difficult 
to  say  whether  Essex  or  Villiers  was  more  eminently 
distinguished  by  those  graces  of  person  and  manner 
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which  have  always  been  rated  in  courts  at  much 
more  than  their  real  value.  Both  were  constitutionally 
brave;  and  both,  like  most  men  who  are  constitutionally 
brave,  were  open  and  unreserved.  Both  were  rash 
and  headstrong.  Both  were  destitute  of  the  abilities 
and  of  the  information  which  are  necessary  to  states¬ 
men.  Yet  both,  trusting  to  the  accomplishments 
which  had  made  them  conspicuous  in  tilt-yards  and 
ball-rooms,  aspired  to  rule  the  state.  Both  owed 
their  elevation  to  the  personal  attachment  of  the 
sovereign  ;  and  in  both  cases  this  attachment  was  of 
so  eccentric  a  kind,  that  it  perplexed  observers,  that 
it  still  continues  to  perplex  historians,  and  that  it 
gave  rise  to  much  scandal  which  we  are  inclined  to 
think  unfounded.  Each  of  them  treated  the  sovereign 
whose  favour  he  enjoyed  with  a  rudeness  which  ap¬ 
proached  to  insolence.  This  petulance  ruined  Essex, 
who  had  to  deal  with  a  spirit  naturally  as  proud  as 
his  own,  and  accustomed,  during  near  half  a  century, 
to  the  most  respectful  observance.  But  there  was  a 
wide  difference  between  the  haughty  daughter  of 
Henry  and  her  successor.  James  was  timid  from  the 
cradle.  His  nerves,  naturally  weak,  had  not  been 
fortified  by  reflection  or  by  habit.  His  life,  till  he 
came  to  England,  had  been  a  series  of  mortifications 
and  humiliations.  With  all  his  high  notions  of  the 
origin  and  extent  of  his  prerogatives,  he  was  never 
his  own  master  for  a  day.  In  spite  of  his  kingly  title, 
in  spite  of  his  despotic  theories,  he  was  to  the  last 
a  slave  at  heart.  Villiers  treated  him  like  one  :  and 
this  course,  though  adopted,  we  believe,  merely  from 
temper,  succeeded  as  well  as  if  it  had  been  a  system 
of  policy  formed  after  mature  deliberation. 

In  generosity,  in  sensibility,  in  capacity  for  friend¬ 
ship,  Essex  far  surpassed  Buckingham.  Indeed, 
Buckingham  can  scarcely  be  said  to  have  had  any 
friend,  with  the  exception  of  the  two  princes  over 
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whom  successively  he  exercised  so  wonderful  an  in¬ 
fluence.  Essex  was  to  the  last  adored  by  the  people. 
Buckingham  was  always  a  most  unpopular  man, 
except  perhaps  for  a  very  short  time  after  his  return 
from  the  childish  visit  to  Spain.  Essex  fell  a  victim 
to  the  rigour  of  the  government  amidst  the  lamenta¬ 
tions  of  the  people.  Buckingham,  execrated  by  the 
people,  and  solemnly  declared  a  public  enemy  by  the 
representatives  of  the  people,  fell  by  the  hand  of  one 
of  the  people,  and  was  lamented  by  none  but  his  master. 

The  way  in  which  the  two  favourites  acted  towards 
Bacon  was  highly  characteristic,  and  may  serve  to 
illustrate  the  old  and  true  saying,  that  a  man  is 
generally  more  inclined  to  feel  kindly  towards  one 
on  whom  he  has  conferred  favours  than  towards  one 
from  whom  he  has  received  them.  Essex  loaded 
Bacon  with  benefits,  and  never  thought  that  he  had 
done  enough.  It  seems  never  to  have  crossed  the 
mind  of  the  powerful  and  wealthy  noble  that  the  poor 
barrister  whom  he  treated  with  such  munificent  kind¬ 
ness  was  not  his  equal.  It  was,  we  have  no  doubt, 
with  perfect  sincerity  that  the  Earl  declared  that  he 
would  willingly  give  his  sister  or  daughter  in  marriage 
to  his  friend.  He  was  in  general  more  than  suffi¬ 
ciently  sensible  of  his  own  merits  ;  but  he  did  not 
seem  to  know  that  he  had  ever  deserved  well  of 
Bacon.  On  that  cruel  day  when  they  saw  each 
other  for  the  last  time  at  the  bar  of  the  Lords,  Essex 
taxed  his  perfidious  friend  with  unkindness  and 
insincerity,  but  never  with  ingratitude.  Even  in  such 
a  moment,  more  bitter  than  the  bitterness  of  death, 
that  noble  heart  was  too  great  to  vent  itself  in  such  a 
reproach. 

Villiers,  on  the  other  hand,  owed  much  to  Bacon. 
When  their  acquaintance  began,  Sir  Francis  was  a 
man  of  mature  age,  of  high  station,  and  of  established 
fame  as  a  politician,  an  advocate,  and  a  writer. 
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Villiers  was  little  more  than  a  boy,  a  younger  son  of 
a  house  then  of  no  great  note.  He  was  but  just 
entering  on  the  career  of  court  favour  ;  and  none  but 
the  most  discerning  observers  could  as  yet  perceive 
that  he  was  likely  to  distance  all  his  competitors. 
The  countenance  and  advice  of  a  man  so  highly  dis¬ 
tinguished  as  the  Attorney-General  must  have  been 
an  object  of  the  highest  importance  to  the  young 
adventurer.  But  though  Villiers  was  the  obliged 
party,  he  was  far  less  warmly  attached  to  Bacon,  and 
far  less  delicate  in  his  conduct  towards  Bacon,  than 
Essex  had  been. 

To  do  the  new  favourite  justice,  he  early  exerted 
his  influence  in  behalf  of  his  illustrious  friend.  In 
1616  Sir  Francis  was  sworn  of  the  Privy  Council,  and 
in  March,  1617,  on  the  retirement  of  Lord  Brackley, 
was  appointed  Keeper  of  the  Great  Seal. 

On  the  seventh  of  May,  the  first  day  of  term,  he 
rode  in  state  to  Westminster  Hall,  with  the  Lord 
Treasurer  on  his  right  hand,  the  Lord  Privy  Seal  on 
his  left,  a  long  procession  of  students  and  ushers 
before  him,  and  a  crowd  of  peers,  privy-councillors, 
and  judges  following  in  his  train.  Having  entered 
his  court,  he  addressed  the  splendid  auditory  in  a 
grave  and  dignified  speech,  which  proves  how  well 
he  understood  those  judicial  duties  which  he  after¬ 
wards  performed  so  ill.  Even  at  that  moment,  the 
proudest  moment  of  his  life  in  the  estimation  of  the 
vulgar,  and,  it  may  be,  even  in  his  own,  he  cast  back 
a  look  of  lingering  affection  towards  those  noble 
pursuits  from  which,  as  it  seemed,  he  was  about  to  be 
estranged.  “  The  depth  of  the  three  long  vacations,” 
said  he,  “  I  would  reserve  in  some  measure  free  from 
business  of  estate,  and  for  studies,  arts,  and  sciences, 
to  which  of  my  own  nature  I  am  most  inclined.” 

The  years  during  which  Bacon  held  the  Great  Seal 
were  among  the  darkest  and  most  shameful  in  English 
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history.  Every  thing  at  home  and  abroad  was  mis¬ 
managed.  First  came  the  execution  of  Raleigh,  an  act 
which,  if  done  in  a  proper  manner,  might  have  been 
defensible,  but  which,  under  all  the  circumstances, 
must  be  considered  as  a  dastardly  murder.  Worse 
was  behind,  the  war  of  Bohemia,  the  successes  of 
Tilly  and  Spinola,  the  Palatinate  conquered,  the 
King’s  son-in-law  an  exile,  the  House  of  Austria 
dominant  on  the  Continent,  the  Protestant  religion 
and  the  liberties  of  the  Germanic  body  trodden 
under  foot.  Meanwhile,  the  wavering  and  cowardly 
policy  of  England  furnished  matter  of  ridicule  to 
all  the  nations  of  Europe.  The  love  of  peace  which 
James  professed  would,  even  when  indulged  to  an 
impolitic  excess,  have  been  respectable,  if  it  had 
proceeded  from  tenderness  for  his  people.  But  the 
truth  is  that,  while  he  had  nothing  to  spare  for  the 
defence  of  the  natural  allies  of  England,  he  resorted 
without  scruple  to  the  most  illegal  and  oppressive 
devices,  for  the  purpose  of  enabling  Buckingham  and 
Buckingham’s  relations  to  outshine  the  ancient  aris¬ 
tocracy  of  the  realm.  Benevolences  were  exacted. 
Patents  of  monopoly  were  multiplied.  All  the  re¬ 
sources  which  could  have  been  employed  to  replenish 
a  beggared  Exchequer,  at  the  close  of  a  ruinous  war, 
were  put  in  motion  during  this  season  of  ignominious 
peace. 

The  vices  of  the  administration  must  be  chiefly 
ascribed  to  the  weakness  of  the  King  and  to  the 
levity  and  violence  of  the  favourite.  But  it  is  im¬ 
possible  to  acquit  the  Lord  Keeper  of  all  share  in  the 
guilt.  For  those  odious  patents,  in  particular,  which 
passed  the  Great  Seal  while  it  was  in  his  charge,  he 
must  be  held  answerable.  In  the  speech  which  he 
made  on  first  taking  his  seat  in  his  court,  he  had 
pledged  himself  to  discharge  this  important  part  of 
his  functions  with  the  greatest  caution  and  im- 
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partiality.  He  had  declared  that  he  “  would  walk  in 
the  light,”  “  that  men  should  see  that  no  particular 
turn  or  end  led  him,  but  a  general  rule.”  Mr.  Mon¬ 
tagu  would  have  us  believe  that  Bacon  acted  up  to 
these  professions,  and  says  that  “  the  power  of  the 
favourite  did  not  deter  the  Lord  Keeper  from  staying 
grants  and  patents  when  his  public  duty  demanded 
this  interposition.”  Does  Mr.  Montagu  consider 
patents  of  monopoly  as  good  things?  Or  does  he 
mean  to  say  that  Bacon  staid  every  patent  of  mono¬ 
poly  that  came  before  him  ?  Of  all  patents  in  our 
history,  the  most  disgraceful  was  that  which  was 
granted  to  Sir  Giles  Mompesson,  supposed  to  be  the 
original  of  Massinger’s  Overreach,  and  to  Sir  Francis 
Michell,  from  whom  Justice  Greedy  is  supposed  to 
have  been  drawn,  for  the  exclusive  manufacturing  of 
gold  and  silver  lace.  The  effect  of  this  monopoly 
was  of  course  that  the  metal  employed  in  the  manu¬ 
facture  was  adulterated  to  the  great  loss  of  the  public. 
But  this  was  a  trifle.  The  patentees  were  armed  with 
powers  as  great  as  have  ever  been  given  to  farmers 
of  the  revenue  in  the  worst  governed  countries. 
They  were  authorised  to  search  houses  and  to  arrest 
interlopers  ;  and  these  formidable  powers  were  used 
for  purposes  viler  than  even  those  for  which  they 
were  given,  for  the  wreaking  of  old  grudges,  and  for 
the  corrupting  of  female  chastity.  Was  not  this  a 
case  in  which  public  duty  demanded  the  interposition 
of  the  Lord  Keeper?  And  did  the  Lord  Keeper  in¬ 
terpose?  He  did.  He  wrote  to  inform  the  King, 
that  he  “  had  considered  of  the  fitness  and  con- 
veniency  of  the  gold  and  silver  thread  business,” 
“that  it  was  convenient  that  it  should  be  settled,” 
that  he  “  did  conceive  apparent  likelihood  that  it 
would  redound  much  to  his  Majesty’s  profit,”  that, 
therefore,  “  it  were  good  it  were  settled  with  all  con¬ 
venient  speed.”  The  meaning  of  all  this  was,  that 
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certain  of  the  house  of  Villiers  were  to  go  shares 
with  Overreach  and  Greedy  in  the  plunder  of  the 
public.  This  was  the  way  in  which,  when  the 
favourite  pressed  for  patents,  lucrative  to  his  relations 
and  to  his  creatures,  ruinous  and  vexatious  to  the 
body  of  the  people,  the  chief  guardian  of  the  laws 
interposed.  Having  assisted  the  patentees  to  obtain 
this  monopoly,  Bacon  assisted  them  also  in  the  steps 
which  they  took  for  the  purpose  of  guarding  it.  He 
committed  several  people  to  close  confinement  for 
disobeying  his  tyrannical  edict.  It  is  needless  to  say 
more.  Our  readers  are  now  able  to  judge  whether, 
in  the  matter  of  patents,  Bacon  acted  conformably  to 
his  professions,  or  deserved  the  praise  which  his  bio¬ 
grapher  has  bestowed  on  him. 

In  his  judical  capacity  his  conduct  was  not  less 
reprehensible.  He  suffered  Buckingham  to  dictate 
many  of  his  decisions.  Bacon  knew  as  well  as  any 
man  that  a  judge  who  listens  to  private  solicitations 
is  a  disgrace  to  his  post.  He  had  himself,  before  he 
was  raised  to  the  woolsack,  represented  this  strongly 
to  Villiers,  then  just  entering  on  his  career.  “  By  no 
means,”  said  Sir  Francis,  in  a  letter  of  advice  addressed 
to  the  young  courtier,  “  by  no  means  be  you  persuaded 
to  interpose  yourself,  either  by  word  or  letter,  in  any 
cause  depending  in  any  court  of  justice,  nor  suffer 
any  great  man  to  do  it  where  you  can  hinder  it.  If 
it  should  prevail,  it  perverts  justice  ;  but,  if  the  judge 
be  so  just  and  of  such  courage  as  he  ought  to  be,  as 
not  to  be  inclined  thereby,  yet  it  always  leaves  a  taint 
of  suspicion  behind  it.”  Yet  he  had  not  been  Lord 
Keeper  a  month  when  Buckingham  began  to  interfere 
in  Chancery  suits  ;  and  Buckingham’s  interference 
was,  as  might  have  been  expected,  successful. 

Mr.  Montagu’s  reflections  on  the  excellent  passage 
which  we  have  quoted  above  are  exceedingly  amus¬ 
ing  “No  man,”  says  he,  “more  deeply  felt  the  evils 
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which  then  existed  of  the  interference  of  the  Crown 
and  of  statesmen  to  influence  judges.  How  beauti¬ 
fully  did  he  admonish  Buckingham,  regardless  as 
he  proved  of  all  admonition  !  ”  We  should  be  glad  to 
know  how  it  can  be  expected  that  admonition  will  be 
regarded  by  him  who  receives  it,  when  it  is  altogether 
neglected  by  him  who  gives  it.  We  do  not  defend 
Buckingham  :  but  what  was  his  guilt  to  Bacon’s  ? 
Buckingham  was  young,  ignorant,  thoughtless,  dizzy 
with  the  rapidity  of  his  ascent  and  the  height  of  his 
position.  That  he  should  be  eager  to  serve  his 
relations,  his  flatterers,  his  mistresses,  that  he  should 
not  fully  apprehend  the  immense  importance  of  a 
pure  administration  of  justice,  that  he  should  think 
more  about  those  who  were  bound  to  him  by  private 
ties  than  about  the  public  interest,  all  this  was 
perfectly  natural,  and  not  altogether  unpardonable. 
Those  who  entrust  a  petulant,  hot-blooded,  ill- 
informed  lad  with  power,  are  more  to  blame  than  he 
for  the  mischief  which  he  may  do  with  it.  How 
could  it  be  expected  of  a  lively  page,  raised  by  a  wild 
freak  of  fortune  to  the  first  influence  in  the  empire, 
that  he  should  have  bestowed  any  serious  thought 
on  the  principles  which  ought  to  guide  judicial  deci¬ 
sions  ?  Bacon  was  the  ablest  public  man  then  living 
in  Europe.  He  was  near  sixty  years  old.  He  had 
thought  much,  and  to  good  purpose,  on  the  general 
principles  of  law.  He  had  for  many  years  borne  a 
part  daily  in  the  administration  of  justice.  It  was 
impossible  that  a  man  with  a  tithe  of  his  sagacity 
and  experience  should  not  have  known  that  a  judge 
who  suffers  friends  or  patrons  to  dictate  his  decrees 
violates  the  plainest  rules  of  duty.  In  fact,  as  we 
have  seen,  he  knew  this  well :  he  expressed  it  ad¬ 
mirably.  Neither  on  this  occasion  nor  on  any  other 
could  his  bad  actions  be  attributed  to  any  defect  of 
the  head.  They  sprang  from  quite  a  different  cause. 
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A  man  who  stooped  to  render  such  services  to 
others  was  not  likely  to  be  scrupulous  as  to  the 
means  by  which  he  enriched  himself.  He  and  his 
dependents  accepted  large  presents  from  persons 
who  were  engaged  in  Chancery  suits.  The  amount 
of  the  plunder  which  he  collected  in  this  way  it  is 
impossible  to  estimate.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that 
he  received  very  much  more  than  was  proved  on  his 
trial,  though,  it  may  be,  less  than  was  suspected  by 
the  public.  His  enemies  stated  his  illicit  gains  at  a 
hundred  thousand  pounds.  But  this  was  probably 
an  exaggeration. 

It  was  long  before  the  day  of  reckoning  arrived. 
During  the  interval  between  the  second  and  third 
Parliaments  of  James,  the  nation  was  absolutely 
governed  by  the  Crown.  The  prospects  of  the  Lord 
Keeper  were  bright  and  serene.  His  great  place 
rendered  the  splendour  of  his  talents  even  more 
conspicuous,  and  gave  an  additional  charm  to  the 
serenity  of  his  temper,  the  courtesy  of  his  manners, 
and  the  eloquence  of  his  conversation.  The  pillaged 
suitor  might  mutter.  The  austere  Puritan  patriot 
might,  in  his  retreat,  grieve  that  one  on  whom  God 
had  bestowed  without  measure  all  the  abilities  which 
qualify  men  to  take  the  lead  in  great  reforms  should 
be  found  among  the  adherents  of  the  worst  abuses. 
But  the  murmurs  of  the  suitor  and  the  lamentations 
of  the  patriot  had  scarcely  any  avenue  to  the  ears  of 
the  powerful.  The  King,  and  the  minister  who  was 
the  King’s  master,  smiled  on  their  illustrious  flatterer. 
The  whole  crowd  of  courtiers  and  nobles  sought  his 
favour  with  emulous  eagerness.  Men  of  wit  and 
learning  hailed  with  delight  the  elevation  of  one  who 
had  so  signally  shown  that  a  man  of  profound  learn¬ 
ing  and  of  brilliant  wit  might  understand,  far  better 
than  any  plodding  dunce,  the  art  of  thriving  in  the 
world. 
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Once,  and  but  once,  this  course  of  prosperity  was 
for  a  moment  interrupted.  It  should  seem  that  even 
Bacon’s  brain  was  not  strong  enough  to  bear  without 
some  discomposure  the  inebriating  effect  of  so  much 
good  fortune.  For  some  time  after  his  elevation,  he 
showed  himself  a  little  wanting  in  that  wariness  and 
self-command  to  which,  more  than  even  to  his  tran¬ 
scendent  talents,  his  elevation  was  to  be  ascribed. 
He  was  by  no  means  a  good  hater.  The  tempera¬ 
ture  of  his  revenge,  like  that  of  his  gratitude,  was 
scarcely  ever  more  than  lukewarm.  But  there  was 
one  person  whom  he  had  long  regarded  with  an 
animosity  which,  though  studiously  suppressed,  was 
perhaps  the  stronger  for  the  suppression.  The  insults 
and  injuries  which,  when  a  young  man  struggling 
into  note  and  professional  practice,  he  had  received 
from  Sir  Edward  Coke,  were  such  as  might  move  the 
most  placable  nature  to  resentment.  About  the  time 
at  which  Bacon  received  the  Seals,  Coke  had,  on 
account  of  his  contumacious  resistance  to  the  royal 
pleasure,  been  deprived  of  his  seat  in  the  Court  of 
King’s  Bench,  and  had  ever  since  languished  in 
retirement.  But  Coke’s  opposition  to  the  Court,  we 
fear,  was  the  effect  not  of  good  principles,  but  of  a 
bad  temper.  Perverse  and  testy  as  he  was,  he  wanted 
true  fortitude  and  dignity  of  character.  His  obsti¬ 
nacy,  unsupported  by  virtuous  motives,  was  not  proof 
against  disgrace.  He  solicited  a  reconciliation  with 
the  favourite,  and  his  solicitations  were  successful. 
Sir  John  Villiers,  the  brother  of  Buckingham,  was 
looking  out  for  a  rich  wife.  Coke  had  a  large  fortune 
and  an  unmarried  daughter.  A  bargain  was  struck. 
But  Lady  Coke,  the  lady  whom  twenty  years  before 
Essex  had  wooed  on  behalf  of  Bacon,  would  not  hear 
of  the  match.  A  violent  and  scandalous  family 
quarrel  followed.  The  mother  carried  the  girl  away 
by  stealth.  The  father  pursued  them,  and  regained 
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possession  of  his  daughter  by  force.  The  King  was 
then  in  Scotland,  and  Buckingham  had  attended  him 
thither.  Bacon  was,  during  their  absence,  at  the  head 
of  affairs  in  England.  He  felt  towards  Coke  as  much 
malevolence  as  it  was  in  his  nature  to  feel  towards 
any  body.  His  wisdom  had  been  laid  to  sleep  by 
prosperity.  In  an  evil  hour  he  determined  to  inter¬ 
fere  in  the  disputes  which  agitated  his  enemy’s  house¬ 
hold.  He  declared  for  the  wife,  countenanced  the 
Attorney-General  in  filing  an  information  in  the  Star 
Chamber  against  the  husband,  and  wrote  letters  to 
the  King  and  the  favourite  against  the  proposed 
marriage.  The  strong  language  which  he  used  in 
those  letters  shows  that,  sagacious  as  he  was,  he  did 
not  quite  know  his  place,  and  that  he  was  not  fully 
acquainted  with  the  extent  either  of  Buckingham’s 
power,  or  of  the  change  which  the  possession  of  that 
power  had  produced  in  Buckingham’s  character.  He 
soon  had  a  lesson  which  he  never  forgot.  The 
favourite  received  the  news  of  the  Lord  Keeper’s  inter¬ 
ference  with  feelings  of  the  most  violent  resentment, 
and  made  the  King  even  more  angry  than  himself. 
Bacon’s  eyes  were  at  once  opened  to  his  error,  and 
to  all  its  possible  consequences.  He  had  been  elated, 
if  not  intoxicated,  by  greatness.  The  shock  sobered 
him  in  an  instant.  He  was  all  himself  again.  He 
apologised  submissively  for  his  interference.  He 
directed  the  Attorney-General  to  stop  the  proceedings 
against  Coke.  He  sent  to  tell  Lady  Coke  that  he 
could  do  nothing  for  her.  He  announced  to  both  the 
families  that  he  was  desirous  to  promote  the  con¬ 
nexion.  Having  given  these  proofs  of  contrition,  he 
ventured  to  present  himself  before  Buckingham. 
But  the  young  upstart  did  not  think  that  he  had  yet 
sufficiently  humbled  an  old  man  who  had  been  his 
friend  and  his  benefactor,  who  was  the  highest  civil 
functionary  in  the  realm,  and  the  most  eminent  man 


Lord  Bacon 


564 

of  letters  in  the  world.  It  is  said  that  on  two  suc¬ 
cessive  days  Bacon  repaired  to  Buckingham’s  house, 
that  on  two  successive  days  he  was  suffered  to  re¬ 
main  in  an  antechamber  among  foot-boys,  seated  on 
an  old  wooden  box,  with  the  Great  Seal  of  Eng¬ 
land  at  his  side,  and  that  when  at  length  he  was  ad¬ 
mitted,  he  flung  himself  on  the  floor,  kissed  the 
favourite’s  feet,  and  vowed  never  to  rise  till  he  was 
forgiven.  Sir  Anthony  Weldon,  on  whose  authority 
this  story  rests,  is  likely  enough  to  have  exaggerated 
the  meanness  of  Bacon  and  the  insolence  of  Buck¬ 
ingham.  But  it  is  difficult  to  imagine  that  so  cir¬ 
cumstantial  a  narrative,  written  by  a  person  who 
avers  that  he  was  present  on  the  occasion,  can  be 
wholly  without  foundation  ;  and,  unhappily,  there  is 
little  in  the  character  either  of  the  favourite  or  of  the 
Lord  Keeper  to  make  the  narrative  improbable.  It 
is  certain  that  a  reconciliation  took  place  on  terms 
humiliating  to  Bacon,  who  never  more  ventured  to 
cross  any  purpose  of  any  body  who  bore  the  name  of 
Villiers.  He  put  a  strong  curb  on  those  angry  pas¬ 
sions  which  had  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  mastered 
his  prudence.  He  went  through  the  forms  of  a  re¬ 
conciliation  with  Coke,  and  did  his  best,  by  seeking 
opportunities  of  paying  little  civilities,  and  by  avoid¬ 
ing  all  that  could  produce  collision,  to  tame  the  un- 
tameable  ferocity  of  his  old  enemy. 

In  the  main,  however,  Bacon’s  life,  while  he  held 
the  Great  Seal,  was,  in  outward  appearance,  most 
enviable.  In  London  he  lived  with  great  dignity  at 
York  House,  the  venerable  mansion  of  his  father. 
Here  it  was  that,  in  January,  1620,  he  celebrated  his 
entrance  into  his  sixtieth  year  amidst  a  splendid 
circle  of  friends.  He  had  then  exchanged  the  appel¬ 
lation  of  Keeper  for  the  higher  title  of  Chancellor. 
Ben  Jonson  was  one  of  the  party,  and  wrote  on  the 
occasion  some  of  the  happiest  of  his  rugged  rhymes. 
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All  things,  he  tells  us,  seemed  to  smile  about  the 
old  house,  “  the  fire,  the  wine,  the  men.”  The  spec¬ 
tacle  of  the  accomplished  host,  after  a  life  marked 
by  no  great  disaster,  entering  on  a  green  old  age,  in 
the  enjoyment  of  riches,  power,  high  honours,  undi¬ 
minished  mental  activity,  and  vast  literary  reputa¬ 
tion,  made  a  strong  impression  on  the  poet,  if  we  may 
judge  from  those  well-known  lines 

“  England’s  high  Chancellor,  the  destined  heir, 

In  his  soft  cradle,  to  his  father’s  chair, 

Whose  even  thread  the  Fates  spin  round  and  full 
Out  of  their  choicest  and  their  whitest  wool.” 

In  the  intervals  of  rest  which  Bacon’s  political 
and  judicial  functions  afforded,  he  was  in  the  habit 
of  retiring  to  Gorhambury.  At  that  place  his  busi¬ 
ness  was  literature,  and  his  favourite  amusement 
gardening,  which  in  one  of  his  most  interesting 
Essays  he  calls  the  “  purest  of  human  pleasures.” 
In  his  magnificent  grounds  he  erected,  at  a  cost  of 
ten  thousand  pounds,  a  retreat  to  which  he  repaired 
when  he  wished  to  avoid  all  visitors,  and  to  devote 
himself  wholly  to  study.  On  such  occasions,  a  few 
young  men  of  distinguished  talents  were  sometimes 
the  companions  of  his  retirement ;  and  among  them 
his  quick  eye  soon  discerned  the  superior  abilities  of 
Thomas  Hobbes.  It  is  not  probable,  however,  that 
he  fully  appreciated  the  powers  of  his  disciple,  or 
foresaw  the  vast  influence,  both  for  good  and  for 
evil,  which  that  most  vigorous  and  acute  of  human 
intellects  was  destined  to  exercise  on  the  two  suc¬ 
ceeding  generations. 

In  January,  1621,  Bacon  had  reached  the  zenith 
of  his  fortunes.  He  had  just  published  the  Novum 
Organum ;  and  that  extraordinary  book  had  drawn 
forth  the  warmest  expressions  of  admiration  from  the 
ablest  men  in  Europe.  He  had  obtained  honours  of 
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a  widely  different  kind,  but  perhaps  not  less  valued 
by  him.  He  had  been  created  Baron  Verulam.  He 
had  subsequently  been  raised  to  the  higher  dignity 
of  Viscount  St.  Albans.  His  patent  was  drawn  in 
the  most  flattering  terms,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales 
signed  it  as  a  witness.  The  ceremony  of  investiture 
was  performed  with  great  state  at  Theobalds,  and 
Buckingham  condescended  to  be  one  of  the  chief 
actors.  Posterity  has  felt  that  the  greatest  of  Eng¬ 
lish  philosophers  could  derive  no  accession  of  dignity 
from  any  title  which  James  could  bestow,  and,  in 
defiance  of  the  royal  letters  patent,  has  obstinately 
refused  to  degrade  Francis  Bacon  into  Viscount 
St.  Albans. 

In  a  few  weeks  was  signally  brought  to  the  test 
the  value  of  those  objects  for  which  Bacon  had  sullied 
his  integrity,  had  resigned  his  independence,  had  vio¬ 
lated  the  most  sacred  obligations  of  friendship  and 
gratitude,  had  flattered  the  worthless,  had  persecuted 
the  innocent,  had  tampered  with  judges,  had  tor¬ 
tured  prisoners,  had  plundered  suitors,  had  wasted  on 
paltry  intrigues  all  the  powers  of  the  most  exquisitely 
constructed  intellect  that  has  ever  been  bestowed  on 
any  of  the  children  of  men.  A  sudden  and  terrible 
reverse  was  at  hand.  A  Parliament  had  been  sum¬ 
moned.  After  six  years  of  silence  the  voice  of  the 
nation  was  again  to  be  heard.  Only  three  days  after 
the  pageant  which  was  performed  at  Theobalds  in 
honour  of  Bacon,  the  Houses  met. 

Want  of  money  had,  as  usual,  induced  the  King 
to  convoke  his  Parliament.  It  may  be  doubted, 
however,  whether,  if  he  or  his  ministers  had  been  at 
all  aware  of  the  state  of  public  feeling,  they  would 
not  have  tried  any  expedient,  or  borne  with  any  in¬ 
convenience,  rather  than  have  ventured  to  face  the 
deputies  of  a  justly  exasperated  nation.  But  they 
did  not  discern  those  times.  Indeed  almost  all  the 
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political  blunders  of  James,  and  of  his  more  unfortu¬ 
nate  son,  arose  from  one  great  error.  During  the 
fifty  years  which  preceded  the  Long  Parliament  a 
great  and  progressive  change  was  taking  place  in 
the  public  mind.  The  nature  and  extent  of  this 
change  was  not  in  the  least  understood  by  either  of 
the  first  two  Kings  of  the  House  of  Stuart,  or  by  any 
of  their  advisers.  That  the  nation  became  more  and 
more  discontented  every  year,  that  every  House  of 
Commons  was  more  unmanageable  than  that  which 
had  preceded  it,  were  facts  which  it  was  impossible  not 
to  perceive.  But  the  Court  could  not  understand  why 
these  things  were  so.  The  Court  could  not  see  that 
the  English  people  and  the  English  Government, 
though  they  might  once  have  been  well  suited  to 
each  other,  were  suited  to  each  other  no  longer ;  that 
the  nation  had  outgrown  its  old  institutions,  was 
every  day  more  uneasy  under  them,  was  pressing 
against  them,  and  would  soon  burst  through  them. 
The  alarming  phaenomena,  the  existence  of  which  no 
sycophant  could  deny,  were  ascribed  to  every  cause 
except  the  true  one.  “  In  my  first  Parliament,”  said 
James,  “  I  was  a  novice.  In  my  next,  there  was  a 
kind  of  beasts  called  undertakers,”  and  so  forth. 
In  the  third  Parliament  he  could  hardly  be  called  a 
novice,  and  those  beasts,  the  undertakers,  did  not 
exist.  Yet  his  third  Parliament  gave  him  more 
trouble  than  either  the  first  or  the  second. 

The  Parliament  had  no  sooner  met  than  the 
House  of  Commons  proceeded,  in  a  temperate  and 
respectful,  but  most  determined  manner,  to  discuss 
the  public  grievances.  Their  first  attacks  were 
directed  against  those  odious  patents,  under  cover  of 
which  Buckingham  and  his  creatures  had  pillaged 
and  oppressed  the  nation.  The  vigour  with  which 
these  proceedings  were  conducted  spread  dismay 
through  the  Court.  Buckingham  thought  himself  in 
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danger,  and,  in  his  alarm,  had  recourse  to  an  adviser 
who  had  lately  acquired  considerable  influence  over 
him,  Williams,  Dean  of  Westminster.  This  person 
had  already  been  of  great  use  to  the  favourite  in  a 
very  delicate  matter.  Buckingham  had  set  his  heart 
on  marrying  Lady  Catherine  Manners,  daughter  and 
heiress  of  the  Earl  of  Rutland.  But  the  difficulties 
were  great.  The  Earl  was  haughty  and  impracticable, 
and  the  young  lady  was  a  Catholic.  Williams  soothed 
the  pride  of  the  father,  and  found  arguments  which, 
for  a  time  at  least,  quieted  the  conscience  of  the 
daughter.  For  these  services  he  had  been  rewarded 
with  considerable  preferment  in  the  Church  ;  and  he 
was  now  rapidly  rising  to  the  same  place  in  the 
regard  of  Buckingham  which  had  formerly  been  occu¬ 
pied  by  Bacon. 

Williams  was  one  of  those  who  are  wiser  for 
others  than  for  themselves.  His  own  public  life  was 
unfortunate,  and  was  made  unfortunate  by  his  strange 
want  of  judgment  and  self-command  at  several  im¬ 
portant  conjunctures.  But  the  counsel  which  he  gave 
on  this  occasion  showed  no  want  of  worldly  wisdom. 
He  advised  the  favourite  to  abandon  all  thoughts  of 
defending  the  monopolies,  to  find  some  foreign  em¬ 
bassy  for  his  brother  Sir  Edward,  who  was  deeply 
implicated  in  the  villanies  of  Mompesson,  and  to 
leave  the  other  offenders  to  the  justice  of  Parliament. 
Buckingham  received  this  advice  with  the  warmest 
expressions  of  gratitude,  and  declared  that  a  load 
had  been  lifted  from  his  heart.  He  then  repaired 
with  Williams  to  the  royal  presence.  They  found  the 
King  engaged  in  earnest  consultation  with  Prince 
Charles.  The  plan  of  operations  proposed  by  the 
Dean  was  fully  discussed,  and  approved  in  all  its  parts. 

The  first  victims  whom  the  Court  abandoned  to 
the  vengeance  of  the  Commons  were  Sir  Giles  Mom¬ 
pesson  and  Sir  Francis  Michell.  It  was  some  time 
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before  Bacon  began  to  entertain  any  apprehensions. 
His  talents  and  his  address  gave  him  great  influence  in 
the  house  of  which  he  had  lately  become  a  member,  as 
indeed  they  must  have  done  in  any  assembly.  In  the 
House  of  Commons  he  had  many  personal  friends  and 
many  warm  admirers.  But  at  length,  about  six  weeks 
after  the  meeting  of  Parliament,  the  storm  burst. 

A  committee  of  the  Lower  House  had  been  ap¬ 
pointed  to  inquire  into  the  state  of  the  Courts  of 
Justice.  On  the  fifteenth  of  March  the  chairman  of 
that  committee,  Sir  Robert  Philips,  member  for  Bath, 
reported  that  great  abuses  had  been  discovered. 
“  The  person,”  said  he,  “  against  whom  these  things  are 
alleged  is  no  less  than  the  Lord  Chancellor,  a  man 
so  endued  with  all  parts,  both  of  nature  and  art,  as 
that  I  will  say  no  more  of  him,  being  not  able  to  say 
enough.”  Sir  Robert  then  proceeded  to  state,  in  the 
most  temperate  manner,  the  nature  of  the  charges. 
A  person  of  the  name  of  Aubrey  had  a  case  depend¬ 
ing  in  Chancery.  He  had  been  almost  ruined  by 
law-expenses,  and  his  patience  had  been  exhausted 
by  the  delays  of  the  court.  He  received  a  hint  from 
some  of  the  hangers-on  of  the  Chancellor  that  a 
present  of  one  hundred  pounds  would  expedite 
matters.  The  poor  man  had  not  the  sum  required. 
However,  having  found  out  an  usurer  who  accommo¬ 
dated  him  with  it  at  high  interest,  he  carried  it  to 
York  House.  The  Chancellor  took  the  money,  and 
his  dependents  assured  the  suitor  that  all  would  go 
right.  Aubrey  was,  however,  disappointed  ;  for,  after 
considerable  delay,  “  a  killing  decree  ”  was  pronounced 
against  him.  Another  suitor  of  the  name  of  Egerton 
complained  that  he  had  been  induced  by  two  of  the 
Chancellor’s  jackals  to  make  his  Lordship  a  present 
of  four  hundred  pounds,  and  that,  nevertheless,  he 
had  not  been  able  to  obtain  a  decree  in  his  favour. 
The  evidence  to  these  facts  was  overwhelming. 
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Bacon’s  friends  could  only  entreat  the  House  to 
suspend  its  judgment,  and  to  send  up  the  case  to  the 
Lords,  in  a  form  less  offensive  than  an  impeachment. 

On  the  nineteenth  of  March  the  King  sent  a 
message  to  the  Commons,  expressing  his  deep  regret 
that  so  eminent  a  person  as  the  Chancellor  should  be 
suspected  of  misconduct.  His  Majesty  declared  that 
he  had  no  wish  to  screen  the  guilty  from  justice,  and 
proposed  to  appoint  a  new  kind  of  tribunal,  consist¬ 
ing  of  eighteen  commissioners,  who  might  be  chosen 
from  among  the  members  of  the  two  Houses,  to 
investigate  the  matter.  The  Commons  were  not 
disposed  to  depart  from  their  regular  course  of  pro¬ 
ceeding.  On  the  same  day  they  held  a  conference 
with  the  Lords,  and  delivered  in  the  heads  of  the 
accusation  against  the  Chancellor.  At  this  conference 
Bacon  was  not  present.  Overwhelmed  with  shame 
and  remorse,  and  abandoned  by  all  those  in  whom 
he  had  weakly  put  his  trust,  he  had  shut  himself  up 
in  his  chamber  from  the  eyes  of  men.  The  dejection 
of  his  mind  soon  disordered  his  body.  Buckingham, 
who  visited  him  by  the  King’s  order,  “  found  his 
Lordship  very  sick  and  heavy.”  It  appears  from  a 
pathetic  letter  which  the  unhappy  man  addressed  to 
the  Peers  on  the  day  of  the  conference,  that  he  neither 
expected  nor  wished  to  survive  his  disgrace.  During 
several  days  he  remained  in  his  bed,  refusing  to  see 
any  human  being.  He  passionately  told  his  attend¬ 
ants  to  leave  him,  to  forget  him,  never  again  to  name 
his  name,  never  to  remember  that  there  had  been 
such  a  man  in  the  world.  In  the  meantime,  fresh 
instances  of  corruption  were  every  day  brought  to 
the  knowledge  of  his  accusers.  The  number  of 
charges  rapidly  increased  from  two  to  twenty-three. 
The  Lords  entered  on  the  investigation  of  the  case 
with  laudable  alacrity.  Some  witnesses  were  exam¬ 
ined  at  the  bar  of  the  House.  A  select  committee 
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was  appointed  to  take  the  depositions  of  others  ;  and 
the  inquiry  was  rapidly  proceeding,  when,  on  the 
twenty-sixth  of  March,  the  King  adjourned  the  Par¬ 
liament  for  three  weeks. 

This  measure  revived  Bacon’s  hopes.  He  made 
the  most  of  his  short  respite.  He  attempted  to  work 
on  the  feeble  mind  of  the  King.  He  appealed  to  all 
the  strongest  feelings  of  James,  to  his  fears,  to  his 
vanity,  to  his  high  notions  of  prerogative.  Would 
the  Solomon  of  the  age  commit  so  gross  an  error  as 
to  encourage  the  encroaching  spirit  of  Parliaments  ? 
Would  God’s  anointed,  accountable  to  God  alone, 
pay  homage  to  the  clamorous  multitude  ?  “  Those,” 

exclaimed  Bacon,  “  who  now  strike  at  the  Chancellor 
will  soon  strike  at  the  Crown.  I  am  the  first  sacrifice. 
I  wish  I  may  be  the  last.”  But  all  his  eloquence 
and  address  were  employed  in  vain.  Indeed,  what¬ 
ever  Mr.  Montagu  may  say  we  are  firmly  convinced 
that  it  was  not  in  the  King’s  power  to  save  Bacon, 
without  having  recourse  to  measures  which  would 
have  convulsed  the  realm.  The  Crown  had  not 
sufficient  influence  over  the  Parliament  to  procure  an 
acquittal  in  so  clear  a  case  of  guilt.  And  to  dissolve 
a  Parliament  which  is  universally  allowed  to  have 
been  one  of  the  best  Parliaments  that  ever  sat,  which 
had  acted  liberally  and  respectfully  towards  the 
Sovereign,  and  which  enjoyed  in  the  highest  degree 
the  favour  of  the  people,  only  in  order  to  stop  a 
grave,  temperate,  and  constitutional  inquiry  into  the 
personal  integrity  of  the  first  judge  in  the  kingdom, 
would  have  been  a  measure  more  scandalous  and 
absurd  than  any  of  those  which  were  the  ruin  of  the 
House  of  Stuart.  Such  a  measure,  while  it  would 
have  been  as  fatal  to  the  Chancellor’s  honour  as  a  con¬ 
viction,  would  have  endangered  the  very  existence 
of  the  monarchy.  The  King,  acting  by  the  advice 
of  Williams,  very  properly  refused  to  engage  in  a 
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dangerous  struggle  with  his  people,  for  the  purpose  of 
saving  from  legal  condemnation  a  minister  whom  it 
was  impossible  to  save  from  dishonour.  He  advised 
Bacon  to  plead  guilty,  and  promised  to  do  all  in  his 
power  to  mitigate  the  punishment.  Mr.  Montagu  is 
exceedingly  angry  with  James  on  this  account.  But 
though  we  are,  in  general,  very  little  inclined  to 
admire  that  Prince’s  conduct,  we  really  think  that  his 
advice  was,  under  all  the  circumstances,  the  best 
advice  that  could  have  been  given. 

On  the  seventeenth  of  April  the  Houses  reas¬ 
sembled,  and  the  Lords  resumed  their  inquiries  into 
the  abuses  of  the  Court  of  Chancery.  On  the  twenty- 
second,  Bacon  addressed  to  the  Peers  a  letter,  which 
the  Prince  of  Wales  condescended  to  deliver.  In 
this  artful  and  pathetic  composition,  the  Chancellor 
acknowledged  his  guilt  in  guarded  and  general  terms, 
and,  while  acknowledging,  endeavoured  to  palliate 
it.  This,  however,  was  not  thought  sufficient  by  his 
judges.  They  required  a  more  particular  confession, 
and  sent  him  a  copy  of  the  charges.  On  the  thirtieth, 
he  delivered  a  paper  in  which  he  admitted,  with  few 
and  unimportant  reservations,  the  truth  of  the  accusa¬ 
tions  brought  against  him,  and  threw  himself  entirely 
on  the  mercy  of  his  peers.  “  Upon  advised  consider¬ 
ation  of  the  charges,”  said  he,  “  descending  into  my 
own  conscience,  and  calling  my  memory  to  account 
so  far  as  I  am  able,  I  do  plainly  and  ingenuously  con¬ 
fess  that  I  am  guilty  of  corruption,  and  do  renounce 
all  defence.” 

The  Lords  came  to  a  resolution  that  the  Chan¬ 
cellor’s  confession  appeared  to  be  full  and  ingenuous, 
and  sent  a  committee  to  inquire  of  him  whether  it 
was  really  subscribed  by  himself.  The  deputies, 
among  whom  was  Southampton,  the  common  friend, 
many  years  before,  of  Bacon  and  Essex,  performed 
their  duty  with  great  delicacy.  Indeed  the  agonies 
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of  such  a  mind  and  the  degradation  of  such  a  name 
might  well  have  softened  the  most  obdurate  natures. 
“  My  Lords,”  said  Bacon,  “  it  is  my  act,  my  hand,  my 
heart.  I  beseech  your  Lordships  to  be  merciful  to 
a  broken  reed.”  They  withdrew  ;  and  he  again  re¬ 
tired  to  his  chamber  in  the  deepest  dejection.  The 
next  day,  the  sergeant-at-arms  and  the  usher  of  the 
House  of  Lords  came  to  conduct  him  to  Westminster 
Hall,  where  sentence  was  to  be  pronounced.  But 
they  found  him  so  unwell  that  he  could  not  leave 
his  bed  ;  and  this  excuse  for  his  absence  was  readily 
accepted.  In  no  quarter  does  there  appear  to  have 
been  the  smallest  desire  to  add  to  his  humiliation. 

The  sentence  was,  however,  severe,  the  more 
severe,  no  doubt,  because  the  Lords  knew  that  it 
would  not  be  executed,  and  that  they  had  an  excel¬ 
lent  opportunity  of  exhibiting,  at  small  cost,  the  in¬ 
flexibility  of  their  justice,  and  their  abhorrence  of 
corruption.  Bacon  was  condemned  to  pay  a  fine  of 
forty  thousand  pounds,  and  to  be  imprisoned  in  the 
Tower  during  the  King’s  pleasure.  He  was  declared 
incapable  of  holding  any  office  in  the  State  or  of 
sitting  in  Parliament ;  and  he  was  banished  for  life 
from  the  verge  of  the  court.  In  such  misery  and 
shame  ended  that  long  career  of  worldly  wisdom  and 
worldly  prosperity. 

Even  at  this  pass  Mr.  Montagu  does  not  desert 
his  hero.  He  seems  indeed  to  think  that  the  attach¬ 
ment  of  an  editor  ought  to  be  as  devoted  as  that  of 
Mr.  Moore’s  lovers  ;  and  cannot  conceive  what  bio¬ 
graphy  was  made  for, 

“  if  ’tis  not  the  same 

Through  joy  and  through  torment,  through  glory 
and  shame.” 

He  assures  us  that  Bacon  was  innocent,  that  he  had 
the  means  of  making  a  perfectly  satisfactory  defence, 
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that  when  he  “  plainly  and  ingenuously  confessed  that 
he  was  guilty  of  corruption,”  and  when  he  afterwards 
solemnly  affirmed  that  his  confession  was  “  his  act, 
his  hand,  his  heart,”  he  was  telling  a  great  lie,  and 
that  he  refrained  from  bringing  forward  proofs  of 
his  innocence  because  he  durst  not  disobey  the  King 
and  the  favourite,  who,  for  their  own  selfish  objects, 
pressed  him  to  plead  guilty. 

Now,  in  the  first  place,  there  is  not  the  smallest 
reason  to  believe  that,  if  James  and  Buckingham  had 
thought  that  Bacon  had  a  good  defence,  they  would 
have  prevented  him  from  making  it.  What  conceiv¬ 
able  motive  had  they  for  doing  so  ?  Mr.  Montagu 
perpetually  repeats  that  it  was  their  interest  to  sacri¬ 
fice  Bacon.  But  he  overlooks  an  obvious  distinction. 
It  was  their  interest  to  sacrifice  Bacon  on  the  supposi¬ 
tion  of  his  guilt  ;  but  not  on  the  supposition  of  his 
innocence.  James  was  very  properly  unwilling  to 
run  the  risk  of  protecting  his  Chancellor  against  the 
Parliament.  But  if  the  Chancellor  had  been  able,  by 
force  of  argument,  to  obtain  an  acquittal  from  the 
Parliament,  we  have  no  doubt  that  both  the  King 
and  Villiers  would  have  heartily  rejoiced.  They 
would  have  rejoiced,  not  merely  on  account  of  their 
friendship  for  Bacon,  which  seems,  however,  to  have 
been  as  sincere  as  most  friendships  of  that  sort,  but 
on  selfish  grounds.  Nothing  could  have  strengthened 
the  government  more  than  such  a  victory.  The  King 
and  the  favourite  abandoned  the  Chancellor  because 
they  were  unable  to  avert  his  disgrace,  and  unwilling 
to  share  it.  Mr.  Montagu  mistakes  effect  for  cause. 
He  thinks  that  Bacon  did  not  prove  his  innocence, 
because  he  was  not  supported  by  the  Court.  The 
truth  evidently  is  that  the  Court  did  not  venture  to 
support  Bacon,  because  he  could  not  prove  his  inno¬ 
cence. 

Again,  it  seems  strange  that  Mr.  Montagu  should 
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not  perceive  that,  while  attempting  to  vindicate 
Bacon’s  reputation,  he  is  really  casting  on  it  the 
foulest  of  all  aspersions.  He  imputes  to  his  idol  a 
degree  of  meanness  and  depravity  more  loathsome 
than  judicial  corruption  itself.  A  corrupt  judge  may 
have  many  good  qualities.  But  a  man  who,  to  please 
a  powerful  patron,  solemnly  declares  himself  guilty 
of  corruption  when  he  knows  himself  to  be  inno¬ 
cent,  must  be  a  monster  of  servility  and  impudence. 
Bacon  was,  to  say  nothing  of  his  highest  claims  to 
respect,  a  gentleman,  a  nobleman,  a  scholar,  a  states¬ 
man,  a  man  of  the  first  consideration  in  society,  a 
man  far  advanced  in  years.  Is  it  possible  to  believe 
that  such  a  man  would,  to  gratify  any  human  being, 
irreparably  ruin  his  own  character  by  his  own  act  ? 
Imagine  a  grey-headed  judge,  full  of  years  and 
honours,  owning  with  tears,  with  pathetic  assurances 
of  his  penitence  and  of  his  sincerity,  that  he  has  been 
guilty  of  shameful  mal-practices,  repeatedly  assever¬ 
ating  the  truth  of  his  confession,  subscribing  it  with 
his  own  hand,  submitting  to  conviction,  receiving  a 
humiliating  sentence  and  acknowledging  its  justice, 
and  all  this  when  he  has  it  in  his  power  to  show  that 
his  conduct  has  been  irreproachable  !  The  thing  is 
incredible.  But  if  we  admit  it  to  be  true,  what  must 
we  think  of  such  a  man,  if  indeed  he  deserves  the 
name  of  man,  who  thinks  any  thing  that  kings  and 
minions  can  bestow  more  precious  than  honour,  or 
any  thing  that  they  can  inflict  more  terrible  than 
infamy  ? 

Of  this  most  disgraceful  imputation  we  fully  ac¬ 
quit  Bacon.  He  had  no  defence ;  and  Mr.  Montagu’s 
affectionate  attempt  to  make  a  defence  for  him  has 
altogether  failed. 

The  grounds  on  which  Mr.  Montagu  rests  the 
case  are  two  ;  the  first,  that  the  taking  of  presents  was 
usual,  and,  what  he  seems  to  consider  as  the  same 
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thing,  not  discreditable ;  the  second,  that  these  pre¬ 
sents  were  not  taken  as  bribes. 

Mr.  Montagu  brings  forward  many  facts  in  sup¬ 
port  of  his  first  proposition.  He  is  not  content  with 
showing  that  many  English  judges  formerly  received 
gifts  from  suitors,  but  collects  similar  instances  from 
foreign  nations  and  ancient  times.  He  goes  back  to 
the  commonwealths  of  Greece,  and  attempts  to  press 
into  his  service  a  line  of  Homer  and  a  sentence  of 
Plutarch,  which,  we  fear,  will  hardly  serve  his  turn. 
The  gold  of  which  Homer  speaks  was  not  intended 
to  fee  the  judges,  but  was  paid  into  court  for  the 
benefit  of  the  successful  litigant  ;  and  the  gratuities 
which  Pericles,  as  Plutarch  states,  distributed  among 
the  members  of  the  Athenian  tribunals,  were  legal 
wages  paid  out  of  the  public  revenue.  We  can  sup¬ 
ply  Mr.  Montagu  with  passages  much  more  in  point. 
Hesiod,  who,  like  poor  Aubrey,  had  a  “  killing  de¬ 
cree  ”  made  against  him  in  the  Chancery  of  Ascra, 
forgot  decorum  so  far  that  he  ventured  to  designate 
the  learned  persons  who  presided  in  that  court,  as 
/3acn\r)as  Scopocfrayovs.  Plutarch  and  Diodorus  have 
handed  down  to  the  latest  ages  the  respectable  name 
of  Anytus,  the  son  of  Anthemion,  the  first  defendant 
who,  eluding  all  the  safeguards  which  the  ingenuity 
of  Solon  could  devise,  succeeded  in  corrupting  a 
bench  of  Athenian  judges.  We  are  indeed  so  far 
from  grudging  Mr.  Montagu  the  aid  of  Greece,  that 
we  will  give  him  Rome  into  the  bargain.  We  ac¬ 
knowledge  that  the  honourable  senators  who  tried 
Verres  received  presents  which  were  worth  more  than 
the  fee-simple  of  York  House  and  Gorhambury  to¬ 
gether,  and  that  the  no  less  honourable  senators  and 
knights  who  professed  to  believe  in  the  alibi  of 
Clodius  obtained  marks  still  more  extraordinary  of 
the  esteem  and  gratitude  of  the  defendant.  In  short, 
we  are  ready  to  admit  that,  before  Bacon’s  time,  and 
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in  Bacon’s  time,  judges  were  in  the  habit  of  receiv¬ 
ing  gifts  from  suitors. 

But  is  this  a  defence?  We  think  not.  The  rob¬ 
beries  of  Cacus  and  Barabbas  are  no  apology  for 
those  of  Turpin.  The  conduct  of  the  two  men  of 
Belial  who  swore  away  the  life  of  Naboth  has  never 
been  cited  as  an  excuse  for  the  perjuries  of  Oates 
and  Dangerfield.  Mr.  Montagu  has  confounded  two 
things  which  it  is  necessary  carefully  to  distinguish 
from  each  other,  if  we  wish  to  form  a  correct  judg¬ 
ment  of  the  characters  of  men  of  other  countries  and 
other  times.  That  an  immoral  action  is,  in  a  par¬ 
ticular  society,  generally  considered  as  innocent,  is  a 
good  plea  for  an  individual  who,  being  one  of  that 
society,  and  having  adopted  the  notions  which  prevail 
among  his  neighbours,  commits  that  actipn.  But  the 
circumstance  that  a  great  many  people  are  in  the  habit 
of  committing  immoral  actions  is  no  plea  at  all.  We 
should  think  it  unjust  to  call  St.  Louis  a  wicked  man, 
because,  in  an  age  in  which  toleration  was  generally 
regarded  as  a  sin,  he  persecuted  heretics.  We  should 
think  it  unjust  to  call  Cowper’s  friend,  John  Newton, 
a  hypocrite  and  monster,  because,  at  a  time  when  the 
slave-trade  was  commonly  considered  by  the  most  re¬ 
spectable  people  as  an  innocent  and  beneficial  traffic, 
he  went,  largely  provided  with  hymn-books  and  hand¬ 
cuffs,  on  a  Guinea  voyage.  But  the  circumstance  that 
there  are  twenty  thousand  thieves  in  London  is  no 
excuse  for  a  fellow  who  is  caught  breaking  into  a 
shop.  No  man  is  to  be  blamed  for  not  making  dis¬ 
coveries  in  morality,  for  not  finding  out  that  some¬ 
thing  which  every  body  else  thinks  to  be  good  is  really 
bad.  But,  if  a  man  does  that  which  he  and  all 
around  him  know  to  be  bad,  it  is  no  excuse  for  him 
that  many  others  have  done  the  same.  We  should 
be  ashamed  of  spending  so  much  time  in  pointing 
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out  so  clear  a  distinction,  but  that  Mr.  Montagu 
seems  altogether  to  overlook  it. 

Now,  to  apply  these  principles  to  the  case  before 
us ;  let  Mr.  Montagu  prove  that,  in  Bacon’s  age,  the 
practices  for  which  Bacon  was  punished  were  gene¬ 
rally  considered  as  innocent ;  and  we  admit  that  he 
has  made  out  his  point.  But  this  we  defy  him  to  do. 
That  these  practices  were  common  we  admit.  But 
they  were  common  just  as  all  wickedness  to  which 
there  is  strong  temptation  always  was  and  always 
will  be  common.  They  were  common  just  as  theft, 
cheating,  perjury,  adultery  have  always  been  common. 
They  were  common,  not  because  people  did  not  know 
what  was  right,  but  because  people  liked  to  do  what 
was  wrong.  They  were  common,  though  prohibited 
by  law.  They  were  common,  though  condemned 
by  public  opinion.  They  were  common,  because  in 
that  age  law  and  public  opinion  united  had  not 
sufficient  force  to  restrain  the  greediness  of  powerful 
and  unprincipled  magistrates.  They  were  common, 
as  every  crime  will  be  common  when  the  gain  to 
which  it  leads  is  great,  and  the  chance  of  punishment 
small.  But,  though  common,  they  were  universally 
allowed  to  be  altogether  unjustifiable ;  they  were  in 
the  highest  degree  odious  ;  and,  though  many  were 
guilty  of  them,  none  had  the  audacity  publicly  to 
avow  and  defend  them. 

VVe  could  give  a  thousand  proofs  that  the  opinion 
then  entertained  concerning  these  practices  was  such 
as  we  have  described.  But  we  will  content  ourselves 
with  calling  a  single  witness,  honest  Hugh  Latimer. 
His  sermons,  preached  more  than  seventy  years 
before  the  inquiry  into  Bacon’s  conduct,  abound  with 
the  sharpest  invectives  against  those  very  practices 
of  which  Bacon  was  guilty,  and  which,  as  Mr. 
Montagu  seems  to  think,  nobody  ever  considered  as 
blamable  till  Bacon  was  punished  for  them.  We 
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could  easily  fill  twenty  pages  with  the  homely,  but 
just  and  forcible  rhetoric  of  the  brave  old  bishop. 
We  shall  select  a  few  passages  as  fair  specimens,  and 
no  more  than  fair  specimens,  of  the  rest.  “ Omnes 
diligunt  munera.  They  all  love  bribes.  Bribery  is  a 
princely  kind  of  thieving.  They  will  be  waged  by  the 
rich,  either  to  give  sentence  against  the  poor,  or  to 
put  off  the  poor  man’s  cause.  This  is  the  noble  theft 
of  princes  and  magistrates.  They  are  bribe-takers. 
Nowadays  they  call  them  gentle  rewards.  Let  them 
leave  their  colouring,  and  call  them  by  their  Christian 
name — bribes.”  And  again  ;  “  Cambyses  was  a  great 
emperor,  such  another  as  our  master  is.  He  had 
many  lord  deputies,  lord  presidents,  and  lieutenants 
under  him.  It  is  a  great  while  ago  since  I  read  the 
history.  It  chanced  he  had  under  him  in  one  of  his 
dominions  a  briber,  a  gift-taker,  a  gratifier  of  rich 
men  ;  he  followed  gifts  as  fast  as  he  that  followed  the 
pudding,  a  handmaker  in  his  office  to  make  his  son  a 
great  man,  as  the  old  saying  is :  Happy  is  the  child 
whose  father  goeth  to  the  devil.  The  cry  of  the  poor 
widow  came  to  the  emperor’s  ear,  and  caused  him  to 
flay  the  judge  quick,  and  laid  his  skin  in  the  chair  of 
judgment,  that  all  judges  that  should  give  judgment 
afterward  should  sit  in  the  same  skin.  Surely  it  was 
a  goodly  sign,  a  goodly  monument,  the  sign  of  the 
judge’s  skin.  I  pray  God  we  may  once  see  the 
skin  in  England.”  “  I  am  sure,”  says  he  in  another 
sermon,  “  this  is  scala  inferni ,  the  right  way  to  hell, 
to  be  covetous,  to  take  bribes,  and  pervert  justice. 
If  a  judge  should  ask  me  the  way  to  hell,  I  would 
show  him  this  way.  First,  let  him  be  a  covetous 
man ;  let  his  heart  be  poisoned  with  coveteousness. 
Then  let  him  go  a  little  further  and  take  bribes  ;  and, 
lastly,  pervert  judgment.  Lo,  here  is  the  mother,  and 
the  daughter,  and  the  daughter’s  daughter.  Avarice 
is  the  mother  :  she  brings  forth  bribe-taking,  and 
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bribe-taking  perverting  of  judgment  There  lacks 
a  fourth  thing  to  make  up  the  mess,  which,  so  help 
me  God,  if  I  were  judge,  should  be  hangu7ti  tuum,  a 
Tyburn  tippet  to  take  with  him  ;  an  it  were  the 
judge  of  the  King’s  Bench,  my  Lord  Chief  Judge  of 
England,  yea,  an  it  were  my  Lord  Chancellor  himself, 
to  Tyburn  with  him.”  We  will  quote  but  one  more 
passage.  “He  that  took  the  silver  basin  and  ewer 
for  a  bribe,  thinketh  that  it  will  never  come  out. 
But  he  may  now  know  that  I  know  it,  and  I  know  it 
not  alone  ;  there  be  more  beside  me  that  know  it.  Oh, 
briber  and  bribery  !  He  was  never  a  good  man  that 
will  so  take  bribes.  Nor  can  I  believe  that  he  that  is 
a  briber  will  be  a  good  justice.  It  will  never  be  merry 
in  England  till  we  have  the  skins  of  such.  For  what 
needeth  bribing  where  men  do  their  things  uprightly  ?  ” 
This  was  not  the  language  of  a  great  philosopher 
who  had  made  new  discoveries  in  moral  and  political 
science.  It  was  the  plain  talk  of  a  plain  man,  who 
sprang  from  the  body  of  the  people,  who  sympathised 
strongly  with  their  wants  and  their  feelings,  and  who 
boldly  uttered  their  opinions.  It  was  on  account  of 
the  fearless  way  in  which  stout-hearted  old  Hugh 
exposed  the  misdeeds  of  men  in  ermine  tippets  and 
gold  collars,  that  the  Londoners  cheered  him,  as  he 
walked  down  the  Strand  to  preach  at  Whitehall, 
struggled  for  a  touch  of  his  gown,  and  bawled  “  Have 
at  them,  Father  Latimer.”  It  is  plain,  from  the  pas¬ 
sages  which  we  have  quoted,  and  from  fifty  others 
which  we  might  quote,  that,  long  before  Bacon  was 
born,  the  accepting  of  presents  by  a  judge  was  known 
to  be  a  wicked  and  shameful  act,  that  the  fine  words 
under  which  it  was  the  fashion  to  veil  such  corrupt 
practices  were  even  then  seen  through  by  the 
common  people,  that  the  distinction  in  which  Mr. 
Montagu  insists  between  compliments  and  bribes  was 
even  then  laughed  at  as  a  mere  colouring.  There 
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may  be  some  oratorical  exaggeration  in  what  Latimer 
says  about  the  Tyburn  tippet  and  the  sign  of  the 
judge’s  skin  ;  but  the  fact  that  he  ventured  to  use 
such  expressions  is  amply  sufficient  to  prove  that  the 
gift-taking  judges,  the  receivers  of  silver  basins  and 
ewers,  were  regarded  as  such  pests  of  the  common¬ 
wealth  that  a  venerable  divine  might,  without  any 
breach  of  Christian  charity,  publicly  pray  to  God  for 
their  detection  and  their  condign  punishment. 

Mr.  Montagu  tells  us,  most  justly,  that  we  ought 
not  to  transfer  the  opinions  of  our  age  to  a  former 
age.  But  he  has  himself  committed  a  greater  error 
than  that  against  which  he  has  cautioned  his  readers. 
Without  any  evidence,  nay,  in  the  face  of  the  strongest 
evidence,  he  ascribes  to  the  people  of  a  former  age  a 
set  of  opinions  which  no  people  ever  held.  But  any 
hypothesis  is  in  his  view  more  probable  than  that 
Bacon  should  have  been  a  dishonest  man.  We  firmly 
believe  that,  if  papers  were  to  be  discovered  which 
should  irresistibly  prove  that  Bacon  was  concerned  in 
the  poisoning  of  Sir  Thomas  Overbury,  Mr.  Montagu 
would  tell  us  that,  at  the  beginning  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  it  was  not  thought  improper  in  a  man  to  put 
arsenic  into  the  broth  of  his  friends,  and  that  we  ought 
to  blame,  not  Bacon,  but  the  age  in  which  he  lived. 

But  why  should  we  have  recourse  to  any  other 
evidence,  when  the  proceeding  against  Lord  Bacon 
is  itself  the  best  evidence  on  the  subject?  When 
Mr.  Montagu  tells  us  that  we  ought  not  to  transfer 
the  opinions  of  our  age  to  Bacon’s  age,  he  appears 
altogether  to  forget  that  it  was  by  men  of  Bacon’s 
own  age  that  Bacon  was  prosecuted,  tried,  convicted, 
and  sentenced.  Did  not  they  know  what  their  own 
opinions  were  ?  Did  not  they  know  whether  they 
thought  the  taking  of  gifts  by  a  judge  a  crime  or 
not  ?  Mr.  Montagu  complains  bitterly  that  Bacon 
was  induced  to  abstain  from  making  a  defence.  But, 
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if  Bacon’s  defence  resembled  that  which  is  made  for 
him  in  the  volume  before  us,  it  would  have  been  un¬ 
necessary  to  trouble  the  Houses  with  it.  The  Lords 
and  Commons  did  not  want  Bacon  to  tell  them  the 
thoughts  of  their  own  hearts,  to  inform  them  that 
they  did  not  consider  such  practices  as  those  in  which 
they  had  detected  him  as  at  all  culpable.  Mr. 
Montagu’s  proposition  may  indeed  be  fairly  stated 
thus  : — -It  was  very  hard  that  Bacon’s  contemporaries 
should  think  it  wrong  in  him  to  do  what  they  did 
not  think  it  wrong  in  him  to  do.  Hard  indeed  ;  and 
withal  somewhat  improbable.  Will  any  person  say 
that  the  Commons  who  impeached  Bacon  for  taking 
presents,  and  the  Lords  who  sentenced  him  to  fine, 
imprisonment  and  degradation  for  taking  presents, 
did  not  know  that  the  taking  of  presents  was  a  crime  ? 
Or,  will  any  person  say  that  Bacon  did  not  know 
what  the  whole  House  of  Commons  and  the  whole 
House  of  Lords  knew  ?  Nobody  who  is  not  prepared 
to  maintain  one  of  these  absurd  propositions  can  deny 
that  Bacon  committed  what  he  knew  to  be  a  crime. 

It  cannot  be  pretended  that  the  Houses  were 
seeking  occasion  to  ruin  Bacon,  and  that  they  there¬ 
fore  brought  him  to  punishment  on  charges  which 
they  themselves  knew  to  be  frivolous.  In  no  quarter 
was  there  the  faintest  indication  of  a  disposition  to 
treat  him  harshly.  Through  the  whole  proceeding 
there  was  no  symptom  of  personal  animosity  or  of 
factious  violence  in  either  House.  Indeed,  we  will 
venture  to  say  that  no  State-Trial  in  our  history  is 
more  creditable  to  all  who  took  part  in  it,  either  as 
prosecutors  or  judges.  The  decency,  the  gravity,  the 
public  spirit,  the  justice  moderated  but  not  unnerved 
by  compassion,  which  appeared  in  every  part  of  the 
transaction,  would  do  honour  to  the  most  respectable 
public  men  of  our  own  times.  The  accusers,  while 
they  discharged  their  duty  to  their  constituents  by 
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bringing  the  misdeeds  of  the  Chancellor  to  light, 
spoke  with  admiration  of  his  many  eminent  qualities. 
The  Lords,  while  condemning  him,  complimented 
him  on  the  ingenuousness  of  his  confession,  and 
spared  him  the  humiliation  of  a  public  appearance 
at  their  bar.  So  strong  was  the  contagion  of  good 
feeling  that  even  Sir  Edward  Coke,  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life,  behaved  like  a  gentleman.  No  criminal 
ever  had  more  temperate  prosecutors  than  Bacon. 
No  criminal  ever  had  more  favourable  judges.  If  he 
was  convicted,  it  was  because  it  was  impossible  to 
acquit  him  without  offering  the  grossest  outrage  to 
justice  and  common  sense. 

Mr.  Montagu’s  other  argument,  namely,  that 
Bacon,  though  he  took  gifts,  did  not  take  bribes, 
seems  to  us  as  futile  as  that  which  we  have  considered. 
Indeed,  we  might  be  content  to  leave  it  to  be 
answered  by  the  plainest  man  among  our  readers. 
Demosthenes  noticed  it  with  contempt  more  than 
two  thousand  years  ago.  Latimer,  we  have  seen, 
treated  this  sophistry  with  similar  disdain.  “  Leave 
colouring,”  said  he,  “  and  call  these  things  by  their 
Christian  name,  bribes.”  Mr.  Montagu  attempts, 
somewhat  unfairly,  we  must  say,  to  represent  the 
presents  which  Bacon  received  as  similar  to  the 
perquisites  which  suitors  paid  to  the  members  of  the 
Parliaments  of  France.  The  French  magistrate  had 
a  legal  right  to  his  fee ;  and  the  amount  of  the  fee 
was  regulated  by  law.  Whether  this  be  a  good  mode 
of  remunerating  judges  is  not  the  question.  But 
what  analogy  is  there  between  payments  of  this  sort 
and  the  presents  which  Bacon  received,  presents 
which  were  not  sanctioned  by  the  law,  which  were 
not  made  under  the  public  eye,  and  of  which  the 
amount  was  regulated  only  by  private  bargain 
between  the  magistrate  and  the  suitor  ? 

Again,  it  is  mere  trifling  to  say  that  Bacon  could 
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not  have  meant  to  act  corruptly,  because  he  employed 
the  agency  of  men  of  rank,  of  bishops,  privy- council¬ 
lors,  and  members  of  Parliament ;  as  if  the  whole 
history  of  that  generation  was  not  full  of  the  low 
actions  of  high  people ;  as  if  it  was  not  notorious 
that  men,  as  exalted  in  rank  as  any  of  the  decoys 
that  Bacon  employed,  had  pimped  for  Somerset, 
and  poisoned  Overbury. 

But,  says  Mr.  Montagu,  these  presents  “  were 
made  openly  and  with  the  greatest  publicity.”  This 
would  indeed  be  a  strong  argument  in  favour  of 
Bacon.  But  we  deny  the  fact.  In  one,  and  one  only, 
of  the  cases  in  which  Bacon  was  accused  of  corruptly 
receiving  gifts,  does  he  appear  to  have  received  a  gift 
publicly.  This  was  in  a  matter  depending  between 
the  Company  of  Apothecaries  and  the  Company  of 
Grocers.  Bacon  in  his  Confession,  insisted  strongly 
on  the  circumstance  that  he  had  on  this  occasion 
taken  a  present  publicly,  as  a  proof  that  he  had  not 
taken  it  corruptly.  Is  it  not  clear  that,  if  he  had 
taken  the  presents  mentioned  in  the  other  charges 
in  the  same  public  manner,  he  would  have  dwelt  on 
this  point  in  his  answer  to  those  charges  ?  The  fact 
that  he  insists  so  strongly  on  the  publicity  of  one 
particular  present  is  of  itself  sufficient  to  prove  that 
the  other  presents  were  not  publicly  taken.  Why  he 
took  this  present  publicly  and  the  rest  secretly,  is 
evident.  He  on  that  occasion  acted  openly,  because 
he  was  acting  honestly.  He  was  not  on  that  occasion 
sitting  judicially.  He  was  called  in  to  effect  an 
amicable  arrangement  between  two  parties.  Both 
were  satisfied  with  his  decision.  Both  joined  in 
making  him  a  present  in  return  for  his  trouble. 
Whether  it  was  quite  delicate  in  a  man  of  his  rank 
to  accept  a  present  under  such  circumstances,  may 
be  questioned.  But  there  is  no  ground  in  this  case 
for  accusing  him  of  corruption. 
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Unhappily,  the  very  circumstances  which  prove 
him  to  have  been  innocent  in  this  case  prove  him  to 
have  been  guilty  on  the  other  charges.  Once,  and 
once  only,  he  alleges  that  he  received  a  present  pub¬ 
licly.  The  natural  inference  is  that  in  all  the  other 
cases  mentioned  in  the  articles  against  him  he  re¬ 
ceived  presents  secretly.  When  we  examine  the 
single  case  in  which  he  alleges  that  he  received  a  pre¬ 
sent  publicly,  we  find  that  it  is  also  the  single  case  in 
which  there  was  no  gross  impropriety  in  his  receiving  a 
present.  Is  it  then  possible  to  doubt  that  his  reason 
for  not  receiving  other  presents  in  as  public  a  manner 
was  that  he  knew  that  it  was  wrong  to  receive  them  ? 

One  argument  still  remains,  plausible  in  appear¬ 
ance,  but  admitting  of  easy  and  complete  refutation. 
The  two  chief  complainants,  Aubrey  and  Egerton, 
had  both  made  presents  to  the  Chancellor.  But  he  had 
decided  against  them  both.  Therefore,  he  had  not 
received  those  presents  as  bribes.  “  The  complaints 
of  his  accusers  were,”  says  Mr.  Montagu,  “  not  that 
the  gratuities  had,  but  that  they  had  not  influenced 
Bacon’s  judgment,  as  he  had  decided  against  them.” 

The  truth  is,  that  it  is  precisely  in  this  way  that 
an  extensive  system  of  corruption  is  generally  de¬ 
tected.  A  person  who,  by  a  bribe,  has  procured  a 
decree  in  his  favour,  is  by  no  means  likely  to  come 
forward  of  his  own  accord  as  an  accuser.  He  is  con¬ 
tent.  He  has  his  quid  pro  quo.  He  is  not  impelled 
either  by  interested  or  by  vindictive  motives  to  bring 
the  transaction  before  the  public.  On  the  contrary, 
he  has  almost  as  strong  motives  for  holding  his  tongue 
as  the  judge  himself  can  have.  But  when  a  judge 
practises  corruption,  as  we  fear  that  Bacon  practised 
it,  on  a  large  scale,  and  has  many  agents  looking  out 
in  different  quarters  for  prey,  it  will  sometimes  hap¬ 
pen  that  he  will  be  bribed  on  both  sides.  It  will  some¬ 
times  happen  that  he  will  receive  money  from  suitors 
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who  are  so  obviously  in  the  wrong  that  he  cannot  with 
decency  do  any  thing  to  serve  them.  Thus  he  will  now 
and  then  be  forced  to  pronounce  against  a  person 
from  whom  he  has  received  a  present ;  and  he  makes 
that  person  a  deadly  enemy.  The  hundreds  who 
have  got  what  they  paid  for  remain  quiet.  It  is  the 
two  or  three  who  have  paid,  and  have  nothing  to  show 
for  their  money,  who  are  noisy. 

The  memorable  case  of  the  Goezmans  is  an  ex¬ 
ample  of  this.  Beaumarchais  had  an  important  suit 
depending  before  the  Parliament  of  Paris.  M.  Goez- 
man  was  the  judge  on  whom  chiefly  the  decision 
depended.  It  was  hinted  to  Beaumarchais  that 
Madame  Goezman  might  be  propitiated  by  a  present. 
He  accordingly  offered  a  purse  of  gold  to  the  lady, 
who  received  it  graciously.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
that,  if  the  decision  of  the  court  had  been  favourable 
to  him,  these  things  would  never  have  been  known 
to  the  world.  But  he  lost  his  cause.  Almost  the 
whole  sum  which  he  had  expended  in  bribery  was 
immediately  refunded  ;  and  those  who  had  disap¬ 
pointed  him  probably  thought  that  he  would  not,  for 
the  mere  gratification  of  his  malevolence,  make  public 
a  transaction  which  was  discreditable  to  himself  as 
well  as  to  them.  They  knew  little  of  him.  He  soon 
taught  them  to  curse  the  day  in  which  they  had 
dared  to  trifle  with  a  man  of  so  revengeful  and  tur¬ 
bulent  a  spirit,  of  such  dauntless  effrontery,  and  of 
such  eminent  talents  for  controversy  and  satire.  He 
compelled  the  Parliament  to  put  a  degrading  stigma 
on  M.  Goezman.  He  drove  Madame  Goezman  to  a 
convent.  Till  it  was  too  late  to  pause,  his  excited 
passions  did  not  suffer  him  to  remember  that  he 
could  effect  their  ruin  only  by  disclosures  ruinous  to 
himself.  We  could  give  other  instances.  But  it  is 
needless.  No  person  well  acquainted  with  human 
nature  can  fail  to  perceive  that,  if  the  doctrine  for 
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which  Mr.  Montagu  contends  were  admitted,  society 
would  be  deprived  of  almost  the  only  chance  which 
it  has  of  detecting  the  corrupt  practices  of  judges. 

We  return  to  our  narrative.  The  sentence  of 
Bacon  had  scarcely  been  pronounced  when  it  was 
mitigated.  He  was  indeed  sent  to  the  Tower.  But 
this  was  merely  a  form.  In  two  days  he  was  set  at 
liberty,  and  soon  after  he  retired  to  Gorhambury. 
His  fine  was  speedily  released  by  the  Crown.  He 
was  next  suffered  to  present  himself  at  Court ;  and 
at  length,  in  1624,  the  rest  of  his  punishment  was 
remitted.  He  was  now  at  liberty  to  resume  his 
seat  in  the  House  of  Lords,  and  he  was  actually 
summoned  to  the  next  Parliament.  But  age,  in¬ 
firmity,  and  perhaps  shame,  prevented  him  from 
attending.  The  Government  allowed  him  a  pension 
of  twelve  hundred  pounds  a  year ;  and  his  whole 
annual  income  is  estimated  by  Mr.  Montagu  at  two 
thousand  five  hundred  pounds,  a  sum  which  was 
probably  above  the  average  income  of  a  nobleman 
of  that  generation,  and  which  was  certainly  sufficient 
for  comfort  and  even  for  splendour.  Unhappily, 
Bacon  was  fond  of  display,  and  unused  to  pay 
minute  attention  to  domestic  affairs.  He  was  not 
easily  persuaded  to  give  up  any  part  of  the  magnifi¬ 
cence  to  which  he  had  been  accustomed  in  the  time 
of  his  power  and  prosperity.  No  pressure  of  distress 
could  induce  him  to  part  with  the  woods  of  Gorham¬ 
bury.  “  I  will  not,”  he  said,  “  be  stripped  of  my 
feathers.”  He  travelled  with  so  splendid  an  equip¬ 
age  and  so  large  a  retinue  that  Prince  Charles,  who 
once  fell  in  with  him  on  the  road,  exclaimed  with 
surprise,  “  Well ;  do  what  we  can,  this  man  scorns 
to  go  out  in  snuff.”  This  carelessness  and  ostenta¬ 
tion  reduced  Bacon  to  frequent  distress.  He  was 
under  the  necessity  of  parting  with  York  House, 
and  of  taking  up  his  residence,  during  his  visits  to 
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London,  at  his  old  Chambers  in  Gray’s  Inn.  He 
had  other  vexations,  the  exact  nature  of  which  is 
unknown.  It  is  evident  from  his  will  that  some 
part  of  his  wife’s  conduct  had  greatly  disturbed  and 
irritated  him. 

But,  whatever  might  be  his  pecuniary  difficulties 
or  his  conjugal  discomforts,  the  powers  of  his  intellect 
still  remained  undiminished.  Those  noble  studies 
for  which  he  had  found  leisure  in  the  midst  of  pro¬ 
fessional  drudgery  and  of  courtly  intrigues  gave  to 
this  last  sad  stage  of  his  life  a  dignity  beyond  what 
power  or  titles  could  bestow.  Impeached,  convicted, 
sentenced,  driven  with  ignominy  from  the  presence 
of  his  Sovereign,  shut  out  from  the  deliberations  of 
his  fellow  nobles,  loaded  with  debt,  branded  with 
dishonour,  sinking  under  the  weight  of  years,  sorrows, 
and  diseases,  Bacon  was  Bacon  still.  “  My  conceit 
of  his  person,”  says  Ben  Jonson  very  finely,  “was 
never  increased  towards  him  by  his  place  or  honours  ; 
but  I  have  and  do  reverence  him  for  the  greatness 
that  was  only  proper  to  himself ;  in  that  he  seemed 
to  me  ever,  by  his  work,  one  of  the  greatest  men 
and  most  worthy  of  admiration,  that  had  been  in 
many  ages.  In  his  adversity  I  ever  prayed  that  God 
would  give  him  strength  ;  for  greatness  he  could 
not  want.” 

The  services  which  Bacon  rendered  to  letters 
during  the  last  five  years  of  his  life,  amidst  ten 
thousand  distractions  and  vexations,  increase  the 
regret,  with  which  we  think  on  the  many  years 
which  he  had  wasted,  to  use  the  words  of  Sir 
Thomas  Bodley,  “  on  such  study  as  was  not  worthy 
of  such  a  student.”  He  commenced  a  Digest  of  the 
Laws  of  England,  a  History  of  England  under  the 
Princes  of  the  House  of  Tudor,  a  body  of  Natural 
History,  a  Philosophical  Romance.  He  made  ex¬ 
tensive  and  valuable  additions  to  his  Essays.  He 
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published  the  inestimable  Treatise  De  Augmentis 
Scientiarum.  The  very  trifles  with  which  he  amused 
himself  in  hours  of  pain  and  languor  bore  the  mark 
of  his  mind.  The  best  collection  of  jests  in  the 
world  is  that  which  he  dictated  from  memory,  with¬ 
out  referring  to  any  book,  on  a  day  on  which  illness 
had  rendered  him  incapable  of  serious  study. 

The  great  apostle  of  experimental  philosophy 
was  destined  to  be  its  martyr.  It  had  occurred  to 
him  that  snow  might  be  used  with  advantage  for 
the  purpose  of  preventing  animal  substances  from 
putrefying.  On  a  very  cold  day,  early  in  the  spring 
of  the  year  1626,  he  alighted  from  his  coach  near 
Highgate,  in  order  to  try  the  experiment.  He  went 
into  a  cottage,  bought  a  fowl,  and  with  his  own 
hands  stuffed  it  with  snow.  While  thus  engaged  he 
felt  a  sudden  chill,  and  was  soon  so  much  indisposed 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  return  to  Gray’s 
Inn.  The  Earl  of  Arundel,  with  whom  he  was  well 
acquainted,  had  a  house  at  Highgate.  To  that  house 
Bacon  was  carried.  The  Earl  was  absent ;  but  the 
servants  who  were  in  charge  of  the  place  showed 
great  respect  and  attention  to  the  illustrious  guest. 
Here,  after  an  illness  of  about  a  week,  he  expired 
early  on  the  morning  of  Easter-day,  1626.  His 
mind  appears  to  have  retained  its  strength  and  liveli¬ 
ness  to  the  end.  He  did  not  forget  the  fowl  which 
had  caused  his  death.  In  the  last  letter  that  he 
ever  wrote,  with  fingers  which,  as  he  said,  could  not 
steadily  hold  a  pen,  he  did  not  omit  to  mention  that 
the  experiment  of  the  snow  had  succeeded  “  excel¬ 
lently  well.” 

Our  opinion  of  the  moral  character  of  this  great 
man  has  already  been  sufficiently  explained.  Had 
his  life  been  passed  in  literary  retirement,  he  would, 
in  all  probability,  have  deserved  to  be  considered,  not 
only  as  a  great  philosopher,  but  as  a  worthy  and 
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good-natured  member  of  society.  But  neither  his 
principles  nor  his  spirit  were  such  as  could  be  trusted, 
when  strong  temptations  were  to  be  resisted,  and 
serious  dangers  to  be  braved. 

In  his  will  he  expressed  with  singular  brevity, 
energy,  dignity,  and  pathos,  a  mournful  consciousness 
that  his  actions  had  not  been  such  as  to  entitle  him 
to  the  esteem  of  those  under  whose  observation  his 
life  had  been  passed,  and,  at  the  same  time,  a  proud 
confidence  that  his  writings  had  secured  for  him  a 
high  and  permanent  place  among  the  benefactors  of 
mankind.  So  at  least  we  understand  those  striking 
words  which  have  been  often  quoted,  but  which  we 
must  quote  once  more :  “  For  my  name  and  memory, 
I  leave  it  to  men’s  charitable  speeches,  and  to  foreign 
nations,  and  to  the  next  age.” 

His  confidence  was  just.  From  the  day  of  his 
death  his  fame  has  been  constantly  and  steadily  pro¬ 
gressive  ;  and  we  have  no  doubt  that  his  name  will 
be  named  with  reverence  to  the  latest  ages,  and  to 
the  remotest  ends  of  the  civilised  world. 

The  chief  peculiarity  of  Bacon’s  philosophy  seems 
to  us  to  have  been  this,  that  it  aimed  at  things 
altogether  different  from  those  which  his  predecessors 
had  proposed  to  themselves.  This  was  his  own 
opinion.  “  Finis  scientiarum,”  says  he,  “  a  nemine 
adhuc  bene  positus  est.” 1  And  again,  “  Omnium 
gravissimus  error  in  deviatione  ab  ultimo  doctrinarum 
fine  consistit.” 2  “  Nec  ipsa  meta,”  says  he  elsewhere, 
“adhuc  ulli,  quod  sciam,  mortalium  posita  est  et 
defixa.”3  The  more  carefully  his  works  are  ex¬ 
amined,  the  more  clearly,  we  think,  it  will  appear 
that  this  is  the  real  clue  to  his  whole  system,  and 
that  he  used  means  different  from  those  used  by 
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other  philosophers,  because  he  wished  to  arrive  at  an 
end  altogether  different  from  theirs. 

What  then  was  the  end  which  Bacon  proposed 
to  himself  ?  It  was,  to  use  his  own  emphatic  ex¬ 
pression,  “  fruit.”  It  was  the  multiplying  of  human 
enjoyments  and  the  mitigating  of  human  sufferings. 
It  was  “  the  relief  of  man’s  estate.” 1  It  was 
“  commodis  humanis  inservire.” 2  It  was  “  efficaciter 
operari  ad  sublevanda  vitae  humanae  incommoda.”3 
It  was  “  dotare  vitam  humanam  novis  inventis  et 
copiis.”4  It  was  “genus  humanum  novis  operibus  et 
potestatibus  continuo  dotare.” 5  This  was  the  object  of 
all  his  speculations  in  every  department  of  science,  in 
natural  philosophy,  in  legislation,  in  politics,  in  morals. 

Two  words  form  the  key  of  the  Baconian  doctrine, 
Utility  and  Progress.  The  ancient  philosophy  dis¬ 
dained  to  be  useful,  and  was  content  to  be  stationary. 
It  dealt  largely  in  theories  of  moral  perfection,  which 
were  so  sublime  that  they  never  could  be  more  than 
theorists  ;  in  attempts  to  solve  insoluble  enigmas  ;  in 
exhortations  to  the  attainment  of  unattainable  frames 
of  mind.  It  could  not  condescend  to  the  humble 
office  of  ministering  to  the  comfort  of  human  beings. 
All  the  schools  contemned  that  office  as  degrad¬ 
ing  ;  some  censured  it  as  immoral.  Once  indeed 
Posidonius,  a  distinguished  writer  of  the  age  of 
Cicero  and  Caesar,  so  far  forgot  himself  as  to  enume¬ 
rate,  among  the  humbler  blessings  which  mankind 
owed  to  philosophy,  the  discovery  of  the  principle  of 
the  arch,  and  the  introduction  of  the  use  of  metals. 
This  eulogy  was  considered  as  an  affront,  and  was 
taken  up  with  proper  spirit.  Seneca  vehemently 
disclaims  these  insulting  compliments.6  Philosophy, 

'  Advancement  of  Learning,  Book  i. 

2  De  Augments,  Lib.  7.  Cap.  1.  s  De  Augmentis,  Lib.  2.  Cap.  2. 
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according  to  him,  has  nothing  to  do  with  teaching 
men  to  rear  arched  roofs  over  their  heads.  The  true 
philosopher  does  not  care  whether  he  has  an  arched 
roof  or  any  roof.  Philosophy  has  nothing  to  do  with 
teaching  men  the  uses  of  metals.  She  teaches  us  to 
be  independent  of  all  material  substances,  of  all 
mechanical  contrivances.  The  wise  man  lives  ac¬ 
cording  to  nature.  Instead  of  attempting  to  add  to 
the  physical  comforts  of  his  species,  he  regrets  that 
his  lot  was  not  cast  in  that  golden  age  when  the 
human  race  had  no  protection  against  the  cold  but 
the  skins  of  wild  beasts,  no  screen  from  the  sun  but 
a  cavern.  To  impute  to  such  a  man  any  share  in 
the  invention  or  improvement  of  a  plough,  a  ship,  or 
a  mill,  is  an  insult.  “  In  my  own  time,”  says  Seneca, 
“  there  have  been  inventions  of  this  sort,  transparent 
windows,  tubes  for  diffusing  warmth  equally  through 
all  parts  of  a  building,  short-hand,  which  has  been 
carried  to  such  a  perfection  that  a  writer  can  keep 
pace  with  the  most  rapid  speaker.  But  the  inventing 
of  such  things  is  drudgery  for  the  lowest  slaves  ;  philo¬ 
sophy  lies  deeper.  It  is  not  her  office  to  teach  men 
how  to  use  their  hands.  The  object  of  her  lessons  is 
to  form  the  soul.  Non  est,  inquam ,  instrumentorum 
ad  nsus  necessarios  opifex."  If  the  non  were  left  out, 
this  last  sentence  would  be  no  bad  description  of  the 
Baconian  philosophy,  and  would,  indeed,  very  much 
resemble  several  expressions  in  the  Novum  Organum. 
“  We  shall  next  be  told,”  exclaims  Seneca,  “  that 
the  first  shoemaker  was  a  philosopher.”  For  our 
own  part,  if  we  are  forced  to  make  our  choice  between 
the  first  shoemaker,  and  the  author  of  the  three 
books  On  Anger,  we  pronounce  for  the  shoemaker. 
It  may  be  worse  to  be  angry  than  to  be  wet.  But 
shoes  have  kept  millions  from  being  wet ;  and  we 
doubt  whether  Seneca  ever  kept  any  body  from  being 
angry. 
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It  is  very  reluctantly  that  Seneca  can  be  brought 
to  confess  that  any  philosopher  had  ever  paid  the 
smallest  attention  to  any  thing  that  could  possibly 
promote  what  vulgar  people  would  consider  as  the 
well-being  of  mankind.  He  labours  to  clear  Demo¬ 
critus  from  the  disgraceful  imputation  of  having 
made  the  first  arch,  and  Anacharsis  from  the  charge 
of  having  contrived  the  potter’s  wheel.  He  is  forced 
to  own  that  such  a  thing  might  happen  ;  and  it  may 
also  happen,  he  tells  us,  that  a  philosopher  may  be 
swift  of  foot.  But  it  is  not  in  his  character  of  philo¬ 
sopher  that  he  either  wins  a  race  or  invents  a  machine. 
No,  to  be  sure.  The  business  of  a  philosopher  was 
to  declaim  in  praise  of  poverty  with  two  millions 
sterling  out  at  usury,  to  meditate  epigrammatic  con¬ 
ceits  about  the  evils  of  luxury,  in  gardens  which 
moved  the  envy  of  sovereigns,  to  rant  about  liberty, 
while  fawning  on  the  insolent  and  pampered  freedmen 
of  a  tyrant,  to  celebrate  the  divine  beauty  of  virtue 
with  the  same  pen  which  had  just  before  written  a 
defence  of  the  murder  of  a  mother  by  a  son. 

From  the  cant  of  this  philosophy,  a  philosophy 
meanly  proud  of  its  own  unprofitableness,  it  is  de¬ 
lightful  to  turn  to  the  lessons  of  the  great  English 
teacher.  We  can  almost  forgive  all  the  faults  of 
Bacon’s  life  when  we  read  that  singularly  graceful 
and  dignified  passage  :  “  Ego  certe,  ut  de  me  ipso, 
quod  res  est,  loquar,  et  in  iis  quae  nunc  edo,  et  in  iis 
quae  in  posterum  meditor,  dignitatem  ingenii  et 
nominis  mei,  si  qua  sit,  saepius  sciens  et  volens 
projicio,  dum  commodis  humanis  inserviam  ;  quique 
architectus  fortasse  in  philosophia  et  scientiis  esse 
debeam,  etiam  operarius,  et  bajulus,  et  quidvis 
demum  fio,  cum  haud  pauca  quae  omnino  fieri 
necesse  sit,  alii  autem  ob  innatam  superbiam  subter- 
fugiant,  ipse  sustineam  et  exsequar.”  1  This  philan - 

1  De  Augmentis ,  Lib.  7-  Cap.  I. 
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thropia ,  which,  as  he  said  in  one  of  the  most  remark¬ 
able  of  his  early  letters,  “  was  so  fixed  in  his  mind, 
as  it  could  not  be  removed,”  this  majestic  humility, 
this  persuasion  that  nothing  can  be  too  insignificant 
for  the  attention  of  the  wisest,  which  is  not  too  in¬ 
significant  to  give  pleasure  or  pain  to  the  meanest, 
is  the  great  characteristic  distinction,  the  essential 
spirit  of  the  Baconian  philosophy.  We  trace  it  in 
all  that  Bacon  has  written  on  Physics,  on  Laws,  on 
Morals.  And  we  conceive  that  from  this  peculiarity 
all  the  other  peculiarities  of  his  system  directly  and 
almost  necessarily  sprang. 

The  spirit  which  appears  in  the  passage  of  Seneca 
to  which  we  have  referred  tainted  the  whole  body 
of  the  ancient  philosophy  from  the  time  of  Socrates 
downwards,  and  took  possession  of  intellects  with 
which  that  of  Seneca  cannot  for  a  moment  be  com¬ 
pared.  It  pervades  the  dialogues  of  Plato.  It  may 
be  distinctly  traced  in  many  parts  of  the  works  of 
Aristotle.  Bacon  has  dropped  hints  from  which  it 
may  be  inferred  that,  in  his  opinion,  the  prevalence  of 
this  feeling  was  in  a  great  measure  to  be  attributed 
to  the  influence  of  Socrates.  Our  great  countryman 
evidently  did  not  consider  the  revolution  which 
Socrates  effected  in  philosophy  as  a  happy  event,  and 
constantly  maintained  that  the  earlier  Greek  specu¬ 
lators,  Democritus  in  particular,  were,  on  the  whole, 
superior  to  their  more  celebrated  successors.1 

Assuredly  if  the  tree  which  Socrates  planted  and 
Plato  watered  is  to  be  judged  of  by  its  flowers  and 
leaves,  it  is  the  noblest  of  trees.  But  if  we  take  the 
homely  test  of  Bacon,  if  we  judge  of  the  tree  by  its 
fruits,  our  opinion  of  it  may  perhaps  be  less  favourable. 
When  we  sum  up  all  the  useful  truths  which  we  owe  to 

'Novum  Organum ,  Lib.  I.  Aph.  71.  79.  De  Augmcntis,  Lib.  3. 
Cap.  4.  De  principiis  atque  originibus.  Cogitata  et  Visa.  Redar¬ 
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that  philosophy,  to  what  do  they  amount  ?  We  find, 
indeed,  abundant  proofs  that  some  of  those  who 
cultivated  it  were  men  of  the  first  order  of  intellect. 
We  find  among  their  writings  incomparable  speci¬ 
mens  both  of  dialectical  and  rhetorical  art.  We  have 
no  doubt  that  the  ancient  controversies  were  of  use, 
in  so  far  as  they  served  to  exercise  the  faculties  of 
the  disputants  ;  for  there  is  no  controversy  so  idle 
that  it  may  not  be  of  use  in  this  way.  But,  when  we 
look  for  something  more,  for  something  which  adds 
to  the  comforts  or  alleviates  the  calamities  of  the 
human  race,  we  are  forced  to  own  ourselves  disap¬ 
pointed.  We  are  forced  to  say  with  Bacon  that  this 
celebrated  philosophy  ended  in  nothing  but  disputa¬ 
tion,  that  it  was  neither  a  vineyard  nor  an  olive- 
ground,  but  an  intricate  wood  of  briars  and  thistles, 
from  which  those  who  lost  themselves  in  it  brought 
back  many  scratches  and  no  food.1 

We  readily  acknowledge  that  some  of  the  teachers 
of  this  unfruitful  wisdom  were  among  the  greatest 
men  that  the  world  has  ever  seen.  If  we  admit 
the  justice  of  Bacon’s  censure,  we  admit  it  with 
regret,  similar  to  that  which  Dante  felt  when  he 
learned  the  fate  of  those  illustrious  heathens  who 
were  doomed  to  the  first  circle  of  Hell. 

“Gran  duol  mi  prese  al  cuor  quando  lo  ’ntesi, 
Perocche  gente  di  molto  valore 
Conobbi  che  ’n  quel  limbo  eran  sospesi.” 

But  in  truth  the  very  admiration  which  we  feel 
for  the  eminent  philosophers  of  antiquity  forces  us 
to  adopt  the  opinion  that  their  powers  were  system¬ 
atically  misdirected.  For  how  else  could  it  be  that 
such  powers  should  effect  so  little  for  mankind  ?  A 
pedestrian  may  show  as  much  muscular  vigour  on  a 
treadmill  as  on  the  highway  road.  But  on  the  road 
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his  vigour  will  assuredly  carry  him  forward  ;  and  on 
the  treadmill  he  will  not  advance  an  inch.  The 
ancient  philosophy  was  a  treadmill,  not  a  path.  It 
was  made  up  of  revolving  questions,  of  controversies 
which  were  always  beginning  again.  It  was  a  con¬ 
trivance  for  having  much  exertion  and  no  progress. 
We  must  acknowledge  that  more  than  once,  while 
contemplating  the  doctrines  of  the  Academy  and 
the  Portico,  even  as  they  appear  in  the  transparent 
splendour  of  Cicero’s  incomparable  diction,  we  have 
been  tempted  to  mutter  with  the  surly  centurion  in 
Persius,  “  Cur  quis  non  prandeat  hoc  est  ?  ”  What 
is  the  highest  good,  whether  pain  be  an  evil,  whether 
all  things  be  fated,  whether  we  can  be  certain  of  any 
thing,  whether  we  can  be  certain  that  we  are  certain 
of  nothing,  whether  a  wise  man  can  be  unhappy, 
whether  all  departures  from  right  be  equally  repre¬ 
hensible,  these,  and  other  questions  of  the  same  sort, 
occupied  the  brains,  the  tongues,  and  the  pens  of 
the  ablest  men  in  the  civilised  world  during  several 
centuries.  This  sort  of  philosophy,  it  is  evident, 
could  not  be  progressive.  It  might  indeed  sharpen 
and  invigorate  the  minds  of  those  who  devoted 
themselves  to  it ;  and  so  might  the  disputes  of  the 
orthodox  Lilliputians  and  the  heretical  Blefuscudians 
about  the  big  ends  and  the  little  ends  of  eggs.  But 
such  disputes  could  add  nothing  to  the  stock  of 
knowledge.  The  human  mind  accordingly,  instead 
of  marching,  merely  marked  time.  It  took  as  much 
trouble  as  would  have  sufficed  to  carry  it  forward  ; 
and  yet  remained  on  the  same  spot.  There  was  no 
accumulation  of  truth,  no  heritage  of  truth  acquired 
by  the  labour  of  one  generation  and  bequeathed  to 
another,  to  be  again  transmitted  with  large  additions 
to  a  third.  Where  this  philosophy  was  in  the  time 
of  Cicero,  there  it  continued  to  be  in  the  time  of 
Seneca,  and  there  it  continued  to  be  in  the  time  of 
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Favorinus.  The  same  sects  were  still  battling,  with 
the  same  unsatisfactory  arguments,  about  the  same 
interminable  questions.  There  had  been  no  want 
of  ingenuity,  of  zeal,  of  industry.  Every  trace  of 
intellectual  cultivation  was  there,  except  a  harvest. 
There  had  been  plenty  of  ploughing,  harrowing, 
reaping,  threshing.  But  the  garners  contained  only 
smut  and  stubble. 

The  ancient  philosophers  did  not  neglect  natural 
science  ;  but  they  did  not  cultivate  it  for  the  purpose 
of  increasing  the  power  and  ameliorating  the  con¬ 
dition  of  man.  The  taint  of  barrenness  had  spread 
from  ethical  to  physical  speculations.  Seneca  wrote 
largely  on  natural  philosophy,  and  magnified  the 
importance  of  that  study.  But  why?  Not  because 
it  tended  to  assuage  suffering,  to  multiply  the  con¬ 
veniences  of  life,  to  extend  the  empire  of  man  over 
the  material  world  ;  but  solely  because  it  tended  to 
raise  the  mind  above  low  cares,  to  separate  it  from 
the  body,  to  exercise  its  subtilty  in  the  solution  of 
very  obscure  questions.1  Thus  natural  philosophy 
was  considered  in  the  light  merely  of  a  mental  exer¬ 
cise.  It  was  made  subsidiary  to  the  art  of  disputa¬ 
tion  ;  and  it  consequently  proved  altogether  barren 
of  useful  discoveries. 

There  was  one  sect  which,  however  absurd  and 
pernicious  some  of  its  doctrines  may  have  been,  ought, 
it  should  seem,  to  have  merited  an  exception  from  the 
general  censure  which  Bacon  has  pronounced  on  the 
ancient  schools  of  wisdom.  The  Epicurean,  who  re¬ 
ferred  all  happiness  to  bodily  pleasure,  and  all  evil  to 
bodily  pain,  might  have  been  expected  to  exert  him¬ 
self  for  the  purpose  of  bettering  his  own  physical 
condition  and  that  of  his  neighbours.  But  the  thought 
seems  never  to  have  occurred  to  any  member  of  that 
school.  Indeed  their  notion,  as  reported  by  their 
1  Seneca,  Nat.  Qiuzst.  praf.  Lib.  3. 
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great  poet,  was,  that  no  more  improvements  were  to 
be  expected  in  the  arts  which  conduce  to  the  comfort 
of  life. 

“  Ad  victum  quae  flagitat  usus 
Omnia  jam  ferme  mortalibus  esse  parata.” 

This  contented  despondency,  this  disposition  to 
admire  what  has  been  done,  and  to  expect  that  nothing 
more  will  be  done,  is  strongly  characteristic  of  all  the 
schools  which  preceded  the  school  of  Fruit  and  Pro¬ 
gress.  Widely  as  the  Epicurean  and  the  Stoic  differed 
on  most  points,  they  seem  to  have  quite  agreed  in 
their  contempt  for  pursuits  so  vulgar  as  to  be  useful. 
The  philosophy  of  both  was  a  garrulous,  declaiming, 
canting,  wrangling  philosophy.  Century  after  century 
they  continued  to  repeat  their  hostile  war-cries,  Virtue 
and  Pleasure ;  and  in  the  end  it  appeared  that  the 
Epicurean  had  added  as  little  to  the  quantity  of  plea¬ 
sure  as  the  Stoic  to  the  quantity  of  virtue.  It  is  on 
the  pedestal  of  Bacon,  not  on  that  of  Epicurus,  that 
those  noble  lines  ought  to  be  inscribed  : 

“  O  tenebris  tantis  tam  clarum  extollere  lumen 
Qui  primus  potuisti,  illustrans  commoda  vitas.” 

In  the  fifth  century  Christianity  had  conquered 
Paganism,  and  Paganism  had  infected  Christianity. 
The  Church  was  now  victorious  and  corrupt.  The 
rites  of  the  Pantheon  had  passed  into  her  worship,  the 
subtilties  of  the  Academy  into  her  creed.  In  an  evil 
day,  though  with  great  pomp  and  solemnity, — we 
quote  the  language  of  Bacon,  was  the  ill-starred 
alliance  stricken  between  the  old  philosophy  and  the 
new  faith.1  Questions  widely  different  from  those 
which  had  employed  the  ingenuity  of  Pyrrho  and 
Carneades,  but  just  as  subtle,  just  as  interminable, 
and  just  as  unprofitable,  exercised  the  minds  of  the 
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lively  and  voluble  Greeks.  When  learning  began  to 
revive  in  the  West,  similar  trifles  occupied  the  sharp 
and  vigorous  intellects  of  the  Schoolmen.  There  was 
another  sowing  of  the  wind,  and  another  reaping  of 
the  whirlwind.  The  great  work  of  improving  the 
condition  of  the  human  race  was  still  considered  as 
unworthy  of  a  man  of  learning.  Those  who  under¬ 
took  that  task,  if  what  they  effected  could  be  readily 
comprehended,  were  despised  as  mechanics ;  if  not, 
they  were  in  danger  of  being  burned  as  conjurers. 

There  cannot  be  a  stronger  proof  of  the  degree  in 
which  the  human  mind  had  been  misdirected  than  the 
history  of  the  two  greatest  events  which  took  place 
during  the  middle  ages.  We  speak  of  the  invention 
of  Gunpowder  and  of  the  invention  of  Printing.  The 
dates  of  both  are  unknown.  The  authors  of  both  are 
unknown.  Nor  was  this  because  men  were  too  rude 
and  ignorant  to  value  intellectual  superiority.  The 
inventor  of  gunpowder  appears  to  have  been  contem¬ 
porary  with  Petrarch  and  Boccaccio.  The  inventor 
of  printing  was  certainly  contemporary  with  Nicholas 
the  Fifth,  with  Cosmo  de’  Medici,  and  with  a  crowd 
of  distinguished  scholars.  But  the  human  mind  still 
retained  that  fatal  bent  which  it  had  received  two 
thousand  years  earlier.  George  of  Trebisond  and 
Marsilio  Ficino  would  not  easily  have  been  brought 
to  believe  that  the  inventor  of  the  printing-press  had 
done  more  for  mankind  than  themselves,  or  than 
those  ancient  writers  of  whom  they  were  the  enthusi¬ 
astic  votaries. 

At  length  the  time  arrived  when  the  barren  philo¬ 
sophy  which  had,  during  so  many  ages,  employed  the 
faculties  of  the  ablest  of  men,  was  destined  to  fall. 
It  had  worn  many  shapes.  It  had  mingled  itself  with 
many  creeds.  It  had  survived  revolutions  in  which 
empires,  religions,  languages,  races,  had  perished. 
Driven  from  its  ancient  haunts,  it  had  taken  sanctuary 
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in  that  Church  which  it  had  persecuted,  and  had,  like 
the  daring  fiends  of  the  poet,  placed  its  seat 

“  next  the  seat  of  God, 

And  with  its  darkness  dared  affront  his  light.” 

Words,  and  more  words,  and  nothing  but  words, 
had  been  all  the  fruit  of  all  the  toil  of  all  the  most 
renowned  sages  of  sixty  generations.  But  the  days 
of  this  sterile  exuberance  were  numbered. 

Many  causes  predisposed  the  public  mind  to  a 
change.  The  study  of  a  great  variety  of  ancient 
writers,  though  it  did  not  give  a  right  direction  to 
philosophical  research,  did  much  towards  destroying 
that  blind  reverence  for  authority  which  had  prevailed 
when  Aristotle  ruled  alone.  The  rise  of  the  Floren¬ 
tine  sect  of  Platonists,  a  sect  to  which  belonged  some 
of  the  finest  minds  of  the  fifteenth  century,  was  not 
an  unimportant  event.  The  mere  substitution  of  the 
Academic  for  the  Peripatetic  philosophy  would  indeed 
have  done  little  good.  But  any  thing  was  better  than 
the  old  habit  of  unreasoning  servility.  It  was  some¬ 
thing  to  have  a  choice  of  tyrants.  “  A  spark  of  free¬ 
dom,”  as  Gibbon  has  justly  remarked,  “  was  produced 
by  this  collision  of  adverse  servitude.” 

Other  causes  might  be  mentioned.  But  it  is  chiefly 
to  the  great  reformation  of  religion  that  we  owe  the 
great  reformation  of  philosophy.  The  alliance  be¬ 
tween  the  Schools  and  the  Vatican  had  for  ages  been 
so  close  that  those  who  threw  off  the  dominion  of 
the  Vatican  could  not  continue  to  recognise  the 
authority  of  the  Schools.  Most  of  the  chiefs  of  the 
schism  treated  the  Peripatetic  philosophy  with  con¬ 
tempt,  and  spoke  of  Aristotle  as  if  Aristotle  had  been 
answerable  for  all  the  dogmas  of  Thomas  Aquinas. 
“Nulloapud  Lutheranos  philosophiam  esse  in  pretio,” 
was  a  reproach  which  the  defenders  of  the  Church  of 
Rome  loudly  repeated,  and  which  many  of  the  Pro- 
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testant  leaders  considered  as  a  compliment.  Scarcely 
any  text  was  more  frequently  cited  by  the  reformers 
than  that  in  which  St.  Paul  cautions  the  Colossians 
not  to  let  any  man  spoil  them  by  philosophy.  Luther, 
almost  at  the  outset  of  his  career,  went  so  far  as  to 
declare  that  no  man  could  be  at  once  a  proficient  in 
the  school  of  Aristotle  and  in  that  of  Christ.  Zwingle, 
Bucer,  Peter  Martyr,  Calvin,  held  similar  language. 
In  some  of  the  Scotch  universities,  the  Aristotelian 
system  was  discarded  for  that  of  Ramus.  Thus,  be¬ 
fore  the  birth  of  Bacon,  the  empire  of  the  scholastic 
philosophy  had  been  shaken  to  its  foundations.  There 
was  in  the  intellectual  world  an  anarchy  resembling 
that  which  in  the  political  world  often  follows  the 
overthrow  of  an  old  and  deeply  rooted  government. 
Antiquity,  prescription,  the  sound  of  great  names,  had 
ceased  to  awe  mankind.  The  dynasty  which  had 
reigned  for  ages  was  at  an  end  ;  and  the  vacant  throne 
was  left  to  be  struggled  for  by  pretenders. 

The  first  effect  of  this  great  revolution  was,  as 
Bacon  most  justly  observed,1  to  give  for  a  time  an 
undue  importance  to  the  mere  graces  of  style.  The 
new  breed  of  scholars,  the  Aschams  and  Buchanans, 
nourished  with  the  finest  compositions  of  the  Augustan 
age,  regarded  with  loathing  the  dry,  crabbed,  and  bar¬ 
barous  diction  of  respondents  and  opponents.  They 
were  far  less  studious  about  the  matter  of  their  writing 
than  about  the  manner.  They  succeeded  in  reform¬ 
ing  Latinity ;  but  they  never  even  aspired  to  effect  a 
reform  in  philosophy. 

At  this  time  Bacon  appeared.  It  is  altogether 
incorrect  to  say,  as  has  often  been  said,  that  he  was 
the  first  man  who  rose  up  against  the  Aristotelian 
philosophy  when  in  the  height  of  its  power.  The 
authority  of  that  philosophy  had,  as  we  have  shown, 
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received  a  fatal  blow  long  before  he  was  born.  Several 
speculators,  among  whom  Ramus  is  the  best  known, 
had  recently  attempted  to  form  new  sects.  Bacon’s 
own  expressions  about  the  state  of  public  opinion  in 
the  time  of  Luther  are  clear  and  strong :  “  Accedebat,” 
says  he,  “  odium  et  contemptus,  illis  ipsis  temporibus 
ortus  erga  Scholasticos.”  And  again,  “  Scholasticorum 
doctrina  despectui  prorsus  haberi  ccepit  tanquam 
aspera  et  barbara.”  1  The  part  which  Bacon  played 
in  this  great  change  was  the  part,  not  of  Robespierre, 
but  of  Bonaparte.  The  ancient  order  of  things  had  been 
subverted.  Some  bigots  still  cherished  with  devoted 
loyalty  the  remembrance  of  the  fallen  monarchy 
and  exerted  themselves  to  effect  a  restoration. 
But  the  majority  had  no  such  feeling.  Freed,  yet  not 
knowing  how  to  use  their  freedom,  they  pursued  no 
determinate  course,  and  had  found  no  leader  capable 
of  conducting  them. 

That  leader  at  length  arose.  The  philosophy 
which  he  taught  was  essentially  new.  It  differed  from 
that  of  the  celebrated  ancient  teachers,  not  merely  in 
method,  but  also  in  object.  Its  object  was  the  good 
of  mankind,  in  the  sense  in  which  the  mass  of  mankind 
always  have  understood  and  always  will  understand 
the  word  good.  “  Meditor,”  said  Bacon,  “  instaura- 
tionem  philosophise  ejusmodi  quae  nihil  inanis  aut 
abstracti  habeat,  quaeque  vitae  humanae  conditiones  in 
melius  provehat.”  2 

The  difference  between  the  philosophy  of  Bacon 
and  that  of  his  predecessors  cannot,  we  think,  be  better 
illustrated  than  by  comparing  his  views  on  some  im¬ 
portant  subjects  with  those  of  Plato.  We  select  Plato, 
because  we  conceive  that  he  did  more  than  any  other 
person  towards  giving  to  the  minds  of  speculative 
men  that  bent  which  they  retained  till  they  received 

1  Both  these  passages  are  in  the  first  book  of  the  De  Augment  is. 
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from  Bacon  a  new  impulse  in  a  diametrically  opposite 
direction. 

It  is  curious  to  observe  how  differently  these 
great  men  estimated  the  value  of  every  kind  of 
knowledge.  Take  Arithmetic  for  example.  Plato, 
after  speaking  slightly  of  the  convenience  of  being 
able  to  reckon  and  compute  in  the  ordinary  trans¬ 
actions  of  life,  passes  to  what  he  considers  as  a  far 
more  important  advantage.  The  study  of  the  pro¬ 
perties  of  numbers,  he  tells  us,  habituates  the  mind 
to  the  contemplation  of  pure  truth,  and  raises  us 
above  the  material  universe.  He  would  have  his 
disciples  apply  themselves  to  this  study,  not  that 
they  may  be  able  to  buy  or  sell,  not  that  they  may 
qualify  themselves  to  be  shopkeepers  or  travelling 
merchants,  but  that  they  may  learn  to  withdraw 
their  minds  from  the  evershifting  spectacle  of  this 
visible  and  tangible  world,  and  to  fix  them  on  the 
immutable  essences  of  things.1 

Bacon,  on  the  other  hand,  valued  this  branch 
of  knowledge,  only  on  account  of  its  uses  with  refer¬ 
ence  to  that  visible  and  tangible  world  which  Plato 
so  much  despised.  He  speaks  with  scorn  of  the 
mystical  arithmetic  of  the  later  Platonists,  and 
laments  the  propensity  of  mankind  to  employ,  on 
mere  matters  of  curiosity,  powers  the  whole  exertion 
of  which  is  required  for  purposes  of  solid  advantage. 
He  advises  arithmeticians  to  leave  these  trifles,  and 
to  employ  themselves  in  framing  convenient  ex¬ 
pressions,  which  may  be  of  use  in  physical  re¬ 
searches.2 

The  same  reasons  which  led  Plato  to  recommend 
the  study  of  arithmetic  led  him  to  recommend  also 
the  study  of  mathematics.  The  vulgar  crowd  of 
geometricians,  he  says,  will  not  understand  him. 
They  have  practice  always  in  view.  They  do  not 

1  Plato’s  Republic,  Book  7.  2  De  Augmentis,  Lib.  3.  Cap.  6. 
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know  that  the  real  use  of  the  science  is  to  lead  men 
to  the  knowledge  of  abstract,  essential,  eternal  truth.1 
Indeed,  if  we  are  to  believe  Plutarch,  Plato  carried 
this  feeling  so  far  that  he  considered  geometry  as 
degraded  by  being  applied  to  any  purpose  of  vulgar 
utility.  Archytas,  it  seems,  had  framed  machines  of 
extraordinary  power  on  mathematical  principles.2 
Plato  remonstrated  with  his  friend,  and  declared  that 
this  was  to  degrade  a  noble  intellectual  exercise 
into  a  low  craft,  fit  only  for  carpenters  and  wheel¬ 
wrights.  The  office  of  geometry,  he  said,  was  to 
discipline  the  mind,  not  to  minister  to  the  base  wants 
of  the  body.  His  interference  was  successful,  and 
from  that  time,  according  to  Plutarch,  the  science 
of  mechanics  was  considered  as  unworthy  of  the  at¬ 
tention  of  a  philosopher. 

Archimedes  in  a  later  age  imitated  and  surpassed 
Archytas.  But  even  Archimedes  was  not  free  from 
the  prevailing  notion  that  geometry  was  degraded 
by  being  employed  to  produce  any  thing  useful.  It 
was  with  difficulty  that  he  was  induced  to  stoop 
from  speculation  to  practice.  He  was  half  ashamed 
of  those  inventions  which  were  the  wonder  of  hostile 
nations,  and  always  spoke  of  them  slightingly  as 
mere  amusements,  as  trifles  in  which  a  mathema¬ 
tician  might  be  suffered  to  relax  his  mind  after 
intense  application  to  the  higher  parts  of  his  science. 

The  opinion  of  Bacon  on  this  subject  was  dia¬ 
metrically  opposed  to  that  of  the  ancient  philo¬ 
sophers.  He  valued  geometry  chiefly,  if  not  solely, 
on  account  of  those  uses,  which  to  Plato  appeared 
so  base.  And  it  is  remarkable  that  the  longer  Bacon 
lived  the  stronger  this  feeling  became.  When  in 
1605  he  wrote  the  two  books  on  the  Advancement 

1  Plato’s  Republic ,  Book  7. 

2  Plutarch,  Sympos.  viii.  and  Life  of  Marcellus.  The  machines  of 
Archytas  are  also  mentioned  by  Aldus  Gellius  and  Diogenes  Laertius. 


Lord  Bacon 


605 

of  Learning,  he  dwelt  on  the  advantages  which 
mankind  derived  from  mixed  mathematics ;  but 
he  at  the  same  time  admitted  that  the  beneficial 
effect  produced  by  mathematical  study  on  the  in¬ 
tellect,  though  a  collateral  advantage,  was  “  no 
less  worthy  than  that  which  was  principal  and  in¬ 
tended.”  But  it  is  evident  that  his  views  underwent 
a  change.  When,  near  twenty  years  later,  he  pub¬ 
lished  the  De  Augmentis,  which  is  the  Treatise  on  the 
Advancement  of  Learning,  greatly  expanded  and 
carefully  corrected,  he  made  important  alterations 
in  the  part  which  related  to  mathematics.  He 
condemned  with  severity  the  high  pretensions  of 
the  mathematicians,  “delicias  et  fastum  mathema- 
ticorum.”  Assuming  the  well-being  of  the  human 
race  to  be  the  end  of  knowledge,1  he  pronounced 
that  mathematical  science  could  claim  no  higher 
rank  than  that  of  an  appendage  or  an  auxiliary 
to  other  sciences.  Mathematical  science,  he  says, 
is  the  handmaid  of  natural  philosophy  ;  she  ought 
to  demean  herself  as  such ;  and  he  declares  that 
he  cannot  conceive  by  what  ill  chance  it  has  hap¬ 
pened  that  she  presumes  to  claim  precedence  over 
her  mistress.  He  predicts  — a  prediction  which 
would  have  made  Plato  shudder — that  as  more  and 
more  discoveries  are  made  in  physics,  there  will  be 
more  and  more  branches  of  mixed  mathematics.  Of 
that  collateral  advantage  the  value  of  which,  twenty 
years  before,  he  rated  so  highly,  he  says  not  one 
word.  This  omission  cannot  have  been  the  effect 
of  mere  inadvertence.  His  own  treatise  was  before 
him.  From  that  treatise  he  deliberately  expunged 
whatever  was  favourable  to  the  study  of  pure  mathe¬ 
matics,  and  inserted  several  keen  reflections  on  the 
ardent  votaries  of  that  study.  This  fact,  in  our 
opinion,  admits  of  only  one  explanation.  Bacon’s 

1  Usui  et  commodis  hominum  consulimus. 
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love  of  those  pursuits  which  directly  tend  to  im¬ 
prove  the  condition  of  mankind,  and  his  jealousy  of 
all  pursuits  merely  curious,  had  grown  upon  him, 
and  had,  it  may  be,  become  immoderate.  He  was 
afraid  of  using  any  expression  which  might  have 
the  effect  of  inducing  any  man  of  talents  to  employ 
in  speculations,  useful  only  to  the  mind  of  the  specu¬ 
lator,  a  single  hour  which  might  be  employed  in 
extending  the  empire  of  man  over  matter.1  If  Bacon 
erred  here,  we  must  acknowledge  that  we  greatly 
prefer  his  error  to  the  opposite  error  of  Plato.  We 
have  no  patience  with  a  philosophy  which,  like  those 
Roman  matrons  who  swallowed  abortives  in  order 
to  preserve  their  shapes,  takes  pains  to  be  barren  for 
fear  of  being  homely. 

Let  us  pass  to  astronomy.  This  was  one  of  the 
sciences  which  Plato  exhorted  his  disciples  to  learn, 
but  for  reasons  far  removed  from  common  habits 
of  thinking.  “  Shall  we  set  down  astronomy,”  says 
Socrates,  “  among  the  subjects  of  study  ?  ” 2  “I 
think  so,”  answers  his  young  friend  Glaucon  :  “  to 
know  something  about  the  seasons,  the  months,  and 
the  years  is  of  use  for  military  purposes,  as  well  as 
for  agriculture  and  navigation.”  “  It  amuses  me,” 
says  Socrates,  “  to  see  how  afraid  you  are,  lest  the 
common  herd  of  people  should  accuse  you  of  re¬ 
commending  useless  studies.”  He  then  proceeds, 
in  that  pure  and  magnificent  diction  which,  as  Cicero 
said,  Jupiter  would  use  if  Jupiter  spoke  Greek,  to 
explain,  that  the  use  of  astronomy  is  not  to  add  to 
the  vulgar  comforts  of  life,  but  to  assist  in  raising 
the  mind  to  the  contemplation  of  things  which  are 
to  be  perceived  by  the  pure  intellect  alone.  The 

1  Compare  the  passage  relating  to  mathematics  in  the  Second  Book 
of  the  Advancement  in  Learning,  with  the  Dc  Augments,  Lib.  3. 
Cap.  6. 

2  Plato’s  Republic,  Book  7. 
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knowledge  of  the  actual  motions  of  the  heavenly 
bodies  Socrates  considers  as  of  little  value.  The 
appearances  which  make  the  sky  beautiful  at  night 
are,  he  tells  us,  like  the  figures  which  a  geometrician 
draws  on  the  sand,  mere  examples,  mere  helps  to 
feeble  minds.  We  must  get  beyond  them  ;  we  must 
neglect  them  ;  we  must  attain  to  an  astronomy  which 
is  as  independent  of  the  actual  stars  as  geometrical 
truth  is  independent  of  the  lines  of  an  ill-drawn 
diagram.  This  is,  we  imagine,  very  nearly,  if  not 
exactly,  the  astronomy  which  Bacon  compared  to 
the  ox  of  Prometheus,1  a  sleek,  well-shaped  hide, 
stuffed  with  rubbish,  goodly  to  look  at,  but  containing 
nothing  to  eat.  He  complained  that  astronomy  had, 
to  its  great  injury,  been  separated  from  natural 
philosophy,  of  which  it  was  one  of  the  noblest  pro¬ 
vinces,  and  annexed  to  the  domain  of  mathematics. 
The  world  stood  in  need,  he  said,  of  a  very  different 
astronomy,  of  a  living  astronomy,2  of  an  astronomy 
which  should  set  forth  the  nature,  the  motion,  and 
the  influences  of  the  heavenly  bodies,  as  they  really 
are.3 

On  the  greatest  and  most  useful  of  all  human 
inventions,  the  invention  of  alphabetical  writing, 
Plato  did  not  look  with  much  complacency.  He 
seems  to  have  thought  that  the  use  of  letters  had 
operated  on  the  human  mind  as  the  use  of  the  go- 
cart  in  learning  to  walk,  or  of  corks  in  learning  to 
swim,  is  said  to  operate  on  the  human  body.  It 
was  a  support  which,  in  his  opinion,  soon  became 
indispensable  to  those  who  used  it,  which  made 
vigorous  exertion  first  unnecessary,  and  then  im¬ 
possible.  The  powers  of  the  intellect  would,  he  con- 

1  De  Augmentis ,  Lib.  3.  Cap.  4.  2  Astronomia  viva. 

3  “Quk  substantial^  et  motum  et  influxum  ccelestium,  prout  re 
vera  sunt,  proponat.”  Compare  this  language  with  Plato’s  “  ra  S’  iv 
rep  ovpavtf  fd/Top.ei',” 
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ceived,  have  been  more  fully  developed  without  this 
delusive  aid.  Men  would  have  been  compelled  to 
exercise  the  understanding  and  the  memory,  and, 
by  deep  and  assiduous  meditation,  to  make  truth 
thoroughly  their  own.  Now,  on  the  contrary,  much 
knowledge  is  traced  on  paper,  but  little  is  engraved 
in  the  soul.  A  man  is  certain  that  he  can  find 
information  at  a  moment’s  notice  when  he  wants 
it.  He  therefore  suffers  it  to  fade  from  his  mind. 
Such  a  man  cannot  in  strictness  be  said  to  know 
any  thing.  He  has  the  show  without  the  reality 
of  wisdom.  These  opinions  Plato  has  put  into  the 
mouth  of  an  ancient  king  of  Egypt.1  But  it  is  evident 
from  the  context  that  they  were  his  own  ;  and  so 
they  were  understood  to  be  by  Quinctilian.2  Indeed 
they  are  in  perfect  accordance  with  the  whole  Pla¬ 
tonic  system. 

Bacon’s  views,  as  may  easily  be  supposed,  were 
widely  different.3  The  powers  of  the  memory,  he 
observes,  without  the  help  of  writing,  can  do  little 
towards  the  advancement  of  any  useful  science.  He 
acknowledges  that  the  memory  may  be  disciplined 
to  such  a  point  as  to  be  able  to  perform  very  extra¬ 
ordinary  feats.  But  on  such  feats  he  sets  little  value. 
The  habits  of  his  mind,  he  tells  us,  are  such  that  he 
is  not  disposed  to  rate  highly  any  accomplishment, 
however  rare,  which  is  of  no  practical  use  to  man¬ 
kind.  As  to  these  prodigious  achievements  of  the 
memory,  he  ranks  them  with  the  exhibitions  of  rope- 
dancers  and  tumblers.  “  The  two  performances,”  he 
says,  “  are  of  much  the  same  sort.  The  one  is  an 
abuse  of  the  powers  of  the  body  ;  the  other  is  an 
abuse  of  the  powers  of  the  mind.  Both  may  perhaps 
excite  our  wonder  ;  but  neither  is  entitled  to  our 
respect.” 

1  Plato’s  Phcedrus.  3  Quinctilian,  XI. 

3  De  A ugmentis,  Lib.  5.  Cap.  5. 
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To  Plato,  the  science  of  medicine  appeared  to  be 
of  very  disputable  advantage.1  He  did  not  indeed 
object  to  quick  cures  for  acute  disorders,  or  for 
injuries  produced  by  accidents.  But  the  art  which 
resists  the  slow  sap  of  a  chronic  disease,  which 
repairs  frames  enervated  by  lust,  swollen  by  gluttony, 
or  inflamed  by  wine,  which  encourages  sensuality  by 
mitigating  the  natural  punishment  of  the  sensualist, 
and  prolongs  existence  when  the  intellect  has  ceased 
to  retain  its  entire  energy,  had  no  share  of  his  esteem. 
A  life  protracted  by  medical  skill  he  pronounced  to 
be  a  long  death.  The  exercise  of  the  art  of  medi¬ 
cine  ought,  he  said,  to  be  tolerated,  so  far  as  that 
art  may  serve  to  cure  the  occasional  distempers 
of  men  whose  constitutions  are  good.  As  to  those 
who  have  bad  constitutions,  let  them  die  ;  and  the 
sooner  the  better.  Such  men  are  unfit  for  war,  for 
magistracy,  for  the  management  of  their  domestic 
affairs,  for  severe  study  and  speculation.  If  they 
engage  in  any  vigorous  mental  exercise,  they  are 
troubled  with  giddiness  and  fulness  of  the  head,  all 
which  they  lay  to  the  account  of  philosophy.  The 
best  thing  that  can  happen  to  such  wretches  is  to 
have  done  with  life  at  once.  He  quotes  mythical 
authority  in  support  of  this  doctrine ;  and  reminds 
his  disciples  that  the  practice  of  the  sons  of  yEscula- 
pius,  as  described  by  Homer,  extended  only  to  the 
cure  of  external  injuries. 

Far  different  was  the  philosophy  of  Bacon.  Of 
all  the  sciences,  that  which  he  seems  to  have  re¬ 
garded  with  the  greatest  interest  was  the  science 
which,  in  Plato’s  opinion,  would  not  be  tolerated  in  a 
well  regulated  community.  To  make  men  perfect 
was  no  part  of  Bacon’s  plan.  His  humble  aim  was 
to  make  imperfect  men  comfortable.  The  bene¬ 
ficence  of  his  philosophy  resembled  the  beneficence 
1  Plato’s  Republic,  Book  3. 
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of  the  common  Father,  whose  sun  rises  on  the  evil 
and  the  good,  whose  rain  descends  for  the  just  and 
the  unjust.  In  Plato’s  opinion  man  was  made  for 
philosophy  ;  in  Bacon’s  opinion  philosophy  was 
made  for  man  ;  it  was  a  means  to  an  end  ;  and  that 
end  was  to  increase  the  pleasures  and  to  mitigate  the 
pains  of  millions  who  are  not  and  cannot  be  philo¬ 
sophers.  That  a  valetudinarian  who  took  great 
pleasure  in  being  wheeled  along  his  terrace,  who 
relished  his  boiled  chicken  and  his  weak  wine  and 
water,  and  who  enjoyed  a  hearty  laugh  over  the 
Queen  of  Navarre’s  tales,  should  be  treated  as  a  caput 
lupinum  because  he  could  not  read  the  Timaeus  with¬ 
out  a  headache,  was  a  notion  which  the  humane 
spirit  of  the  English  school  of  wisdom  altogether  re¬ 
jected.  Bacon  would  not  have  thought  it  beneath 
the  dignity  of  a  philosopher  to  contrive  an  improved 
garden  chair  for  such  a  valetudinarian,  to  devise  some 
way  of  rendering  his  medicines  more  palatable,  to 
invent  repasts  which  he  might  enjoy,  and  pillows  on 
which  he  might  sleep  soundly ;  and  this  though 
there  might  not  be  the  smallest  hope  that  the  mind 
of  the  poor  invalid  would  ever  rise  to  the  contempla¬ 
tion  of  the  ideal  beautiful  and  the  ideal  good.  As 
Plato  had  cited  the  religious  legends  of  Greece  to 
justify  his  contempt  for  the  more  recondite  parts  of 
the  art  of  healing,  Bacon  vindicated  the  dignity  of 
that  art  by  appealing  to  the  example  of  Christ,  and 
reminded  men  that  the  great  Physician  of  the  soul 
did  not  disdain  to  be  also  the  physician  of  the 
body.1 

When  we  pass  from  the  science  of  medicine  to 
that  of  legislation,  we  find  the  same  difference  be¬ 
tween  the  systems  of  these  two  great  men.  Plato, 
at  the  commencement  of  the  Dialogue  on  Laws,  lays 
it  down  as  a  fundamental  principle  that  the  end  of 

'  De  Augrnentis,  Lib.  4.  Cap.  2. 
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legislation  is  to  make  men  virtuous.  It  is  unneces¬ 
sary  to  point  out  the  extravagant  conclusions  to 
which  such  a  proposition  leads.  Bacon  well  knew  to 
how  great  an  extent  the  happiness  of  every  society 
must  depend  on  the  virtue  of  its  members  ;  and  he 
also  knew  what  legislators  can  and  what  they  cannot 
do  for  the  purpose  of  promoting  virtue.  The  view 
which  he  has  given  of  the  end  of  legislation,  and 
of  the  principal  means  for  the  attainment  of  that  end, 
has  always  seemed  to  us  eminently  happy,  even 
among  the  many  happy  passages  of  the  same  kind 
with  which  his  works  abound.  “  Finis  et  scopus 
quern  leges  intueri  atque  ad  quern  jussiones  et  sanc- 
tiones  suas  dirigere  debent,  non  alius  est  quam  ut 
cives  feliciter  degant.  Id  fiet  si  pietate  et  religione 
recte  instituti,  moribus  honesti,  armis  adversus  hostes 
externos  tuti,  legum  auxilio  adversus  seditiones  et 
privatas  injurias  muniti,  imperio  et  magistratibus 
obsequentes,  copiis  et  opibus  locupletes  et  florentes 
fuerint.”  1  The  end  is  the  well-being  of  the  people. 
The  means  are  the  imparting  of  moral  and  religious 
education  ;  the  providing  of  every  thing  necessary  for 
defence  against  foreign  enemies  ;  the  maintaining  of 
internal  order ;  the  establishing  of  a  judicial,  finan¬ 
cial,  and  commercial  system,  under  which  wealth  may 
be  rapidly  accumulated  and  securely  enjoyed. 

Even  with  respect  to  the  form  in  which  laws  ought 
to  be  drawn,  there  is  a  remarkable  difference  of  opinion 
between  the  Greek  and  the  Englishman.  Plato 
thought  a  preamble  essential ;  Bacon  thought  it  mis¬ 
chievous.  Each  was  consistent  with  himself.  Plato, 
considering  the  moral  improvement  of  the  people  as 
the  end  of  legislation,  justly  inferred  that  a  law  which 
commanded  and  threatened,  but  which  neither  con¬ 
vinced  the  reason,  nor  touched  the  heart,  must  be  a 
most  imperfect  law.  He  was  not  content  with  deter- 
1  De  Augmentis ,  Lib.  8.  Cap.  3.  Aph.  5. 
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ring  from  theft  a  man  who  still  continued  to  be  a  thief 
at  heart,  with  restraining  a  son  who  hated  his  mother 
from  beating  his  mother.  The  only  obedience  on 
which  he  set  much  value  was  the  obedience  which  an 
enlightened  understanding  yields  to  reason,  and  which 
a  virtuous  disposition  yields  to  precepts  of  virtue. 
He  really  seems  to  have  believed  that,  by  prefixing  to 
every  law  an  eloquent  and  pathetic  exhortation,  he 
should,  to  a  great  extent,  render  penal  enactments 
superfluous.  Bacon  entertained  no  such  romantic 
hopes  ;  and  he  well  knew  the  practical  inconveniences 
of  the  course  which  Plato  recommended.  “  Neque 
nobis,”  says  he,  “  prologi  legum  qui  inepti  olim  habiti 
sunt,  et  leges  introducunt  disputantes  non  jubentes, 
utique  placerent,  si  priscos  mores  ferre  possemus.  .  .  . 
Quantum  fieri  potest  prologi  evitentur,  et  lex  incipiat 
a  jussione.”  1 

Each  of  the  great  men  whom  we  have  compared 
intended  to  illustrate  his  system  by  a  philosophical 
romance  ;  and  each  left  his  romance  imperfect.  Had 
Plato  lived  to  finish  the  Critias,  a  comparison  between 
that  noble  fiction  and  the  New  Atlantis  would  probably 
have  furnished  us  with  still  more  striking  instances 
than  any  which  we  have  given.  It  is  amusing  to  think 
with  what  horror  he  would  have  seen  such  an  institu¬ 
tion  as  Solomon’s  House  rising  in  his  republic  :  with 
what  vehemence  he  would  have  ordered  the  brew- 
houses,  the  perfume-houses,  and  the  dispensatories  to 
be  pulled  down  ;  and  with  what  inexorable  rigour  he 
would  have  driven  beyond  the  frontier  all  the  Fellows 
of  the  College,  Merchants  of  Light  and  Depredators, 
Lamps  and  Pioneers. 

To  sum  up  the  whole,  we  should  say  that  the  aim 
of  the  Platonic  philosophy  was  to  exalt  man  into  a  god. 
The  aim  of  the  Baconian  philosophy  was  to  provide 
man  with  what  he  requires  while  he  continues  to  be 
1  De  Augmentis ,  Lib.  8.  Cap.  3.  Aph.  69. 
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man.  The  aim  of  the  Platonic  philosophy  was  to 
raise  us  far  above  vulgar  wants.  The  aim  of  the 
Baconian  philosophy  was  to  supply  our  vulgar  wants. 
The  former  aim  was  noble  ;  but  the  latter  was  attain¬ 
able.  Plato  drew  a  good  bow  ;  but,  like  Acestes  in 
Virgil,  he  aimed  at  the  stars :  and  therefore,  though 
there  was  no  want  of  strength  or  skill,  the  shot  was 
thrown  away.  His  arrow  was  indeed  followed  by  a 
track  of  dazzling  radiance,  but  it  struck  nothing. 

“  Volans  liquidis  in  nubibus  arsit  arundo 
Signavitque  viam  flammis,  tenuisque  recessit 
Consumta  in  ventos.” 

Bacon  fixed  his  eye  on  a  mark  which  was  placed  on 
the  earth  and  within  bow-shot,  and  hit  it  in  the  white. 
The  philosophy  of  Plato  began  in  words  and  ended 
in  words,  noble  words  indeed,  words  such  as  were  to 
be  expected  from  the  finest  of  human  intellects  exer¬ 
cising  boundless  dominion  over  the  finest  of  human 
languages.  The  philosophy  of  Bacon  began  in  ob¬ 
servations  and  ended  in  arts. 

The  boast  of  the  ancient  philosophers  was  that 
their  doctrine  formed  the  minds  of  men  to  a  high 
degree  of  wisdom  and  virtue.  This  was  indeed  the 
only  practical  good  which  the  most  celebrated  of  those 
teachers  even  pretended  to  effect ;  and  undoubtedly, 
if  they  had  effected  this,  they  would  have  deserved 
far  higher  praise  than  if  they  had  discovered  the  most 
salutary  medicines  or  constructed  the  most  powerful 
machines.  But  the  truth  is  that,  in  those  very  matters 
in  which  alone  they  professed  to  do  any  good  to 
mankind,  in  those  very  matters  for  the  sake  of  which 
they  neglected  all  the  vulgar  interests  of  mankind, 
they  did  nothing,  or  worse  than  nothing.  They  pro¬ 
mised  what  was  impracticable  ;  they  despised  what 
was  practicable  ;  they  filled  the  world  with  long  words 
and  long  beards ;  and  they  left  it  as  wicked  and  as 
ignorant  as  they  found  it. 
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An  acre  in  Middlesex  is  better  than  a  principality 
in  Utopia.  The  smallest  actual  good  is  better  than 
the  most  magnificent  promises  of  impossibilities.  The 
wise  man  of  the  Stoics  would,  no  doubt,  be  a  grander 
object  than  a  steam-engine.  But  there  are  steam- 
engines.  And  the  wise  man  of  the  Stoics  is  yet  to  be 
born.  A  philosophy  which  should  enable  a  man  to 
feel  perfectly  happy  while  in  agonies  of  pain  would 
be  better  than  a  philosophy  which  assuages  pain. 
But  we  know  that  there  are  remedies  which  will 
assuage  pain  ;  and  we  know  that  the  ancient  sages 
liked  the  toothache  just  as  little  as  their  neighbours. 
A  philosophy  which  should  extinguish  cupidity  would 
be  better  than  a  philosophy  which  should  devise  laws 
for  the  security  of  property.  But  it  is  possible  to 
make  laws  which  shall,  to  a  very  great  extent,  secure 
property.  And  we  do  not  understand  how  any  motives 
which  the  ancient  philosophy  furnished  could  extin¬ 
guish  cupidity.  We  know  indeed  that  the  philosophers 
were  no  better  than  other  men.  From  the  testimony 
of  friends  as  well  as  of  foes,  from  the  confessions  of 
Epictetus  and  Seneca,  as  well  as  from  the  sneers  of 
Lucian  and  the  fierce  invectives  of  Juvenal,  it  is  plain 
that  these  teachers  of  virtue  had  all  the  vices  of  their 
neighbours,  with  the  additional  vice  of  hypocrisy. 
Some  people  may  think  the  object  of  the  Baconian 
philosophy  a  low  object,  but  they  cannot  deny  that, 
high  or  low,  it  has  been  attained.  They  cannot  deny 
that  every  year  makes  an  addition  to  what  Bacon 
called  “  fruit.”  They  cannot  deny  that  mankind  have 
made,  and  are  making,  great  and  constant  progress  in 
the  road  which  he  pointed  out  to  them.  Was  there 
any  such  progressive  movement  among  the  ancient 
philosophers  ?  After  they  had  been  declaiming  eight 
hundred  years,  had  they  made  the  world  better  than 
when  they  began?  Our  belief  is  that,  among  the 
philosophers  themselves,  instead  of  a  progressive  im- 
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provement  there  was  a  progressive  degeneracy.  An 
abject  superstition  which  Democritus  or  Anaxagoras 
would  have  rejected  with  scorn  added  the  last  disgrace 
to  the  long  dotage  of  the  Stoic  and  Platonic  schools. 
Those  unsuccessful  attempts  to  articulate  which  are 
so  delightful  and  interesting  in  a  child  shock  and  dis¬ 
gust  us  in  an  aged  paralytic ;  and  in  the  same  way, 
those  wild  mythological  fictions  which  charm  us,  when 
we  hear  them  lisped  by  Greek  poetry  in  its  infancy, 
excite  a  mixed  sensation  of  pity  and  loathing,  when 
mumbled  by  Greek  philosophy  in  its  old  age.  We 
know  that  guns,  cutlery,  spy-glasses,  clocks,  are  better 
in  our  time  than  they  were  in  the  time  of  our  fathers, 
and  were  better  in  the  time  of  our  fathers  than  they 
were  in  the  time  of  our  grandfathers.  We  might, 
therefore,  be  inclined  to  think  that,  when  a  philosophy 
which  boasted  that  its  object  was  the  elevation  and 
purification  of  the  mind,  and  which  for  this  object 
neglected  the  sordid  office  of  ministering  to  the  com¬ 
forts  of  the  body,  had  flourished  in  the  highest  honour 
during  many  hundreds  of  years,  a  vast  moral  amelio¬ 
ration  must  have  taken  place.  Was  it  so?  Look  at 
the  schools  of  this  wisdom  four  centuries  before  the 
Christian  era  and  four  centuries  after  that  era.  Com¬ 
pare  the  men  whom  those  schools  formed  at  those  two 
periods.  Compare  Plato  and  Libanius.  Compare 
Pericles  and  Julian.  This  philosophy  confessed,  nay 
boasted,  that  for  every  end  but  one  it  was  useless. 
Had  it  attained  that  one  end  ? 

Suppose  that  Justinian,  when  he  closed  the  schools 
of  Athens,  had  called  on  the  last  few  sages  who  still 
haunted  the  Portico,  and  lingered  round  the  ancient 
plane-trees,  to  show  their  title  to  public  veneration  : 
suppose  that  he  had  said  ;  “  A  thousand  years  have 
elapsed  since,  in  this  famous  city,  Socrates  posed 
Protagoras  and  Hippias  ;  during  those  thousand  years 
a  large  proportion  of  the  ablest  men  of  every  genera- 
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tion  has  been  employed  in  constant  efforts  to  bring  to 
perfection  the  philosophy  which  you  teach  ;  that  phi¬ 
losophy  has  been  munificently  patronised  by  the 
powerful  ;  its  professors  have  been  held  in  the  highest 
esteem  by  the  public  ;  it  has  drawn  to  itself  almost 
all  the  sap  and  vigour  of  the  human  intellect :  and 
what  has  it  effected  ?  What  profitable  truth  has  it 
taught  us  which  we  should  not  equally  have  known 
without  it  ?  What  has  it  enabled  us  to  do  which  we 
should  not  have  been  equally  able  to  do  without  it  ?  ” 
Such  questions,  we  suspect,  would  have  puzzled  Sim¬ 
plicius  and  Isidore.  Ask  a  follower  of  Bacon  what 
the  new  philosophy,  as  it  was  called  in  the  time  of 
Charles  the  Second,  has  effected  for  mankind,  and  his 
answer  is  ready  ;  “  It  has  lengthened  life  ;  it  has  miti¬ 
gated  pain  ;  it  has  extinguished  diseases ;  it  has  in¬ 
creased  the  fertility  of  the  soil ;  it  has  given  new 
securities  to  the  mariner ;  it  has  furnished  new  arms 
to  the  warrior ;  it  has  spanned  great  rivers  and  estua¬ 
ries  with  bridges  of  form  unknown  to  our  fathers  ;  it 
has  guided  the  thunderbolt  innocuously  from  heaven 
to  earth  ;  it  has  lighted  up  the  night  with  the  splendour 
of  the  day ;  it  has  extended  the  range  of  the  human 
vision  ;  it  has  multiplied  the  power  of  the  human 
muscles  ;  it  has  accelerated  motion  ;  it  has  annihilated 
distance  ;  it  has  facilitated  intercourse,  correspondence, 
all  friendly  offices,  all  despatch  of  business  ;  it  has 
enabled  man  to  descend  to  the  depths  of  the  sea,  to 
soar  into  the  air,  to  penetrate  securely  into  the  noxious 
recesses  of  the  earth,  to  traverse  the  land  in  cars  which 
whirl  along  without  horses,  and  the  ocean  in  ships 
which  run  ten'  knots  an  hour  against  the  wind.  These 
are  but  a  part  of  its  fruits,  and  of  its  first  fruits.  For 
it  is  a  philosophy  which  never  rests,  which  has  never 
attained,  which  is  never  perfect.  Its  law  is  progress. 
A  point  which  yesterday  was  invisible  is  its  goal 
to-day,  and  will  be  its  starting-post  to-morrow.” 
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Great  and  various  as  the  powers  of  Bacon  were, 
he  owes  his  wide  and  durable  fame  chiefly  to  this, 
that  all  those  powers  received  their  direction  from 
common  sense.  His  love  of  the  vulgar  useful,  his 
strong  sympathy  with  the  popular  notions  of  good 
and  evil,  and  the  openness  with  which  he  avowed 
that  sympathy,  are  the  secret  of  his  influence.  There 
was  in  his  system  no  cant,  no  illusion.  He  had  no 
anointing  for  broken  bones,  no  fine  theories  de  finibus , 
no  arguments  to  persuade  men  out  of  their  senses. 
He  knew  that  men,  and  philosophers  as  well  as  other 
men,  do  actually  love  life,  health,  comfort,  honour, 
security,  the  society  of  friends,  and  do  actually  dislike 
death,  sickness,  pain,  poverty,  disgrace,  danger,  sepa¬ 
ration  from  those  to  whom  they  are  attached.  He 
knew  that  religion,  though  it  often  regulates  and 
moderates  these  feelings,  seldom  eradicates  them ; 
nor  did  he  think  it  desirable  for  mankind  that  they 
should  be  eradicated.  The  plan  of  eradicating  them 
by  conceits  like  those  of  Seneca,  or  syllogisms  like 
those  of  Chrysippus,  was  too  preposterous  to  be  for  a 
moment  entertained  by  a  mind  like  his.  He  did  not 
understand  what  wisdom  there  could  be  in  changing 
names  where  it  was  impossible  to  change  things  ;  in 
denying  that  blindness,  hunger,  the  gout,  the  rack, 
were  evils,  and  calling  them  dTTOTrpor]yp,sva  ;  in  refus¬ 
ing  to  acknowledge  that  health,  safety,  plenty,  were 
good  things,  and  dubbing  them  by  the  name  of 
a8id(f)opa.  In  his  opinions  on  all  these  subjects,  he 
was  not  a  Stoic,  nor  an  Epicurean,  nor  an  Academic, 
but  what  would  have  been  called  by  Stoics,  Epicu¬ 
reans,  and  Academics  a  mere  IBkotijs,  a  mere  common 
man.  And  it  was  precisely  because  he  was  so  that 
his  name  makes  so  great  an  era  in  the  history  of  the 
world.  It  was  because  he  dug  deep  that  he  was  able 
to  pile  high.  It  was  because,  in  order  to  lay  his 
foundations,  he  went  down  into  those  parts  of  human 
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nature,  which  lie  low,  but  which  are  not  liable  to 
change,  that  the  fabric  which  he  reared  has  risen  to 
so  stately  an  elevation,  and  stands  with  such  immov¬ 
able  strength. 

We  have  sometimes  thought  that  an  amusing 
fiction  might  be  written,  in  which  a  disciple  of  Epic¬ 
tetus  and  a  disciple  of  Bacon  should  be  introduced  as 
fellow-travellers.  They  come  to  a  village  where  the 
small-pox  has  just  begun  to  rage,  and  find  houses 
shut  up,  intercourse  suspended,  the  sick  abandoned, 
mothers  weeping  in  terror  over  their  children.  The 
Stoic  assures  the  dismayed  population  that  there  is 
nothing  bad  in  the  small-pox,  and  that  to  a  wise  man 
disease,  deformity,  death,  the  loss  of  friends,  are  not 
evils.  The  Baconian  takes  out  a  lancet  and  begins 
to  vaccinate.  They  find  a  body  of  miners  in  great 
dismay.  An  explosion  of  noisome  vapours  has  just 
killed  many  of  those  who  were  at  work;  and  the  sur¬ 
vivors  are  afraid  to  venture  into  the  cavern.  The 
Stoic  assures  them  that  such  an  accident  is  nothing 
but  a  mere  cnroirporiypiEvov.  The  Baconian,  who  has 
no  such  fine  word  at  his  command,  contents  himself 
with  devising  a  safety-lamp.  They  find  a  ship¬ 
wrecked  merchant  wringing  his  hands  on  the  shore. 
His  vessel  with  an  inestimable  cargo  has  just  gone 
down,  and  he  is  reduced  in  a  moment  from  opulence 
to  beggary.  The  Stoic  exhorts  him  not  to  seek  hap¬ 
piness  in  things  which  lie  without  himself,  and  repeats 
the  whole  chapter  of  Epictetus  nrpbs  tovs  ttjv  airopiav 
SsSoiKora y.  The  Baconian  constructs  a  diving-bell, 
goes  down  in  it,  and  returns  with  the  most  precious 
effects  from  the  wreck.  It  would  be  easy  to  multiply 
illustrations  of  the  difference  between  the  philosophy 
of  thorns  and  the  philosophy  of  fruit,  the  philosophy 
of  words  and  the  philosophy  of  works. 

Bacon  has  been  accused  of  overrating  the  im¬ 
portance  of  those  sciences  which  minister  to  the 
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physical  well-being  of  man,  and  of  underrating  the 
importance  of  moral  philosophy  ;  and  it  cannot  be 
denied  that  persons  who  read  the  Novum  Organum 
and  the  De  Augmentis ,  without  adverting  to  the  cir¬ 
cumstances  under  which  those  works  were  written, 
will  find  much  that  may  seem  to  countenance  the  ac¬ 
cusation.  It  is  certain,  however,  that,  though  in  prac¬ 
tice  he  often  went  very  wrong,  and  though,  as  his 
historical  work  and  his  essays  prove,  he  did  not  hold, 
even  in  theory,  very  strict  opinions  on  points  of  poli¬ 
tical  morality,  he  was  far  too  wise  a  man  not  to  know 
how  much  our  well-being  depends  on  the  regulation 
of  our  minds.  The  world  for  which  he  wished  was 
not,  as  some  people  seem  to  imagine,  a  world  of 
water-wheels,  power-looms,  steam-carriages,  sensual¬ 
ists,  and  knaves.  He  would  have  been  as  ready  as 
Zeno  himself  to  maintain  that  no  bodily  comforts 
which  could  be  devised  by  the  skill  and  labour  of  a 
hundred  generations  would  give  happiness  to  a  man 
whose  mind  was  under  the  tyranny  of  licentious  ap¬ 
petite,  of  envy,  of  hatred,  or  of  fear.  If  he  sometimes 
appeared  to  ascribe  importance  too  exclusively  to  the 
arts  which  increase  the  outward  comforts  of  our 
species,  the  reason  is  plain.  Those  arts  had  been 
most  unduly  depreciated.  They  had  been  represented 
as  unworthy  of  the  attention  of  a  man  of  liberal  edu¬ 
cation.  “  Cogitavit,”  says  Bacon  of  himself,  “  earn 
esse  opinionem  sive  sestimationem  humidam  et  dam- 
nosam,  minui  nempe  majestatem  mentis  humanae,  si 
in  experimentis  et  rebus  particularibus,  sensui  sub- 
jectis,  et  in  materia  terminatis,  diu  ac  multum  verse- 
tur:  praesertim  cum  hujusmodi  res  ad  inquirendum 
laboriosae,  ad  meditandum  ignobiles,  ad  discendum 
asperae,  ad  practicam  illiberales,  numero  infinitae,  et 
subtilitate  pusillae  videri  soleant,  et  ob  hujusmodi 
conditiones,  gloriae  artium  minus  sint  accommodatae.”1 

•  Cogitata  et  Visa.  The  expression  opinio  humida  may  surprise  a 
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This  opinion  seemed  to  him  “  omnia  in  familia  hu- 
mana  turbasse.”  It  had  undoubtedly  caused  many 
arts  which  were  of  the  greatest  utility,  and  which 
were  susceptible  of  the  greatest  improvements,  to  be 
neglected  by  speculators,  and  abandoned  to  joiners, 
masons,  smiths,  weavers,  apothecaries.  It  was  neces¬ 
sary  to  assert  the  dignity  of  those  arts,  to  bring  them 
prominently  forward,  to  proclaim  that,  as  they  have 
a  most  serious  effect  on  human  happiness,  they  are 
not  unworthy  of  the  attention  of  the  highest  human 
intellects.  Again,  it  was  by  illustrations  drawn  from 
these  arts  that  Bacon  could  most  easily  illustrate  his 
principles.  It  was  by  improvements  effected  in  these 
arts  that  the  soundness  of  his  principles  could  be 
most  speedily  and  decisively  brought  to  the  test,  and 
made  manifest  to  common  understandings.  He  acted 
like  a  wise  commander  who  thins  every  other  part  of 
his  line  to  strengthen  a  point  where  the  enemy  is 
attacking  with  peculiar  fury,  and  on  the  fate  of  which 
the  event  of  the  battle  seems  likely  to  depend.  In 
the  Novum.  Organum ,  however,  he  distinctly  and 
most  truly  declares  that  his  philosophy  is  no  less  a 
Moral  than  a  Natural  Philosophy,  that,  though  his 
illustrations  are  drawn  from  physical  science,  the 
principles  which  those  illustrations  are  intended  to 
explain  are  just  as  applicable  to  ethical  and  political 
inquiries  as  to  inquiries  into  the  nature  of  heat  and 
vegetation.1 

He  frequently  treated  of  moral  subjects  ;  and  he 
brought  to  those  subjects  that  spirit  which  was  the 
essence  of  his  whole  system.  He  has  left  us  many 
admirable  practical  observations  on  what  he  some¬ 
what  quaintly  called  the  Georgies  of  the  mind,  on 

reader  not  accustomed  to  Bacon’s  style.  The  allusion  is  to  the  maxim 
of  Heraclitus  the  obscure;  “Dry  light  is  the  best.”  By  dry  light 
Bacon  understood  the  light  of  the  intellect,  not  obscured  by  the  mists 
of  passion,  interest,  or  prejudice. 

1  Novum  Organum ,  Lib.  i.  Aph.  127. 
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the  mental  culture  which  tends  to  produce  good  dis¬ 
positions.  Some  persons,  he  said,  might  accuse  him 
of  spending  labour  on  a  matter  so  simple  that  his 
predecessors  had  passed  it  by  with  contempt.  He 
desired  such  persons  to  remember  that  he  had  from 
the  first  announced  the  objects  of  his  search  to  be 
not  the  splendid  and  the  surprising,  but  the  useful 
and  the  true,  not  the  deluding  dreams  which  go  forth 
through  the  shining  portal  of  ivory,  but  the  humbler 
realities  of  the  gate  of  horn.1 

True  to  this  principle,  he  indulged  in  no  rants 
about  the  fitness  of  things,  the  all-sufficiency  of  virtue, 
and  the  dignity  of  human  nature.  He  dealt  not  at 
all  in  resounding  nothings,  such  as  those  with  which 
Bolingbroke  pretended  to  comfort  himself  in  exile, 
and  in  which  Cicero  vainly  sought  consolation  after 
the  loss  of  Tullia.  The  casuistical  subtilties  which 
occupied  the  attention  of  the  keenest  spirits  of  his 
age  had,  it  should  seem,  no  attractions  for  him.  The 
doctors  whom  Escobar  afterwards  compared  to  the 
four  beasts  and  the  four-and-twenty  elders  in  the 
Apocalypse  Bacon  dismissed  with  most  contemptuous 
brevity.  “  Inanes  plerumque  evadunt  et  futiles.” 2 
Nor  did  he  ever  meddle  with  those  enigmas  which 
have  puzzled  hundreds  of  generations,  and  will  puzzle 
hundreds  more.  He  said  nothing  about  the  grounds 
of  moral  obligation,  or  the  freedom  of  the  human 
will.  He  had  no  inclination  to  employ  himself  in 
labours  resembling  those  of  the  damned  in  the 
Grecian  Tartarus,  to  spin  for  ever  on  the  same  wheel 
round  the  same  pivot,  to  gape  for  ever  after  the  same 
deluding  clusters,  to  pour  water  for  ever  into  the 
same  bottomless  buckets,  to  pace  for  ever  to  and  fro 
on  the  same  wearisome  path  after  the  same  recoiling 
stone.  He  exhorted  his  disciples  to  prosecute  re- 

1  De  Augmentis ,  Lib.  7.  Cap.  3. 

s  Ibid.  Lib.  7.  Cap.  2. 
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searches  of  a  very  different  description,  to  consider 
moral  science  as  a  practical  science,  a  science  of 
which  the  object  was  to  cure  the  diseases  and  per¬ 
turbations  of  the  mind,  and  which  could  be  improved 
only  by  a  method  analogous  to  that  which  has  im¬ 
proved  medicine  and  surgery.  Moral  philosophers 
ought,  he  said,  to  set  themselves  vigorously  to  work 
for  the  purpose  of  discovering  what  are  the  actual 
effects  produced  on  the  human  character  by  par¬ 
ticular  modes  of  education,  by  the  indulgence  of  par¬ 
ticular  habits,  by  the  study  of  particular  books,  by 
society,  by  emulation,  by  imitation.  Then  we  might 
hope  to  find  out  what  mode  of  training  was  most 
likely  to  preserve  and  restore  moral  health.1 

What  he  was  as  a  natural  philosopher  and  a  moral 
philosopher,  that  he  was  also  as  a  theologian.  He 
was,  we  are  convinced,  a  sincere  believer  in  the  divine 
authority  of  the  Christian  revelation.  Nothing  can 
be  found  in  his  writings,  or  in  any  other  writings, 
more  eloquent  and  pathetic  than  some  passages  which 
were  apparently  written  under  the  influence  of  strong 
devotional  feeling.  He  loved  to  dwell  on  the  power 
of  the  Christian  religion  to  effect  much  that  the 
ancient  philosophers  could  only  promise.  He  loved 
to  consider  that  religion  as  the  bond  of  charity,  the 
curb  of  evil  passions,  the  consolation  of  the  wretched, 
the  support  of  the  timid,  the  hope  of  the  dying.  But 
controversies  on  speculative  points  of  theology  seem 
to  have  engaged  scarcely  any  portion  of  his  attention. 
In  what  he  wrote  on  Church  Government  he  showed, 
as  far  as  he  dared,  a  tolerant  and  charitable  spirit. 
He  troubled  himself  not  at  all  about  Homoousians 
and  Homoiousians,  Monothelites  and  Nestorians.  He 
lived  in  an  age  in  which  disputes  on  the  most  subtle 
points  of  divinity  excited  an  intense  interest  through¬ 
out  Europe,  and  nowhere  more  than  in  England.  He 

’  De  A  ugmentis.  Lib.  7.  Cap.  3. 
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was  placed  in  the  very  thick  of  the  conflict.  He  was 
in  power  at  the  time  of  the  Synod  of  Dort,  and  must 
for  months  have  been  daily  deafened  with  talk  about 
election,  reprobation,  and  final  perseverance.  Yet  we 
do  not  remember  a  line  in  his  works  from  which  it 
can  be  inferred  that  he  was  either  a  Calvinist  or  an 
Arminian.  While  the  world  was  resounding  with  the 
noise  of  a  disputatious  philosophy  and  a  disputatious 
theology,  the  Baconian  school,  like  Allworthy  seated 
between  Square  and  Thwackum,  preserved  a  calm 
neutrality,  half  scornful,  half  benevolent,  and,  content 
with  adding  to  the  sum  of  practical  good,  left  the  war 
of  words  to  those  who  liked  it. 

We  have  dwelt  long  on  the  end  of  the  Baconian 
philosophy,  because  from  this  peculiarity  all  the  other 
peculiarities  of  that  philosophy  necessarily  arose.  In¬ 
deed,  scarcely  any  person  who  proposed  to  himself 
the  same  end  with  Bacon  could  fail  to  hit  upon  the 
same  means. 

The  vulgar  notion  about  Bacon  we  take  to  be 
this,  that  he  invented  a  new  method  of  arriving  at 
truth,  which  method  is  called  Induction,  and  that  he 
detected  some  fallacy  in  the  syllogistic  reasoning 
which  had  been  in  vogue  before  his  time.  This  no¬ 
tion  is  about  as  well-founded  as  that  of  the  people 
who,  in  the  middle  ages,  imagined  that  Virgil  was  a 
great  conjurer.  Many  who  are  far  too  well  informed 
to  talk  such  extravagant  nonsense  entertain  what  we 
think  incorrect  notions  as  to  what  Bacon  really  effected 
in  this  matter. 

The  inductive  method  has  been  practised  ever 
since  the  beginning  of  the  world  by  every  human 
being.  It  is  constantly  practised  by  the  most  igno¬ 
rant  clown,  by  the  most  thoughtless  schoolboy,  by 
the  very  child  at  the  breast.  That  method  leads  the 
clown  to  the  conclusion  that  if  he  sows  barley  he 
shall  not  reap  wheat.  By  that  method  the  schoolboy 
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learns  that  a  cloudy  day  is  the  best  for  catching  trout. 
The  very  infant,  we  imagine,  is  led  by  induction  to 
expect  milk  from  his  mother  or  nurse,  and  none  from 
his  father. 

Not  only  is  it  not  true  that  Bacon  invented  the 
inductive  method  ;  but  it  is  not  true  that  he  was  the 
first  person  who  correctly  analysed  that  method  and 
explained  its  uses.  Aristotle  had  long  before  pointed 
out  the  absurdity  of  supposing  that  syllogistic  reason¬ 
ing  could  ever  conduct  men  to  the  discovery  of  any 
new  principle,  had  shown  that  such  discoveries  must 
be  made  by  induction,  and  by  induction  alone,  and 
had  given  the  history  of  the  inductive  process,  con¬ 
cisely  indeed,  but  with  great  perspicuity  and  precision. 

Again,  we  are  not  inclined  to  ascribe  much  prac¬ 
tical  value  to  that  analysis  of  the  inductive  method 
which  Bacon  has  given  in  the  second  book  of  the 
Novum  Organum.  It  is  indeed  an  elaborate  and 
correct  analysis.  But  it  is  an  analysis  of  that  which 
we  are  all  doing  from  morning  to  night,  and  which 
we  continue  to  do  even  in  our  dreams.  A  plain  man 
finds  his  stomach  out  of  order.  He  never  heard  Lord 
Bacon’s  name.  But  he  proceeds  in  the  strictest  con¬ 
formity  with  the  rules  laid  down  in  the  second  book 
of  the  Novum  Organum ,  and  satisfies  himself  that 
minced  pies  have  done  the  mischief.  “  I  ate  minced 
pies  on  Monday  and  Wednesday,  and  I  was  kept 
awake  by  indigestion  all  night.”  This  is  the  com- 
parentia  ad  intellectum  instantiarum  convenientium. 
“  I  did  not  eat  any  on  Tuesday  and  Friday,  and  I 
was  quite  well.”  This  is  the  comparentia  instantiarum 
in  proximo  quoe  natura  data  privantur.  “  I  ate  very 
sparingly  of  them  on  Sunday,  and  was  very  slightly 
indisposed  in  the  evening.  But  on  Christmas-day  I 
almost  dined  on  them,  and  was  so  ill  that  I  was  in 
great  danger.”  This  is  the  comparentia  instantiarum 
secundum  magis  et  minus.  “  It  cannot  have  been  the 
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brandy  which  I  took  with  them.  For  I  have  drunk 
brandy  daily  for  years  without  being  the  worse  for  it.” 
This  is  the  rejectio  naturarum.  Our  invalid  then  pro¬ 
ceeds  to  what  is  termed  by  Bacon  the  Vindemiatio ,  and 
pronounces  that  minced  pies  do  not  agree  with  him. 

We  repeat  that  we  dispute  neither  the  ingenuity 
nor  the  accuracy  of  the  theory  contained  in  the  second 
book  of  the  Novum  Organum  ;  but  we  think  that 
Bacon  greatly  overrated  its  utility.  We  conceive  that 
the  inductive  process,  like  many  other  processes,  is 
not  likely  to  be  better  performed  merely  because  men 
know  how  they  perform  it.  William  Tell  would  not 
have  been  one  whit  more  likely  to  cleave  the  apple  if 
he  had  known  that  his  arrow  would  describe  a  para¬ 
bola  under  the  influence  of  the  attraction  of  the  earth. 
Captain  Barclay  would  not  have  been  more  likely  to 
walk  a  thousand  miles  in  a  thousand  hours,  if  he  had 
known  the  place  and  name  of  every  muscle  in  his 
legs.  Monsieur  Jourdain  probably  did  not  pronounce 
D  and  F  more  correctly  after  he  had  been  apprised 
that  D  is  pronounced  by  touching  the  teeth  with  the 
end  of  the  tongue,  and  F  by  putting  the  upper  teeth 
on  the  lower  lip.  We  cannot  perceive  that  the  study 
of  Grammar  makes  the  smallest  difference  in  the 
speech  of  people  who  have  always  lived  in  good 
society.  Not  one  Londoner  in  ten  thousand  can  lay 
down  the  rules  for  the  proper  use  of  will  and  shall. 
Yet  not  one  Londoner  in  a  million  ever  misplaces  his 
zvill  and  shall.  Doctor  Robertson  could,  undoubtedly, 
have  written  a  luminous  dissertation  on  the  use  of 
those  words.  Yet,  even  in  his  latest  work,  he  some¬ 
times  misplaced  them  ludicrously.  No  man  uses 
figures  of  speech  with  more  propriety  because  he 
knows  that  one  figure  is  called  a  metonymy  and 
another  a  synecdoche.  A  drayman  in  a  passion  calls 
out,  “You  are  a  pretty  fellow,”  without  suspecting 
that  he  is  uttering  irony,  and  that  irony  is  one  of  the 
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four  primary  tropes.  The  old  systems  of  rhetoric 
were  never  regarded  by  the  most  experienced  and 
discerning  judges  as  of  any  use  for  the  purpose  of 
forming  an  orator.  “  Ego  hanc  vim  intelligo,”  said 
Cicero,  “  esse  in  praeceptis  omnibus,  non  ut  ea  secuti 
oratores  eloquentiae  laudem  sint  adepti,  sed  quae  sua 
sponte  homines  eloquentes  facerent,  ea  quosdam 
observasse,  atque  id  egisse ;  sic  esse  non  eloquentiam 
ex  artificio,  sed  artificium  ex  eloquentia  natum.”  We 
must  own  that  we  entertain  the  same  opinion  con¬ 
cerning  the  study  of  Logic  which  Cicero  entertained 
concerning  the  study  of  Rhetoric.  A  man  of  sense 
syllogizes  in  celarenl  and  cesare  all  day  long  without 
suspecting  it ;  and  though  he  may  not  know  what  an 
ignoratio  elenchi  is,  has  no  difficulty  in  exposing  it 
whenever  he  falls  in  with  it  ;  which  is  likely  to  be  as 
often  as  he  falls  in  with  a  Reverend  Master  of  Arts 
nourished  on  mode  and  figure  in  the  cloisters  of 
Oxford.  Considered  merely  as  an  intellectual  feat, 
the  Organum  of  Aristotle  can  scarcely  be  admired 
too  highly.  But  the  more  we  compare  individual 
with  individual,  school  with  school,  nation  with  nation, 
generation  with  generation,  the  more  do  we  lean  to  the 
opinion  that  the  knowledge  of  the  theory  of  logic  has 
no  tendency  whatever  to  make  men  good  reasoners. 

What  Aristotle  did  for  the  syllogistic  process 
Bacon  has,  in  the  second  book  of  the  Novum  Organum , 
done  for  the  inductive  process  ;  that  is  to  say,  he  has 
analysed  it  well.  His  rules  are  quite  proper  ;  but  we 
do  not  need  them,  because  they  are  drawn  from  our 
own  constant  practice. 

But,  though  every  body  is  constantly  performing 
the  process  described  in  the  second  book  of  the  Novum 
Organum,  some  men  perform  it  well,  and  some  per¬ 
form  it  ill.  Some  are  led  by  it  to  truth,  and  some 
to  error.  It  led  Franklin  to  discover  the  nature  of 
lightning.  It  led  thousands,  who  had  less  brains  than 
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Franklin,  to  believe  in  animal  magnetism.  But  this 
was  not  because  Franklin  went  through  the  process 
described  by  Bacon,  and  the  dupes  of  Mesmer  through 
a  different  process.  The  comparentice  and  rejectiones 
of  which  we  have  given  examples  will  be  found  in 
the  most  unsound  inductions.  We  have  heard  that 
an  eminent  judge  of  the  last  generation  was  in  the 
habit  of  jocosely  propounding  after  dinner  a  theory, 
that  the  cause  of  the  prevalence  of  Jacobinism  was 
the  practice  of  bearing  three  names.  He  quoted  on 
the  one  side  Charles  James  Fox,  Richard  Brinsley 
Sheridan,  John  Horne  Tooke,  John  Philpot  Curran, 
Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge,  Theobald  Wolfe  Tone. 
These  were  instantice  convenientes.  He  then  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  cite  instances  absentice  in  proximo ,  William 
Pitt,  John  Scott,  William  Windham,  Samuel  Horsley, 
Henry  Dundas,  Edmund  Burke.  He  might  have 
gone  on  to  instances  secundum  magis  et  minus.  The 
practice  of  giving  children  three  names  has  been  for 
some  time  a  growing  practice,  and  Jacobinism  has 
also  been  growing.  The  practice  of  giving  children 
three  names  is  more  common  in  America  than  in 
England.  In  England  we  still  have  a  King  and  a 
House  of  Lords  :  but  the  Americans  are  republicans. 
The  rejectiones  are  obvious.  Burke  and  Theobald 
Wolfe  Tone  are  both  Irishmen;  therefore  the  being 
an  Irishman  is  not  the  cause  of  Jacobinism.  Horsley 
and  Horne  Tooke  are  both  clergymen  ;  therefore  the 
being  a  clergyman  is  not  the  cause  of  Jacobinism. 
Fox  and  Windham  were  both  educated  at  Oxford  ; 
therefore  the  being  educated  at  Oxford  is  not  the 
cause  of  Jacobinism.  Pitt  and  Horne  Tooke  were 
both  educated  at  Cambridge  ;  therefore  the  being 
educated  at  Cambridge  is  not  the  cause  of  Jacobinism. 
In  this  way,  our  inductive  philosopher  arrives  at  what 
Bacon  calls  the  Vintage,  and  pronounces  that  the 
having  three  names  is  the  cause  of  Jacobinism. 
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Here  is  an  induction  corresponding  with  Bacon’s 
analysis,  and  ending  in  a  monstrous  absurdity.  In 
what  then  does  this  induction  differ  from  the  induc¬ 
tion  which  leads  us  to  the  conclusion  that  the  presence 
of  the  sun  is  the  cause  of  our  having  more  light  by 
day  than  by  night?  The  difference  evidently  is 
not  in  the  kind  of  instances,  but  in  the  number  of 
instances  ;  that  is  to  say,  the  difference  is  not  in  that 
part  of  the  process  for  which  Bacon  has  given  precise 
rules,  but  in  a  circumstance  for  which  no  precise  rule 
can  possibly  be  given.  If  the  learned  author  of  the 
theory  about  Jacobinism  had  enlarged  either  of  his 
tables  a  little,  his  system  would  have  been  destroyed. 
The  names  of  Tom  Paine  and  William  Wyndham 
Grenville  would  have  been  sufficient  to  do  the  work. 

It  appears  to  us,  then,  that  the  difference  between 
a  sound  and  unsound  induction  does  not  lie  in  this, 
that  the  author  of  the  sound  induction  goes  through 
the  process  analysed  in  the  second  book  of  the 
Novum  Organum,  and  the  author  of  the  unsound 
induction  through  a  different  process.  They  both 
perform  the  same  process.  But  one  performs  it 
foolishly  or  carelessly  :  the  other  performs  it  with 
patience,  attention,  sagacity,  and  judgment.  Now 
precepts  can  do  little  towards  making  men  patient 
and  attentive,  and  still  less  towards  making  them 
sagacious  and  judicious.  It  is  very  well  to  tell  men 
to  be  on  their  guard  against  prejudices,  not  to  believe 
facts  on  slight  evidence,  not  to  be  content  with  a 
scanty  collection  of  facts,  to  put  out  of  their  minds 
the  idola  which  Bacon  has  so  finely  described.  But 
these  rules  are  too  general  to  be  of  much  practical 
use.  The  question  is,  What  is  a  prejudice?  How 
long  does  the  incredulity  with  which  I  hear  a  new 
theory  propounded  continue  to  be  a  wise  and  salutary 
incredulity?  When  does  it  become  an  idolurn  specus, 
the  unreasonable  pertinacity  of  a  too  sceptical  mind  ? 
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What  is  slight  evidence  ?  What  collection  of  facts  is 
scanty  ?  Will  ten  instances  do,  or  fifty,  or  a  hundred  ? 
In  how  many  months  would  the  first  human  beings 
who  settled  on  the  shores  of  the  ocean  have  been 
justified  in  believing  that  the  moon  had  an  influence 
on  the  tides  ?  After  how  many  experiments  would 
Jenner  have  been  justified  in  believing  that  he  had 
discovered  a  safeguard  against  the  small-pox  ?  These 
are  questions  to  which  it  would  be  most  desirable 
to  have  a  precise  answer ;  but,  unhappily,  they  are 
questions  to  which  no  precise  answer  can  be  returned. 

We  think  then  that  it  is  possible  to  lay  down 
accurate  rules,  as  Bacon  has  done,  for  the  performing 
of  that  part  of  the  inductive  process  which  all  men 
perform  alike ;  but  that  these  rules,  though  accurate, 
are  not  wanted,  because  in  truth  they  only  tell  us  to 
do  what  we  are  all  doing.  We  think  that  it  is  im¬ 
possible  to  lay  down  any  precise  rule  for  the  perform¬ 
ing  of  that  part  of  the  inductive  process  which  a  great 
experimental  philosopher  performs  in  one  way,  and 
a  superstitious  old  woman  in  another. 

On  this  subject,  we  think,  Bacon  was  in  an  error. 
He  certainly  attributed  to  his  rules  a  value  which  did 
not  belong  to  them.  He  went  so  far  as  to  say,  that, 
if  his  method  of  making  discoveries  were  adopted, 
little  would  depend  on  the  degree  of  force  or  acute¬ 
ness  of  any  intellect ;  that  all  minds  would  be  reduced 
to  one  level,  that  his  philosophy  resembled  a  compass 
or  a  rule  which  equalises  all  hands,  and  enables  the 
most  unpractised  person  to  draw  a  more  correct  circle 
or  line  than  the  best  draftsmen  can  produce  without 
such  aid.1  This  really  seems  to  us  as  extravagant  as 
it  would  have  been  in  Lindley  Murray  to  announce 
that  every  body  who  should  learn  his  Grammar  would 
write  as  good  English  as  Dryden,  or  in  that  very 
able  writer,  the  Archbishop  of  Dublin,  to  promise 

1  Novum  Organum,  Praef.  and  Lib.  1.  Aph.  122. 
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that  all  the  readers  of  his  Logic  would  reason  like 
Chillingworth,  and  that  all  the  readers  of  his  Rhetoric 
would  speak  like  Burke.  That  Bacon  was  altogether 
mistaken  as  to  this  point  will  now  hardly  be  disputed. 
His  philosophy  has  flourished  during  two  hundred 
years,  and  has  produced  none  of  this  levelling.  The 
interval  between  a  man  of  talents  and  a  dunce  is  as 
wide  as  ever ;  and  is  never  more  clearly  discernible 
than  when  they  engage  in  researches  which  require 
the  constant  use  of  induction. 

It  will  be  seen  that  we  do  not  consider  Bacon’s 
ingenious  analysis  of  the  inductive  method  as  a  very 
useful  performance.  Bacon  was  not,  as  we  have 
already  said,  the  inventor  of  the  inductive  method. 
He  was  not  even  the  person  who  first  analysed  the 
inductive  method  correctly,  though  he  undoubtedly 
analysed  it  more  minutely  than  any  who  preceded 
him.  He  was  not  the  person  who  first  showed  that 
by  the  inductive  method  alone  new  truth  could  be 
discovered.  But  he  was  the  person  who  first  turned 
the  minds  of  speculative  men,  long  occupied  in  verbal 
disputes,  to  the  discovery  of  new  and  useful  truth  ; 
and,  by  doing  so,  he  at  once  gave  to  the  inductive 
method  an  importance  and  dignity  which  had  never 
before  belonged  to  it.  He  was  not  the  maker  of  that 
road  ;  he  was  not  the  discoverer  of  that  road  ;  he 
was  not  the  person  who  first  surveyed  and  mapped 
that  road.  But  he  was  the  person  who  first  called 
the  public  attention  to  an  inexhaustible  mine  of 
wealth,  which  had  been  utterly  neglected,  and  which 
was  accessible  by  that  road  alone.  By  doing  so  he 
caused  that  road,  which  had  previously  been  trodden 
only  by  peasants  and  higglers,  to  be  frequented  by 
a  higher  class  of  travellers. 

That  which  was  eminently  his  own  in  his  system 
was  the  end  which  he  proposed  to  himself.  The 
end  being  given,  the  means,  as  it  appears  to  us, 
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could  not  well  be  mistaken.  If  others  had  aimed 
at  the  same  object  with  Bacon,  we  hold  it  to  be 
certain  that  they  would  have  employed  the  same 
method  with  Bacon.  It  would  have  been  hard  to 
convince  Seneca  that  the  inventing  of  a  safety-lamp 
was  an  employment  worthy  of  a  philosopher.  It 
would  have  been  hard  to  persuade  Thomas  Aquinas 
to  descend  from  the  making  of  syllogisms  to  the 
making  of  gunpowder.  But  Seneca  would  never 
have  doubted  for  a  moment  that  it  was  only  by 
means  of  a  series  of  experiments  that  a  safety-lamp 
could  be  invented.  Thomas  Aquinas  would  never 
have  thought  that  his  barbara  and  baralipton  would 
enable  him  to  ascertain  the  proportion  which  charcoal 
ought  to  bear  to  saltpetre  in  a  pound  of  gunpowder. 
Neither  common  sense  nor  Aristotle  would  have 
suffered  him  to  fall  into  such  an  absurdity. 

By  stimulating  men  to  the  discovery  of  new  truth, 
Bacon  stimulated  them  to  employ  the  inductive 
method,  the  only  method,  even  the  ancient  philo¬ 
sophers  and  the  schoolmen  themselves  being  judges, 
by  which  new  truth  can  be  discovered.  By  stimu¬ 
lating  men  to  the  discovery  of  useful  truth,  he 
furnished  them  with  a  motive  to  perform  the  induc¬ 
tive  process  well  and  carefully.  His  predecessors 
had  been,  in  his  phrase,  not  interpreters,  but  antici¬ 
pators  of  nature.  They  had  been  content  with  the 
first  principles  at  which  they  had  arrived  by  the 
most  scanty  and  slovenly  induction.  And  why  was 
this  ?  It  was,  we  conceive,  because  their  philosophy 
proposed  to  itself  no  practical  end,  because  it  was 
merely  an  exercise  of  the  mind.  A  man  who  wants 
to  contrive  a  new  machine  or  a  new  medicine  has 
a  strong  motive  to  observe  accurately  and  patiently, 
and  to  try  experiment  after  experiment.  But  a  man 
who  merely  wants  a  theme  for  disputation  or  de¬ 
clamation  has  no  such  motive.  He  is  therefore 
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content  with  premises  grounded  on  assumption,  or 
on  the  most  scanty  and  hasty  induction.  Thus,  we 
conceive,  the  schoolmen  acted.  On  their  foolish 
premises  they  often  argued  with  great  ability ;  and 
as  their  object  was  “  assensum  subjugare,  non  res,”  1 
to  be  victorious  in  controversy,  not  to  be  victorious 
over  nature,  they  were  consistent.  For  just  as  much 
logical  skill  could  be  shown  in  reasoning  on  false  as 
on  true  premises.  But  the  followers  of  the  new 
philosophy,  proposing  to  themselves  the  discovery 
of  useful  truth  as  their  object,  must  have  altogether 
failed  of  attaining  that  object  if  they  had  been 
content  to  build  theories  on  superficial  induction. 

Bacon  has  remarked  2  that  in  ages  when  philo¬ 
sophy  was  stationary,  the  mechanical  arts  went  on 
improving.  Why  was  this  ?  Evidently  because  the 
mechanic  was  not  content  with  so  careless  a  mode 
of  induction  as  served  the  purpose  of  the  philosopher. 
And  why  was  the  philosopher  more  easily  satisfied 
than  the  mechanic  ?  Evidently  because  the  object 
of  the  mechanic  was  to  mould  things,  whilst  the 
object  of  the  philosopher  was  only  to  mould  words. 
Careful  induction  is  not  at  all  necessary  to  the 
making  of  a  good  syllogism.  But  it  is  indispensable 
to  the  making  of  a  good  shoe.  Mechanics,  therefore, 
have  always  been,  as  far  as  the  range  of  their  humble 
but  useful  callings  extended,  not  anticipators  but 
interpreters  of  nature.  And  when  a  philosophy  arose, 
the  object  of  which  was  to  do  on  a  large  scale  what 
the  mechanic  does  on  a  small  scale,  to  extend  the 
power  and  to  supply  the  wants  of  man,  the  truth  of  the 
premises,  which  logically  is  a  matter  altogether  unim¬ 
portant,  became  a  matter  of  the  highest  importance  ; 
and  the  careless  induction  with  which  men  of  learning 
had  previously  been  satisfied  gave  place,  of  necessity, 
to  an  induction  far  more  accurate  and  satisfactory. 

1  Novum  Organ um,  Lib.  1.  Aph.  29.  2  De  Augmentis ,  Lib.  1. 
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What  Bacon  did  for  inductive  philosophy,  may, 
we  think,  be  fairly  stated  thus.  The  objects  of 
preceding  speculators  were  objects  which  could  be 
attained  without  careful  induction.  Those  specula¬ 
tors,  therefore,  did  not  perform  the  inductive  process 
carefully.  Bacon  stirred  up  men  to  pursue  an  object 
which  could  be  attained  only  by  induction,  and  by 
induction  carefully  performed ;  and  consequently 
induction  was  more  carefully  performed.  We  do 
not  think  that  the  importance  of  what  Bacon  did 
for  inductive  philosophy  has  ever  been  overrated. 
But  we  think  that  the  nature  of  his  services  is  often 
mistaken,  and  was  not  fully  understood  even  by  him¬ 
self.  It  was  not  by  furnishing  philosophers  with 
rules  for  performing  the  inductive  process  well,  but 
by  furnishing  them  with  a  motive  for  performing  it 
well,  that  he  conferred  so  vast  a  benefit  on  society. 

To  give  to  the  human  mind  a  direction  which 
it  shall  retain  for  ages  is  the  rare  prerogative  of  a 
few  imperial  spirits.  It  cannot,  therefore,  be  unin¬ 
teresting  to  inquire  what  was  the  moral  and  intel¬ 
lectual  constitution  which  enabled  Bacon  to  exercise 
so  vast  an  influence  on  the  world. 

In  the  temper  of  Bacon — we  speak  of  Bacon  the 
philosopher,  not  of  Bacon  the  lawyer  and  politician, — 
there  was  a  singular  union  of  audacity  and  sobriety. 
The  promises  which  he  made  to  mankind  might,  to 
a  superficial  reader,  seem  to  resemble  the  rants  which 
a  great  dramatist  has  put  into  the  mouth  of  an 
Oriental  conqueror  half-crazed  by  good  fortune  and 
by  violent  passions. 

“  He  shall  have  chariots  easier  than  air, 

Which  I  will  have  invented ;  and  thyself 
Thou  art  the  messenger  shall  ride  before  him, 

On  a  horse  cut  out  of  an  entire  diamond, 

That  shall  be  made  to  go  with  golden  wheels, 

I  know  not  how  yet.” 
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But  Bacon  performed  what  he  promised.  In  truth, 
Fletcher  would  not  have  dared  to  make  Arbaces 
promise,  in  his  wildest  fits  of  excitement,  the  tithe 
of  what  the  Baconian  philosophy  has  performed. 

The  true  philosophical  temperament  may,  we 
think,  be  described  in  four  words,  much  hope,  little 
faith  :  a  disposition  to  believe  that  any  thing,  how¬ 
ever  extraordinary,  may  be  done ;  an  indisposition 
to  believe  that  any  thing  extraordinary  has  been 
done.  In  these  points  the  constitution  of  Bacon’s 
mind  seems  to  us  to  have  been  absolutely  perfect. 
He  was  at  once  the  Mammon  and  the  Surly  of  his 
friend  Ben.  Sir  Epicure  did  not  indulge  in  visions 
more  magnificent  and  gigantic.  Surly  did  not  sift 
evidence  with  keener  and  more  sagacious  incredulity. 

Closely  connected  with  this  peculiarity  of  Bacon’s 
temper  was  a  striking  peculiarity  of  his  understand¬ 
ing.  With  great  minuteness  of  observation,  he  had 
an  amplitude  of  comprehension  such  as  has  never 
yet  been  vouchsafed  to  any  other  human  being.  The 
small  fine  mind  of  Labruyere  had  not  a  more  delicate 
tact  than  the  large  intellect  of  Bacon.  The  Essays 
contain  abundant  proofs  that  no  nice  feature  of 
character,  no  peculiarity  in  the  ordering  of  a  house, 
a  garden,  or  a  court-masque,  could  escape  the  notice 
of  one  whose  mind  was  capable  of  taking  in  the 
whole  world  of  knowledge.  His  understanding  re¬ 
sembled  the  tent  which  the  fairy  Paribanou  gave  to 
Prince  Ahmed.  Fold  it ;  and  it  seemed  a  toy  for 
the  hand  of  a  lady.  Spread  it ;  and  the  armies  of 
powerful  Sultans  might  repose  beneath  its  shade. 

In  keenness  of  observation  he  has  been  equalled, 
though  perhaps  never  surpassed.  But  the  largeness 
of  his  mind  was  all  his  own.  The  glance  with  which 
he  surveyed  the  intellectual  universe  resembled  that 
which  the  Archangel,  from  the  golden  threshold  of 
heaven,  darted  down  into  the  new  creation. 
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“  Round  he  surveyed, — -and  well  might,  where  he  stood, 
So  high  above  the  circling  canopy 
Of  night’s  extended  shade, — from  eastern  point 
Of  Libra,  to  the  fleecy  star  which  bears 
Andromeda  far  off  Atlantic  seas 
Beyond  the  horizon.” 

His  knowledge  differed  from  that  of  other  men, 
as  a  terrestrial  globe  differs  from  an  Atlas  which 
contains  a  different  country  on  every  leaf.  The 
towns  and  roads  of  England,  France,  and  Germany 
are  better  laid  down  in  the  Atlas  than  in  the  globe. 
But  while  we  are  looking  at  England  we  see  nothing 
of  France ;  and  while  we  are  looking  at  France  we 
see  nothing  of  Germany.  We  may  goto  the  Atlas  to 
learn  the  bearings  and  distances  of  York  and  Bristol, 
or  of  Dresden  and  Prague.  But  it  is  useless  if  we 
want  to  know  the  bearings  and  distances  of  France 
and  Martinique,  or  of  England  and  Canada.  On 
the  globe  we  shall  not  find  all  the  market  towns  in 
our  own  neighbourhood  ;  but  we  shall  learn  from  it 
the  comparative  extent  and  the  relative  position  of 
all  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth.  “  I  have  taken,”  said 
Bacon,  in  a  letter  written  when  he  was  only  thirty- 
one,  to  his  uncle  Lord  Burleigh,  “  I  have  taken  all 
knowledge  to  be  my  province.”  In  any  other  young 
man,  indeed  in  any  other  man,  this  would  have  been 
a  ridiculous  flight  of  presumption.  There  have  been 
thousands  of  better  mathematicians,  astronomers, 
chemists,  physicians,  botanists,  mineralogists,  than 
Bacon.  No  man  would  go  to  Bacon’s  works  to  learn 
any  particular  science  or  art,  any  more  than  he  would 
go  to  a  twelve-inch  globe  in  order  to  find  his  way 
from  Kennington  turnpike  to  Clapham  Common. 
The  art  which  Bacon  taught  was  the  art  of  inventing 
arts.  The  knowledge  in  which  Bacon  excelled  all 
men  was  a  knowledge  of  the  mutual  relations  of  all 
departments  of  knowledge. 
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The  mode  in  which  he  communicated  his  thoughts 
was  peculiar  to  him.  He  had  no  touch  of  that  dis¬ 
putatious  temper  which  he  often  censured  in  his  pre¬ 
decessors.  He  effected  a  vast  intellectual  revolution 
in  opposition  to  a  vast  mass  of  prejudices ;  yet  he 
never  engaged  in  any  controversy  :  nay,  we  cannot 
at  present  recollect,  in  all  his  philosophical  works,  a 
single  passage  of  a  controversial  character.  All  those 
works  might  with  propriety  have  been  put  into  the 
form  which  he  adopted  in  the  work  entitled  Cogitata 
et  Visa\  “  Franciscus  Baconus  sic  cogitavit.”  These 
are  thoughts  which  have  occurred  to  me :  weigh  them 
well :  and  take  them  or  leave  them. 

Borgia  said  of  the  famous  expedition  of  Charles 
the  Eighth,  that  the  French  had  conquered  Italy,  not 
with  steel,  but  with  chalk  ;  for  that  the  only  exploit 
which  they  had  found  necessary  for  the  purpose  of 
taking  military  occupation  of  any  place  had  been  to 
mark  the  doors  of  the  houses  where  they  meant  to 
quarter.  Bacon  often  quoted  this  saying,  and  loved 
to  apply  it  to  the  victories  of  his  own  intellect.1  His 
philosophy,  he  said,  came  as  a  guest,  not  as  an  enemy. 
She  found  no  difficulty  in  gaining  admittance,  with¬ 
out  a  contest,  into  every  understanding  fitted,  by  its 
structure,  and  by  its  capacity,  to  receive  her.  In  all 
this,  we  think  that  he  acted  most  judiciously  ;  first, 
because,  as  he  has  himself  remarked,  the  difference 
between  his  school  and  other  schools  was  a  difference 
so  fundamental  that  there  was  hardly  any  common 
ground  on  which  a  controversial  battle  could  be 
fought :  and,  secondly,  because  his  mind,  eminently 
observant,  pre-eminently  discursive  and  capacious, 
was,  we  conceive,  neither  formed  by  nature  nor  dis¬ 
ciplined  by  habit  for  dialectical  combat. 

Though  Bacon  did  not  arm  his  philosophy  with 
the  weapons  of  logic,  he  adorned  her  profusely  with 
1  Novum  Organum ,  Lib.  I.  Aph.  35,  and  elsewhere. 
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all  the  richest  decorations  of  rhetoric.  His  eloquence, 
though  not  untainted  with  the  vicious  taste  of  his 
age,  would  alone  have  entitled  him  to  a  high  rank  in 
literature.  He  had  a  wonderful  talent  for  packing 
thought  close,  and  rendering  it  portable.  In  wit,  if 
by  wit  he  meant  the  power  of  perceiving  analogies 
between  things  which  appear  to  have  nothing  in 
common,  he  never  had  an  equal,  not  even  Cowley, 
not  even  the  author  of  Hudibras.  Indeed,  he  pos¬ 
sessed  this  faculty,  or  rather  this  faculty  possessed 
him,  to  a  morbid  degree.  When  he  abandoned  him¬ 
self  to  it  without  reserve,  as  he  did  in  the  Sapientia 
Veterum ,  and  at  the  end  of  the  second  book  of  the 
De  Augmentis,  the  feats  which  he  performed  were 
not  merely  admirable,  but  portentous,  and  almost 
shocking.  On  those  occasions  we  marvel  at  him  as 
clowns  on  a  fair  day  marvel  at  a  juggler,  and  can 
hardly  help  thinking  that  the  devil  must  be  in  him. 

These,  however,  were  freaks  in  which  his  ingenuity 
now  and  then  wantoned,  with  scarcely  any  other 
object  than  to  astonish  and  amuse.  But  it  occasionally 
happened  that,  when  he  was  engaged  in  grave  and 
profound  investigations,  his  wit  obtained  the  mastery 
over  all  his  other  faculties,  and  led  him  into  absurdi¬ 
ties  into  which  no  dull  man  could  possibly  have  fallen. 
We  will  give  the  most  striking  instance  which  at 
present  occurs  to  us.  In  the  third  book  of  the  De 
Augmentis  he  tells  us  that  there  are  some  principles 
which  are  not  peculiar  to  one  science,  but  are 
common  to  several.  That  part  of  philosophy  which 
concerns  itself  with  these  principles  is,  in  his  nomen¬ 
clature,  designated  as  philosophia  pnma.  He  then 
proceeds  to  mention  some  of  the  principles  with  which 
this  philosophia  prima  is  conversant.  One  of  them  is 
this.  An  infectious  disease  is  more  likely  to  be  com¬ 
municated  while  it  is  in  progress  than  when  it  has 
reached  its  height.  This,  says  he,  is  true  in  medicine. 
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It  is  also  true  in  morals;  for  we  see  that  the  example 
of  very  abandoned  men  injures  public  morality  less 
than  the  example  of  men  in  whom  vice  has  not  yet 
extinguished  all  good  qualities.  Again,  he  tells  us 
that  in  music  a  discord  ending  in  a  concord  is  agree¬ 
able,  and  that  the  same  thing  may  be  noted  in  the 
affections.  Once  more,  he  tells  us,  that  in  physics 
the  energy  with  which  a  principle  acts  is  often  in¬ 
creased  by  the  antiperistasis  of  its  opposite  ;  and  that 
it  is  the  same  in  the  contests  of  factions.  If  the 
making  of  ingenious  and  sparkling  similitudes  like 
these  be  indeed  the  philosophia  priina ,  we  are  quite 
sure  that  the  greatest  philosophical  work  of  the  nine¬ 
teenth  century  is  Mr.  Moore’s  Lalla  Rookh.  The 
similitudes  which  we  have  cited  are  very  happy  simi¬ 
litudes.  But  that  a  man  like  Bacon  should  have 
taken  them  for  more,  that  he  should  have  thought 
the  discovery  of  such  resemblances  as  these  an  im¬ 
portant  part  of  philosophy,  has  always  appeared  to 
us  one  of  the  most  singular  facts  in  the  history  of 
letters. 

The  truth  is  that  his  mind  was  wonderfully  quick 
in  perceiving  analogies  of  all  sorts.  But,  like  several 
eminent  men  whom  we  could  name,  both  living  and 
dead,  he  sometimes  appeared  strangely  deficient  in 
the  power  of  distinguishing  rational  from  fanciful 
analogies,  analogies  which  are  arguments  from  ana¬ 
logies  which  are  mere  illustrations,  analogies  like  that 
which  Bishop  Butler  so  ably  pointed  out,  between 
natural  and  revealed  religion,  from  analogies  like  that 
which  Addison  discovered,  between  the  series  of 
Grecian  gods  carved  by  Phidias  and  the  series  of 
English  kings  painted  by  Kneller.  This  want  of  dis¬ 
crimination  has  led  to  many  strange  political  specu¬ 
lations.  Sir  William  Temple  deduced  a  theory  of 
government  from  the  properties  of  the  pyramid.  Mr. 
Southey’s  whole  system  of  finance  is  grounded  on 
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the  phenomena  of  evaporation  and  rain.  In  theology, 
this  perverted  ingenuity  has  made  still  wilder  work. 
From  the  time  of  Irenaeus  and  Origen  down  to  the 
present  day,  there  has  not  been  a  single  generation 
in  which  great  divines  have  not  been  led  into  the 
most  absurd  expositions  of  Scripture,  by  mere  in¬ 
capacity  to  distinguish  analogies  proper,  to  use  the 
scholastic  phrase,  from  analogies  metaphorical.1  It 
is  curious  that  Bacon  has  himself  mentioned  this 
very  kind  of  delusion  among  the  idola  specus  ;  and 
has  mentioned  it  in  language  which,  we  are  inclined 
to  think,  shows  that  he  knew  himself  to  be  subject 
to  it.  It  is  the  vice,  he  tells  us,  of  subtle  minds  to 
attach  too  much  importance  to  slight  distinctions  ;  it 
is  the  vice,  on  the  other  hand,  of  high  and  discursive 
intellects  to  attach  too  much  importance  to  slight 
resemblances  ;  and  he  adds  that,  when  this  last  pro¬ 
pensity  is  indulged  to  excess,  it  leads  men  to  catch 
at  shadows  instead  of  substances.2 

Yet  we  cannot  wish  that  Bacon’s  wit  had  been  less 
luxuriant.  For,  to  say  nothing  of  the  pleasure  which 
it  affords,  it  was  in  the  vast  majority  of  cases  employed 
for  the  purpose  of  making  obscure  truth  plain,  of 
making  repulsive  truth  attractive,  of  fixing  in  the 
mind  for  ever  truth  which  might  otherwise  have  left 
but  a  transient  impression. 

The  poetical  faculty  was  powerful  in  Bacon’s  mind, 
but  not,  like  his  wit,  so  powerful  as  occasionally  to 
usurp  the  place  of  his  reason,  and  to  tyrannize  over 
the  whole  man.  No  imagination  was  ever  at  once  so 
strong  and  so  thoroughly  subjugated.  It  never  stirred 
but  at  a  signal  from  good  sense.  It  stopped  at  the 
first  check  from  good  sense.  Yet,  though  disciplined 
to  such  obedience,  it  gave  noble  proofs  of  its  vigour. 

1  See  some  interesting  remarks  on  this  subject  in  Bishop  Berkeley’s 
Minute  Philosopher,  Dialogue  IV. 

2  Novum  Organum,  Lib.  I.  Aph.  55. 
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In  truth,  much  of  Bacon’s  life  was  passed  in  avisionary 
world,  amidst  things  as  strange  as  any  that  are  de¬ 
scribed  in  the  Arabian  Tales,  or  in  those  romances  on 
which  the  curate  and  barber  of  Don  Quixote’s  village 
performed  so  cruel  an  auto-da-f^  amidst  buildings 
more  sumptuous  than  the  palace  of  Aladdin,  fountains 
more  wonderful  than  the  golden  water  of  Parizade, 
conveyances  more  rapid  than  the  hippogryph  of  Rug¬ 
giero,  arms  more  formidable  than  the  lance  of  Astolfo, 
remedies  more  efficacious  than  the  balsam  of  Fiera- 
bras.  Yet  in  his  magnificent  day-dreams  there  was 
nothing  wild,  nothing  but  what  sober  reason  sanc¬ 
tioned.  He  knew  that  all  the  secrets  feigned  by  poets 
to  have  been  written  in  the  books  of  enchanters  are 
worthless  when  compared  with  the  mighty  secrets 
which  are  really  written  in  the  book  of  nature,  and 
which,  with  time  and  patience,  will  be  read  there.  He 
knew  that  all  the  wonders  wrought  by  all  the  talismans 
in  fable  were  trifles  when  compared  to  the  wonders 
which  might  reasonably  be  expected  from  the  philo¬ 
sophy  of  fruit,  and  that,  if  his  words  sank  deep  into 
the  minds  of  men,  they  would  produce  effects  such  as 
superstition  had  never  ascribed  to  the  incantations  of 
Merlin  and  Michael  Scot.  It  was  here  that  he  loved 
to  let  his  imagination  loose.  He  loved  to  picture  to 
himself  the  world  as  it  would  be  when  his  philosophy 
should,  in  his  own  noble  phrase,  “  have  enlarged  the 
bounds  of  human  empire.”  1  We  might  refer  to  many 
instances.  But  we  will  content  ourselves  with  the 
strongest,  the  description  of  the  House  of  Solomon  in 
the  New  Atlantis.  By  most  of  Bacon’s  contemporaries, 
and  by  some  people  of  our  time,  this  remarkable 
passage  would,  we  doubt  not,  be  considered  as  an  in¬ 
genious  rodomontade,  a  counterpart  to  the  adventures 
of  Sinbad  or  Baron  Munchausen.  The  truth  is  that 
there  is  not  to  be  found  in  any  human  composition  a 

1  New  Atlantis. 
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passage  more  eminently  distinguished  by  profound 
and  serene  wisdom.  The  boldness  and  originality  of 
the  fiction  are  far  less  wonderful  than  the  nice  discern¬ 
ment  which  carefully  excluded  from  that  long  list  of 
prodigies  every  thing  that  can  be  pronounced  impos¬ 
sible,  every  thing  that  can  be  proved  to  lie  beyond  the 
mighty  magic  of  induction  and  of  time.  Already 
some  parts,  and  not  the  least  startling  parts,  of  this 
glorious  prophecy  have  been  accomplished,  even 
according  to  the  letter;  and  the  whole,  construed 
according  to  the  spirit,  is  daily  accomplishing  all 
around  us. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  circumstances  in  the 
history  of  Bacon’s  mind  is  the  order  in  which  its 
powers  expanded  themselves.  With  him  the  fruit 
came  first  and  remained  till  the  last ;  the  blossoms  did 
not  appear  till  late.  In  general,  the  development  of 
the  fancy  is  to  the  development  of  the  judgment  what 
the  growth  of  a  girl  is  to  the  growth  of  a  boy.  The 
fancy  attains  at  an  earlier  period  to  the  perfection  of 
its  beauty,  its  power,  and  its  fruitfulness ;  and,  as  it  is 
first  to  ripen,  it  is  also  first  to  fade.  It  has  generally 
lost  something  of  its  bloom  and  freshness  before  the 
sterner  faculties  have  reached  maturity ;  and  is 
commonly  withered  and  barren  while  those  faculties 
still  retain  all  their  energy.  It  rarely  happens  that 
the  fancy  and  the  judgment  grow  together.  It  happens 
still  more  rarely  that  the  judgment  grows  faster  than 
the  fancy.  This  seems,  however,  to  have  been  the 
case  with  Bacon.  His  boyhood  and  youth  appear  to 
have  been  singularly  sedate.  His  gigantic  scheme  of 
philosophical  reform  is  said  by  some  writers  to  have 
been  planned  before  he  was  fifteen,  and  was  un¬ 
doubtedly  planned  while  he  was  still  young.  He  ob¬ 
served  as  vigilantly,  meditated  as  deeply,  and  judged 
as  temperately  when  he  gave  his  first  work  to  the 
world  as  at  the  close  of  his  long  career.  But  in  elo- 
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quence,  in  sweetness  and  variety  of  expression,  and  in 
richness  of  illustration,  his  later  writings  are  far 
superior  to  those  of  his  youth.  In  this  respect  the 
history  of  his  mind  bears  some  resemblance  to  the 
history  of  the  mind  of  Burke.  The  treatise  on  the 
Sublime  and  Beautiful,  though  written  on  a  subject 
which  the  coldest  metaphysician  could  hardly  treat 
without  being  occasionally  betrayed  into  florid  writing, 
is  the  most  unadorned  of  all  Burke’s  works.  It  ap¬ 
peared  when  he  was  twenty-five  or  twenty-six.  When, 
at  forty,  he  wrote  the  Thoughts  on  the  Causes  of  the 
existing  Discontents,  his  reason  and  his  judgment  had 
reached  their  full  maturity  ;  but  his  eloquence  was  still 
in  its  splendid  dawn.  At  fifty,  his  rhetoric  was  quite 
as  rich  as  good  taste  would  permit ;  and  when  he 
died,  at  almost  seventy,  it  had  become  ungracefully 
gorgeous.  In  his  youth  he  wrote  on  the  emotions 
produced  by  mountains  and  cascades,  by  the  master¬ 
pieces  of  painting  and  sculpture,  by  the  faces  and 
necks  of  beautiful  women,  in  the  style  of  a  parlia¬ 
mentary  report.  In  his  old  age,  he  discussed  treaties 
and  tariffs  in  the  most  fervid  and  brilliant  language  of 
romance.  It  is  strange  that  the  Essay  on  the  Sub¬ 
lime  and  Beautiful,  and  the  Letter  to  a  Noble  Lord, 
should  be  the  productions  of  one  man.  But  it  is  far 
more  strange  that  the  Essay  should  have  been  a  pro¬ 
duction  of  his  youth,  and  the  Letter  of  his  old  age. 

We  will  give  very  short  specimens  of  Bacon’s  two 
styles.  In  1 597,  he  wrote  thus  :  “  Crafty  men  contemn 
studies  ;  simple  men  admire  them  ;  and  wise  men  use 
them  ;  for  they  teach  not  their  own  use :  that  is  a 
wisdom  without  them,  and  won  by  observation.  Read 
not  to  contradict,  nor  to  believe,  but  to  weigh  and 
consider.  Some  books  are  to  be  tasted,  others  to  be 
swallowed,  and  some  few  to  be  chewed  and  digested. 
Reading  maketh  a  full  man,  conference  a  ready  man, 
and  writing  an  exact  man.  And  therefore  if  a  man 
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write  little,  he  had  need  have  a  great  memory  ;  if  he 
confer  little,  have  a  present  wit ;  and  if  he  read  little, 
have  much  cunning  to  seem  to  know  that  he  doth  not. 
Histories  make  men  wise,  poets  witty,  the  mathematics 
subtle,  natural  philosophy  deep,  morals  grave,  logic 
and  rhetoric  able  to  contend.”  It  will  hardly  be 
disputed  that  this  is  a  passage  to  be  “  chewed  and 
digested.”  We  do  not  believe  that  Thucydides  him¬ 
self  has  any  where  compressed  so  much  thought  into 
so  small  a  space. 

In  the  additions  which  Bacon  afterwards  made  to 
the  Essays,  there  is  nothing  superior  in  truth  or  weight 
to  what  we  have  quoted.  But  his  style  was  constantly 
becoming  richer  and  softer.  The  following  passage, 
first  published  in  1625,  will  show  the  extent  of  the 
change  :  “  Prosperity  is  the  blessing  of  the  Old  Testa¬ 
ment  ;  adversity  is  the  blessing  of  the  New,  which 
carrieth  the  greater  benediction  and  the  clearer  evi¬ 
dence  of  God’s  favour.  Yet,  even  in  the  Old  Testa¬ 
ment,  if  you  listen  to  David’s  harp  you  shall  hear  as 
many  hearse-like  airs  as  carols  ;  and  the  pencil  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  hath  laboured  more  in  describing  the 
afflictions  of  Job  than  the  felicities  of  Solomon. 
Prosperity  is  not  without  many  fears  and  distastes  ; 
and  adversity  is  not  without  comforts  and  hopes.  We 
see  in  needle-works  and  embroideries  it  is  more  pleas¬ 
ing  to  have  a  lively  work  upon  a  sad  and  solemn 
ground,  than  to  have  a  dark  and  melancholy  work 
upon  a  lightsome  ground.  Judge  therefore  of  the 
pleasure  of  the  heart  by  the  pleasure  of  the  eye. 
Certainly  virtue  is  like  precious  odours,  most  fragrant 
when  they  are  incensed  or  crushed  ;  for  prosperity 
doth  best  discover  vice,  but  adversity  doth  best  dis¬ 
cover  virtue.” 

It  is  by  the  Essays  that  Bacon  is  best  known  to 
the  multitude.  The  Novum  Organum  and  the  De 
Augmentis  are  much  talked  of,  but  little  read.  They 
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have  produced  indeed  a  vast  effect  on  the  opinions  of 
mankind ;  but  they  have  produced  it  through  the 
operation  of  intermediate  agents.  They  have  moved 
the  intellects  which  have  moved  the  world.  It  is  in  the 
Essays  alone  that  the  mind  of  Bacon  is  brought  into 
immediate  contact  with  the  minds  of  ordinary  readers. 
There  he  opens  an  exoteric  school,  and  talks  to  plain 
men,  in  language  which  every  body  understands,  about 
things  in  which  every  body  is  interested.  He  has 
thus  enabled  those  who  must  otherwise  have  taken  his 
merits  on  trust  to  judge  for  themselves  ;  and  the  great 
body  of  readers  have,  during  several  generations,  ac¬ 
knowledged  that  the  man  who  has  treated  with  such 
consummate  ability  questions  with  which  they  are 
familiar  may  well  be  supposed  to  deserve  all  the  praise 
bestowed  on  him  by  those  who  have  sat  in  his  inner 
school. 

Without  any  disparagement  to  the  admirable 
treatise  De  Augments,  we  must  say  that,  in  our  judg¬ 
ment,  Bacon’s  greatest  performance  is  the  first  book 
of  the  Novum  Organujn.  All  the  peculiarities  of  his 
extraordinary  mind  are  found  there  in  the  highest 
perfection.  Many  of  the  aphorisms,  but  particularly 
those  in  which  he  gives  examples  of  the  influence  of 
the  idola,  show  a  nicety  of  observation  that  has  never 
been  surpassed.  Ever}’  part  of  the  book  blazes  with 
wit,  but  with  wit  which  is  employed  only  to  illustrate 
and  decorate  truth.  No  book  ever  made  so  great  a 
revolution  in  the  mode  of  thinking,  overthrew  so 
many  prejudices,  introduced  so  many  new  opinions. 
Yet  no  book  was  ever  written  in  a  less  contentious 
spirit.  It  truly  conquers  with  chalk  and  not  with 
steel.  Proposition  after  proposition  enters  into  the 
mind,  is  received  not  as  an  invader,  but  as  a  welcome 
friend,  and,  though  previously  unknown,  becomes  at 
once  domesticated.  But  what  we  most  admire  is  the 
vast  capacity  of  that  intellect  which,  without  effort, 
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takes  in  at  once  all  the  domains  of  science,  all  the 
past,  the  present,  and  the  future,  all  the  errors  of  two 
thousand  years,  all  the  encouraging  signs  of  the 
passing  times,  all  the  bright  hopes  of  the  coming  age. 
Cowley,  who  was  among  the  most  ardent,  and  not 
among  the  least  discerning  followers  of  the  new  philo¬ 
sophy,  has,  in  one  of  his  finest  poems,  compared 
Bacon  to  Moses  standing  on  Mount  Pisgah.  It  is  to 
Bacon,  we  think,  as  he  appears  in  the  first  book  of 
the  Novum  Organum ,  that  the  comparison  applies 
with  peculiar  felicity.  There  we  see  the  great  Law¬ 
giver  looking  round  from  his  lonely  elevation  on  an 
infinite  expanse ;  behind  him  a  wilderness  of  dreary 
sands  and  bitter  waters  in  which  successive  genera¬ 
tions  have  sojourned,  always  moving,  yet  never  ad¬ 
vancing,  reaping  no  harvest,  and  building  no  abiding 
city  ;  before  him  a  goodly  land,  a  land  of  promise,  a 
land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey.  While  the  multi¬ 
tude  below  saw  only  the  flat  sterile  desert  in  which 
they  had  so  long  wandered,  bounded  on  every  side 
by  a  near  horizon,  or  diversified  only  by  some  deceit¬ 
ful  mirage,  he  was  gazing  from  a  far  higher  stand  on 
a  far  lovelier  country,  following  with  his  eye  the  long 
course  of  fertilising  rivers,  through  ample  pastures, 
and  under  the  bridges  of  great  capitals,  measuring 
the  distances  of  marts  and  havens,  and  portioning  out 
all  those  wealthy  regions  from  Dan  to  Beersheba. 

It  is  painful  to  turn  back  from  contemplating 
Bacon’s  philosophy  to  contemplate  his  life.  Yet 
without  so  turning  back  it  is  impossible  fairly  to 
estimate  his  powers.  He  left  the  University  at  an 
earlier  age  than  that  at  which  most  people  repair 
thither.  While  yet  a  boy  he  was  plunged  into  the 
midst  of  diplomatic  business.  Thence  he  passed  to 
the  study  of  a  vast  technical  system  of  law,  and 
worked  his  way  up  through  a  succession  of  laborious 
offices  to  the  highest  post  in  his  profession.  In  the 
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meantime  he  took  an  active  part  in  every  Parliament ; 
he  was  an  adviser  of  the  Crown  :  he  paid  court  with 
the  greatest  assiduity  and  address  to  all  whose  favour 
was  likely  to  be  of  use  to  him  ;  he  lived  much  in 
society  ;  he  noted  the  slightest  peculiarities  of  charac¬ 
ter  and  the  slightest  changes  of  fashion.  Scarcely 
any  man  has  led  a  more  stirring  life  than  that  which 
Bacon  led  from  sixteen  to  sixty.  Scarcely  any  man 
has  been  better  entitled  to  be  called  a  thorough  man 
of  the  world.  The  founding  of  a  new  philosophy,  the 
imparting  of  a  new  direction  to  the  minds  of  specula¬ 
tors,  this  was  the  amusement  of  his  leisure,  the  work 
of  hours  occasionally  stolen  from  the  Woolsack  and 
the  Council  Board.  This  consideration,  while  it  in¬ 
creases  the  admiration  with  which  we  regard  his  in¬ 
tellect,  increases  also  our  regret  that  such  an  intellect 
should  so  often  have  been  unworthily  employed.  He 
well  knew  the  better  course,  and  had,  at  one  time, 
resolved  to  pursue  it.  “  I  confess,”  said  he  in  a  letter 
written  when  he  was  still  young,  “  that  I  have  as  vast 
contemplative  ends  as  I  have  moderate  civil  ends.” 
Had  his  civil  ends  continued  to  be  moderate,  he 
would  have  been,  not  only  the  Moses,  but  the  Joshua 
of  philosophy.  He  would  have  fulfilled  a  large  part 
of  his  own  magnificent  predictions.  He  would  have 
led  his  followers,  not  only  to  the  verge,  but  into  the 
heart  of  the  promised  land.  He  would  not  merely 
have  pointed  out,  but  would  have  divided  the  spoil. 
Above  all,  he  would  have  left,  not  only  a  great,  but  a 
spotless  name.  Mankind  would  then  have  been  able 
to  esteem  their  illustrious  benefactor.  We  should 
not  then  be  compelled  to  regard  his  character  with 
mingled  contempt  and  admiration,  with  mingled 
aversion  and  gratitude.  We  should  not  then  regret 
that  there  should  be  so  many  proofs  of  the  narrow¬ 
ness  and  selfishness  of  a  heart,  the  benevolence  of 
which  was  yet  large  enough  to  take  in  all  races  and 
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all  ages.  We  should  not  then  have  to  blush  for  the 
disingenuousness  of  the  most  devoted  worshipper  of 
speculative  truth,  for  the  servility  of  the  boldest 
champion  of  intellectual  freedom.  We  should  not 
then  have  seen  the  same  man  at  one  time  far  in  the 
van,  and  at  another  time  far  in  the  rear  of  his  gene¬ 
ration.  We  should  not  then  be  forced  to  own  that 
he  who  first  treated  legislation  as  a  science  was 
among  the  last  Englishmen  who  used  the  rack,  that 
he  who  first  summoned  philosophers  to  the  great 
work  of  interpreting  nature  was  among  the  last  Eng¬ 
lishmen  who  sold  justice.  And  we  should  conclude 
our  survey  of  a  life  placidly,  honourably,  beneficently 
passed,  “  in  industrious  observations,  grounded  con¬ 
clusions,  and  profitable  inventions  and  discoveries,” 1 
with  feelings  very  different  from  those  with  which  we 
now  turn  away  from  the  checkered  spectacle  of  so 
much  glory  and  so  much  shame. 

1  From  a  Letter  of  Bacon  to  Lord  Burleigh. 
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